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INTRODUCTION

In its third year, the Australian High School
Writing Competition — Refugees: Telling 1heir
Stories expanded in 2005 to include three
categories: the traditional interview category from
previous year’s competitions; an €ssay category on
the World Refugee Day theme It takes courage to
be a refugee; and a personal story category for
refugee students themselves.

The competition began in 2003 with the aim of encouraging Australian high
school students to make contacts with refugees living among them in their
communities and listen to their stories. The idea of listening with compassion and
writing with respect soon emerged as a strong theme, with the competition
forging some strong friendships, and many positive spin-offs. The inaugural
winners Sophie Weldon and Adut Dau Atem (a former refugee from Sudan) have
gone on to become special youth representatives for our national association
Australia for UNHCR. We wanted to keep the interview category, which has
proved such a good catalyst for dialogue and understanding, but also to broaden
the scope of the competition to allow students to do their own web-based
research and reflect on what they had learned. Finally, we felt it very important to
provide a category for refugees to write their own compelling tales in their own
voice, unmediated by others. The result was a record number of very good entries
on a diverse range of refugee lives that have been rebuilt in Australia.

First, second and third places have been awarded in each category, and (where
the judges scores were very close) we've awarded highly commended awards.
We also include the story of Rose Bol, in memorium, a former refugee from
Sudan who died tragically in a car accident in October 2004. Her classmates
from St Ursula’s College QLD submitted her own story in memory of their loyal
friend and diligent student.

UNHCR would like to thank the competition judges: Tom Dusevic, Time
Magazine’s Editor-at-Large in the South Pacific; lan Chappell, former Australian
cricket captain and Special Representative for Australia for UNHCR since 2001;
and UNHCR’s External Relations Officer Ariane Rummery. Many thanks are also
due to UNHCR’s interns Emily Tannock, Dagny Margrete Fosen and Luke Easey
for managing the project and to Jamie Wilson for his help with the graphic
design. We are highly appreciative of Penguin Group and- Gleebooks for
donating the prizes for each category.

Finally, we thank all the. students around Australia who took part in the
competition and the refugees themselves for their courage and generosity in
sharing their stories.

Disclaimer — The views expressed are those of the authors and not held by UNHCR.
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FIRST P LACE By Anthieng (Betty) Majak, aged 18, Braybrook College, VIC

ATHIENG’S STORY

“A DEEP PAINFUL

MEMORY”

I was a refugee for almost 12 years, from 1992 — 2003 in Kenya. Being a
refugee is very hard and living in another country is difficult. It is especially
hard to live in refugee camps where you don’t have any parents or a person
who loves you to take care of you. But I was lucky to have my sister and

brother with me.

Before | went to Kenya | was in Ethiopia for about 2 years.
| was four years old. | lived with my sister and brother. The
problems in Sudan were the reason why we left our
homeland and went to Ethiopia. After some months
people escaped out of Ethiopia because Ethiopia itself
had problems. That was in 1991. Everything was turning
into a nightmare for us and groups of people were running
with us to escape. On the way to Kenya, before we
reached the border we met a group of robbers. At the
time a lot of people were walking together. There were no
buses or trains to take people across the border.

“I was terrified because the robbers
were shooting at and killing
innocent people. They raped some
of the young people, including my
cousin. She was only about ten
years old at the time. I felt very
scared for my own life when I saw
what happened to my cousin.”
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The government organised some soldiers to travel with
us on the journey to Kenya to protect us. But the
robbers fought with them too. They beat the soldiers,
killing them and killing other people who tried to stop the
fighting. This included my uncle and some of my
relatives and friends. | saw this all with my own eyes. It
was an experience that is difficult to describe. Whenever
| think back to it | feel like I'm going through it again.
People were running in different directions, including my
sister and brother. The robbers took everything we had,
all our food and clothes.

We continued the journey and thank God, after some
months we crossed the border to safety. We had
reached Kenya, but | did not know where my sister and
brother were.

| had to run with just the clothes | wore, not knowing
where the rest of my family were or what had happened
to them at the Ethiopian border. Everybody was
separated during the fighting. Some people ran to the
Ugandan border and some ran to the Kenyan border,
including me. That was where my sister and brother
were separated from me. | never gave up hope that |
would one day find them.
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After we arrived in Kenya, we stayed at Kakuma refugee
camp. Things got a little bit better, because at least here
we had shelter, food and clothing. | was just a six-year
old girl. It was 1992. | could not believe | had walked all
those months, but | made it!

One afternoon, in 1999, | went to look for water. It was
a dark day. | had never seen such a dark, rainy and
windy day in my life. But that was the day my life
changed forever. When | came back from the well, | saw
two young men. They asked me my name. | was afraid
because it was very rare to see white people and | was
not sure who they were or what they wanted from me.
They told me they were from Red Cross and they re-
unite relatives and friends who had been separated. It
was the happiest day of my life because they told me my
sister and brother were safe in Uganda. After some
weeks they bought them to Kenya where we were
reunited. | still emember that day very well.

“I believe being a refugee is very
hard. Living in refugee camps,
which are unsafe is difficult because
of the threat everyday of dying, due
to the weather conditions, theft,
hunger and the fear of being raped
or killed.”

We were so scared of the Trukana’s — they ran the camp
but didn’t care too much about us. They were also
desperate people who didn’t have anything. They didn’t

Athieng

even have clothing and would walk around naked, so we
were not surprised that they would steal our food and
clothes. Sometimes at night when we would sleep,
people would go missing and never return to the camp.
| was always scared | would be next to be kidnapped. It
is hard to start a new life, especially when there is little
food and poor shelter. We stayed in tents for the 12
years and spent most of our time outside, because
inside the tents it was too hot. You could in fact, cook
bread from the rays of the sun. If you left bread out in the
morning, the sun would cook it in about four hours.

Becoming a refugee involves saying goodbye to all that
you know, like relatives and friends who you care for
most. It is often a sudden decision made amid fear and
chaos. What follows is rarely easy or straightforward.
Fleeing to safety can involve great hardship, suffering and
uncertainty — not knowing when you will reach and cross
your country’s border to seek refuge on the other side.

Now | live happily and have no more insecurity. | am
living with my sister in Melbourne. My brother was with
us, but now he has returned to Africa to search for my
father. We have spoken to him twice on the phone. He
is now in Sudan. He works for the Department of
Education there. My mother will be reunited with us also.
She was found in Uganda and is now living in Kenya. |
can’t wait to see her again soon. | haven’t seen my
mother since | was two years old.
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SECOND P LACE By David Sam, aged 19, Cyril Jackson Senior Campus, WA

DAVID’S STORY

“MY STORY”

In my country there is a long history of conflict between the Sudan
People’s Liberation Army (SPLA) and the Islamic people. In 1986 I was
born in a small village in Torit, Southern Sudan. Soon after I was born the
civil war erupted again and our village was attacked. The SPLA soldiers
were arresting men in our village to go to war. The fighting between the
soldiers and the villagers lasted for three hours. My dad was arrested and
taken to their barracks. The rest of my family and I hid in the bush. When
the fighting stopped thousands and thousands of people had been killed
and everything had been destroyed. The community centres, schools,
hospitals and the houses had been burned.

Many people fled from Sudan but my family and | moved
to Juba, a large town in Southern Sudan. The journey
there was very dangerous. My dad escaped from the
barracks and met us with a car. We drove very slowly
through the forest on a muddy road. We could hear
gunshots and bombs but we could not see the soldiers
hiding in the bush. Even though we were scared and
had nothing to eat or drink, it was a great day because
we were so lucky to pass through that terrible war.

While we were in Juba we were very weak and my
parents became sick. They went to the hospital but
when they got there they were arrested by Arab soldiers
who said they had been collaborating with the SPLA.
They didn’t come back home that day and life became
very difficult. We had no one to protect or look after us
so we started to do everything for ourselves.

One day when my sister and | went into the bush we
were captured by SPLA soldiers. They walked us to the
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big SPLA barrack Kaji-Kaji. | was selected to be a toilet
cleaner, shoes cleaner and clothes washer. My sister was
taken by one of the commanders as a wife. It was a
difficult time as we didn’t have anything to eat and my
sister and | were not allowed to see or talk to each other
very often. My sister, who was pregnant, and | managed
to escape one day. We went during the day while the
soldiers were sleeping. We walked, night and day,
through the forest until we met a man called Amos in a
small village called Malakal. He took us to his house.
After a while he got angry with my young nephew
because he cried when he was hungry, and my sister and
| were sick. Our legs were so swollen that we couldn’t
walk. We had to roll over on the ground. The sickness
lasted for a month. The hospital had been destroyed, and
there was no transport. People were dying everywhere.

One day, Amos asked my sister to bring him some
drinking water. When she brought the water he pointed a
gun at her and ordered her to have sex with him. My



PERSONAL STORY CATEGORY WINNERS

WE WERE LOST
CHILDREN WITHOUT
OUR PARENTS OR
RELATIVES.

sister accepted because she was scared. He warned my
sister that if she told anyone he would Kill us. The next
day the Kaji-Kaji commander arrived at Amos’s house
with his soldiers looking for my sister. My nephew and |
hid but my sister was caught and asked to tell who lived
in the house. The commander wanted to shoot my sister
so0 Amos shouted, “No! Don’t kill her! The house belongs
to me.” The commander and Amos argued and the
commander shot Amos. A big conflict started and the
commander was shot. My sister then ran to meet us.

“We ran a long way in the bush
and then relaxed at night. The war
was really serious and we had no
food so we ate the leaves of plants.
We walked to Kenya and when we
arrived we had only the clothes on
our back.”

We went to a place where refugees are registered and
got food from the UNHCR and WFP in Lokichogio. We
were given a registration form to fill out and waited to be
interviewed. When our names were read out we were
taken to a camp called Kakuma Refugee Camp. While
we were in the camp we still had many problems. The
relatives of Amos were there, and wanted to kill us. The
relatives of the dead commander also wanted to kil us.
We all argued. We couldn’t sleep well at night because
no one was protecting us. We were lost children without
our parents or relatives.

My sister and | made alcohol and sold it to make money.
One day a man talked to us about his brother in Australia

who had sent a form for him to fill out. He sold it to us
because he didn’t want to go to Australia. It cost 4,500
Kenyan Shillings but my sister only had 2,000 Kenyan
Shillings. He said we could pay the other half later. My
sister had help filling it in, and posted it to the embassy in
Nairobi. We waited about three months before getting an
interview. The process to come to Australia took about
two years. During this time there was frequent conflict
between the Sudanese and Turkana (Kenyan citizens) in
the camp. Life was difficult and we were frightened.

We were so happy when our names appeared on the
board for a flight to Australia. WWe were given an approval
letter and travel document to go to Nairobi for the flight
to Australia. When we arrived | was very tired but | could
not sleep because | could see many interesting things
that | had not seen in my country. From the airport we
were picked up by one of the social workers and taken
to a flat in Balga. One of the social workers, Hammad,
was sent to look after us and give us more information
about how Australian people live. Hammad did a good
job helping us settle into Australia. He introduced us to
friends, showed us places in the city, took us to
Centrelink, school, and our new house. After three
weeks | was registered at Cyril Jackson Senior Campus.
When [ first joined the school | started to learn many new
things and make many new friends. Sometimes | get
homesick because | am always thinking about my family
in Africa. These are the problems | am now facing in
Australia because | know they are suffering a lot. For me
my happiness is my family. But | feel very lucky. | have a
lot of knowledge, speak English and have a part time job.
| am looking after my sister and her children. We are safe.
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THIRD P LACE By Grace Jook, aged 17, Greystanes High School, NSW

“GRACE’S STORY”

My name is Grace Jook and I
come from Kakuma Refugee
Camp, a small camp in North
Kenya, East Africa. Before
coming to Australia I never
knew that there was a better
world where I could not see
horrific things again.

My life and my past experiences left me with bad
memories and a bad temper. When | was three years
old, there was a lot of fighting going on in my country,
Sudan. During the war, my mother had to run day and
night hoping to find protection for my little brother
and |. Every time the bombs blasted, she lay us down
and she covered us up with her own body. She
always said it was better if she died and we survived.

Everyday we woke, we found everything the same as
the day before. No food, no water and no blankets
and clothes. Our mother used to spit into our mouths
when we were thirsty. We went almost three days in
the forest seeking help. My mum used to cry when
we were asleep to make sure we didn’t know what
she was going through. If we found her crying we
would also cry.

Finally we found our uncle who was our father’s
younger brother. My mother decided that he should
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take us with him because he was stronger to look
after us. We tried to hold onto our mother but she
bent down to take a close look at our faces and said
that she would see us after a day. She promised that
she was going to be back soon.

Even though | was convinced, | couldn’t let go of her
hand. She smiled and kissed my head, kissed my
brother and walked away. Our uncle took good care
of us as if we were his own children. He told us
bedtime stories even though there were no beds in
the forest. Every afternoon we played in the forest,
holding human bones and skulls as if they were toys.
We never knew what they were until our uncle told us
to never touch them again.

I never knew what was
happening to us; there was no
one to talk to. I almost forgot
my name because no one was
calling for me. Our life
continued in the bush eating
mangoes and drinking dirty
water. After a month we moved
to Kakuma Refugee Camp where
we found people who we knew
and some who we didn’t.
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We were accommodated in tents
before we could build our
house. We always had to wait for
the UNHCR to bring food. I
almost overcame my stress and
worries because I had friends
who always entertained me.
Kakuma became a place where I
called home before coming to
Australia.

Now that | am a little older, | take care of myself, but
| am less happy than before coming to Australia.
Being in war was better than leaving my mother in
that situation. | look like a normal seventeen year old
girl but not from the inside. My memories leave me
with a big hole inside my heart. | feel empty while
people my age go on picnics with their mothers. The
only thing | can feel now is the kiss that my mother
gave me and the touch of her hands.

| keep asking friends and family about her but results
| get rip my heart into pieces. | tried my best to see
her again but whenever | send her a visa application,
the Australian Immigration won’t let her come. They
are happy people with their own families who don’t
know the pain other people go through.

Grace

| feel ashamed | can’t help my own mother. When |
had to leave my country, | knew that | would never
see my mother again. She always sends messages
through people on the phone. | wish | could pay her
back for the many things she has done for me.

All T can do is to imagine how
she looks now. I cry every single
night because my tears make me
teel better. I feel hopeless. I feel
abnormal, just like a human
being with no feelings at all.
Sometimes I wish I wasn’t born.
I wish my mother could taste a
bit of life in Australia. The big
question I ask myself is “Why
me?” Why do I have to go
through all of this?

| pray that someone could hear me and feel my pain.
And | can’t wait to be united with my mother.
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HIGHLY COMMENDED By Nada Abdulehadi, aged 19, Cyril Jackson Senior Campus, WA

4

A REFUG!

(1.

A\

| live here in Australia my new home where | found kind people
who are extremely concerned and considerate about the human
rights and the refugees. Generally there are many reasons that
force the person to leave his / her country. One of them is when
you find yourself not protected in the country that you believe its
yours, and your freedom and your life are threatened just
because you hold different views to the government.

In my story all these reasons were applied. | left my home
country with my family for the reasons | mentioned to them
above and there were another reasons involving the ethnic
minorities and the existing local government. In Sudan the
population is made up from diverse ethnic groups and they
are divided into tribes. Each group has its own traditions
and social customs, the problem was that some of these
groups were not respected and they got discriminated
against by the government. Our tribe was one of them and
my father was a senior politician who had contributed in
establishing a political party which aimed to get equal rights
and opportunities for the Baja’s tribe. That certainly wasn’t
accepted by the government and he was under constant
supervision and he was frequently arrested. As time went
on things got worse because my father wasn'’t that sort of
person who gives up easily. So when he was asked to stop
his political activities and not to get involved any more he
refused to do so. As a result of that in 1998 the government
soldiers broke into our house and | still recall the whole
incident, despite being young.

[t was midnight and they knocked on the house loudly. In the
end they destroyed the house door to get in. We were
sleeping and were woken by their noise. They treated my
father in a very aggressive way. They punched, kicked and
briefly they abused him. When my mother interfered to stop
them from assaulting him, they throw her away she begged
them not to hurt him, but no one had paid her any attention.
They carried on and they searched every corner in the
house. It was unbelievable what they had done they turned
the house up and down and they claimed that they are
looking for my father’s documents which convict him. It was
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t LIFE STORY

clear that they were given strict instructions to arrest my
father and to take him away with them. After that we spent
all the night crying and we were incredibly terrified and in
shock as well. My mother was badly hurt and after a few
days she recovered and she went to the police station
several times to ask about my father, she wanted to know
why he was arrested. Sadly, she wasn’t given any relevant
answers to her questions instead she was humiliated and
kicked out of the police station. When my mother got home
she burst into tears and she was exceedingly devastated.
Things settled down for a while, however my mother had
continuous nightmares about the soldiers breaking into the
house and taking my father away that really has left a bad
impact on her until now even we are secure and safe here
but | can sense that through her out loud muttering in her
dreams. Three months had passed and we were living on
our own without my father for the first time. It was really such
a terrible feeling not having your father with you. My mother
during our ordeal she didn’t surrender but always she was
trying to make us happy and she didn’t think of anything
except in our studies. So she took the risk of going out and
working in a small shop which was owned by my father. It
was very dangerous for the woman to work at that time
because of the unstable circumstances and war conditions,
however my mother she didn’t care and she took my elder
brother with her. We started to cope with our lives and try to
move on, but things got worse again when my mother went
to the local authorities for the second time and requested
about my father and where he had been taken to. The
officials talked to her in an inappropriate way and she was
warned if she comes and ask about her husband again she
will face the same punishment. On the following day two
police officers broke into my father’s shop where my mother
was working and they arrested my mother because they
found suspicious documents in a suitcase which was
hidden among the goods. The issue was that what was
written on them was considered to be illegal and incredibly
serious. In order to make my mother get out of the shop she
was dragged by arm and forced to go with the policemen,
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my elder brother who was accompanying my mother he
was eleven years old at the time and he didn’t like to see my
mother to be mistreated in front of him. So when he wanted
to defend her he was beaten badly and was left behind
without anybody to take care of his injuries. A few minutes
later my mother was taken away to the police office and she
was facing several charges, she was convicted of being
participating in unacceptable political activities they were
including running weekly meetings and breaking the
country’s law. In addition, they claimed that she was
encouraging the Baja’s women to revolt against the
government policies. The reality was that my mother didn’t
take part in such alleged activities. When she tried to tell
them and explain herself she wasn’t given the chance to do.
During the absence of my mother my grandparents looked
after us but it wasn’t an easy task to do particularly because
they were quite old and they were not capable to take care
of seven children. After a few days my mothers was
released and she had changed a lot she couldn’t talk to
anybody even to her parents who were enormously
concerned about her, she became more paranoid and
fearful and she was crucially ill and had injuries all over her
body. My mother didn’t have time to recover from her
injuries all she thought of is how to run away to more secure
place. The motive behind my mother’s decision was that
she was released on conditions. These conditions were that
she had to give the government a report on a daily basis so
that the government will be informed about all her activities,
and they restricted our resident. So we were not allowed to
travel out of the country otherwise, we will be taken from
her. Besides, our assets were confiscated such and we had
nowhere to go to. There weren’t any options and the only
resolution to the problem seemed to be abandoning our
town to place where we could be more secure and safe.
Also after we had left the town my mother was strongly
wanted and her name was in what it was known as a black
list. Consequently, my mother arranged for our travel to
Egypt. She managed to afford the travel costs for all of us
from the money that she used to save for the hardship
times. At first the idea of leaving our country didn’t quite
pleased either me or my sisters and brothers. However,
gradually we had a positive attitude about that idea.
Particularly, when we’ve grown up and became more
capable to understand the difficulty of the situation that my
mother had to deal with. In addition, we realised how
significant it was for my mother to make that decision. We

lived in Egypt for four years and a half and the first year was
the most disappointed and devastated one for us because
we spent it at home. Besides, we didn’t have the
opportunity to go to school because of the lack of the
money. In the second year my mother got a job and she
worked really hard in order to be able to get us into schools,
and to afford the living expenses which were excessive. The
load was beyond mother’s ability, because she had the
responsibility of seven children and she had to protect them
and provide them with their basic needs. In the beginning
we found some difficulty in coping with the locals there, the
reason was that we came from a completely different
culture. Every six months we had to renew our resident
because we were considered foreigners and we had to give
the immigration department over there a reasonable
justification for our staying in the country. But once we were
accepted in the UNCHR as refugees and we were waiting
for the resettlement to be done for us, we had the protection
and the authority to stay there without having any
restrictions. The disadvantage of the resettlement program
is it takes a long time to be determined where you are going
to be resettled. In addition, what made it hard for us to wait
for long that my mother’s work the only resource to get the
money from, however we my mother worked hard till the
time of the resettlement date came. Through the different
and difficult experiences | have came across as a refugee |
have learnt that life is a combination of sadness and
happiness and we have to taste both of them. Besides, my
mother’s ongoing sacrifices and her strong determination
have given me motivation to do my best to help the refugees
who are miserable and powerless. Now | have a full
understanding to the importance of the humanitarian
organisations and their great international role in assisting
the people who are less fortunate and disadvantaged due to
economic, political or social reasons. | believe that there is a
lot of efforts have to done in order to resolve the refugees’
issues. Because my experience as a refugee had taught
how it does feel like when you are a refugee, and when you
are homeless without shelter or protection. Words can’t
express about my deep and sincere appreciation to
everyone who helped me and my family to overcome our
problems as refugees. Also my truthful thanks to Australia to
this great country which opens its arm and heart to all the
refugees and where everybody is welcomed to have a
chance to assimilate to this egalitarian society.
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HIGHLY COMMENDED By Emmanuel Labusa, aged 17, Mirrabooka Senior High School, WA

MY LIFE -
FORCED TO FLEE

I was born on the 1st January 1988, in a town call Yei in the
southern Sudan. In my life, I have experienced both happy and
miserable times. I would like to talk about the main significant events
that have happened in my life. My country has never had what is
called peace since it got independence in 1956 from it colonial
masters the British. In other words, Sudan has never had a
recognised government from the time of gaining independence. Since
then war has become the routine of Sudanese people, war associated
with religious and tribal issues. Each tribe claims to be recognised as
the superior to all the other tribes, everyone believes the same thing,
that their religion is the best, which causes conflict and war leading
to the displacement of thousands living in exile or refugee camps and
millions being killed in civil wars.

As a boy, born and growing up in war time, | know |
felt how hard life is in terms of getting basic human
needs such as food, clothing, shelter and water. The
main event that | will not forget in my life was the
1992 civil war that broke out in my own hometown
when | was about four.

The next events were extraordinary. Between May
and July, some of the largest mass movements of
any population in history took place in my town. By
the end of June there were all sorts of public
meetings telling everyone to go to Uganda. The chief
was telling people that everybody living in that city
had to go. They were given a deadline by which we
must be in Uganda. We were told that whoever did
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not leave by the deadline, would be swept away by
the rebels. They had no mercy for innocent civilians.
Government officials were moving around with loud
speakers, urging people to flee towards the border
with Uganda. Soldiers were shooting in the air,
making us stampede even more urgently. In one day
alone in August, 2,500,000 Sudanese crossed into
Uganda to form the largest refugee camp ever to be
recorded in the history of the world.

| saw people moving with their belongings, to the
sound of guns, but | could not exactly understand
what was wrong. | had to move with my family with
many others all the way from southern Sudan to
cross the border to Uganda. | was shattered by the
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war in the northern Uganda. My feet were swollen
from walking long distances through the east African
jungles to safety. For three years, | lived a beggar’s life
with my family in displaced people’s camps, unable to
till the soils, dependent on emergency relief for
survival. | have never had a childhood of playing,
singing and listening to history from my grandparents.
Instead we have been running away in fear of being
abducted, looking for food and shelter and travelling
at night on sore and tired feet.

All those years, I blamed my
parents for not taking me to
school until I understood the fact
that our being in displacement
camps was because our country
was unstable. I had no right to
go to school as a normal kid
until the age of 7. My childhood
had been interrupted by wars. To
me camp life is not different to
prison. The two are inter-related
because one has no freedom of
speech. All you need to do is to
see fellow humans dying from
hunger to understand.

However, all my mates the same age as me who
survived the hunger were those whose parents
managed to get approved immigrations visas for

travelling overseas. In 1996, | went to school for the
first time. | remember we learned to write on the
ground under a big shadow tree with a stick in the
sand. It was not easy to get book to write in. | only
saw one teacher with a book in his hands and not a
single student had a book.

All you could do is learn and memorise everything.
This is something that | expect should not happen in
people’s lives ever because we learn from our
weakness and mistake. In 1997, | was able learn to
read. In the middle of 2000, | was able to join a very
recognised private school that gave me experience
and skill in writing and speaking English. In 2002, my
brother applied for immigration and got approved for
a humanitarian visa. On the 9th of November, | left
Africa. On 10th November 2004, | arrived in
Australia. This ends my miserable life, all that |
experienced in the camp to my arrival in the
modernized world of Australia.

On the 1st February 2005, | enrolled to Mirrabooka
Senior High School. These are the main events that |
have experienced during my life so far and what a
journey it has been. | love the feel of the paper in my
books and | actually have a bike to ride. | am indeed
a fortunate man.
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