
“Abdullah” 

This story is from the BBC News Website as was published on 8th April 2002. 

A businessman who was forced to flee Iraq because of his political party’s attempts to topple Saddam Hussein’s 
regime has told of his terrifying escape to Britain. 

The man said he had no choice but to leave his pregnant wife and two children because his membership of the 
country’s main opposition party meant his name was added to a hit list. 

The 33-year-old said he crossed the Iraqi border, walked into Iran and then Turkey where, with $6,000 of savings, he 
managed to board a lorry bound for Britain. 

He now lives in a tiny Reading bedsit, surviving on tea and bread so he can send £10 a week of his benefits home to 
his family with whom he desperately wants to be reunited. 

He said his fears for their safety are heightened by UK Prime Minister Tony Blair’s backing for possible US-led military 
action against Iraq. 

BBC News Online met Abdullah - whose name has been changed to protect his identity - at the constituency surgery 
of Labour MP Jane Griffiths. 

Smartly dressed and armed with a white envelope full of documents and a headed letter from the Reading East MP, he 
appealed to her for help in bringing his family home. 

Abdullah, whose wife has since given birth to a second son, told the BBC how he had been a successful Iraqi 
businessman, owning four companies, but as the economy faltered, his firms closed. 

Distraught by the way Iraq was falling apart around him, Abdullah decided to join the Iraqi National Congress. 

It was a decision that changed his life. 

“I had a construction company, a hospital, I sold glassware and I had a factory making clothes,” Abdullah told BBC 
News Online in broken English. 

“The businesses stopped after 1994. There was no money. The economy was destroyed. Everything was changed to 
badness. 

“I joined a party to destroy Saddam Hussein’s regime. We failed. We wanted to control the north of Iraq. The plan 
was to change the system. 

“We fought for three years, but without any success. We were broken and I had to leave everything. 

“It was too dangerous for me to stay. All of the party ran to Iran and Turkey. 

“I walked through Iran for seven days and then nine days through Turkey. 

“I got here by lorry. I paid $6,000. I don’t know if I went through the Channel Tunnel.” 

His eyes well up as he says: “It’s very hard being here without my family. Every night I cry. I haven’t anything else. 

“All I have is dreams. 

“Europe was like paradise to us. But when I came here I was shocked. Life is very hard here and back home is very 
dangerous for me. 

“I haven’t got the proper papers to get a job. How can I get a job to run this family? 



“I have four years exceptional stay. I do nothing. I have income support. My knee was broken. 

“At the moment, because I am not in employment, the British government won’t allow me to bring my family here. 

“Maybe after I have a scan and the hospital finds out what kind of problem I have, they will decide what kind of 
operation and then I can work. 

“My solicitor said a recommendation from Ms Griffiths would be very helpful for my case.” 

Before leaving the surgery in the middle of a canteen at Tesco Extra in Reading, Abdullah looks respectfully across at 
the MP, who by now had another case to deal with. 

Wistfully he said: “I hope she help me. I really hope she can help.” 
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Courage Shumba 

This story is from the BBC News Website as was published on 30th March 2007.  

Courage Shumba, 30, is currently awaiting a decision from the Home Office on his application for asylum. 

Here he tells how he was forced to leave his home country and seek refuge in the UK and how he feels the asylum 
system has, so far, failed him: 

In 1999 I enrolled at the University of Zimbabwe to study law; soon after I was elected to the students’ Executive 
Council as Vice President. 

I was the first branch chairman for the Movement for Democratic Change at the university and heavily involved with 
the National Constitutional Assembly. 

I wasn’t a part-time political activist - I was fully involved in trying to liberate our country from the barbaric and brutal 
regime of Robert Mugabe. 

In 2001 I was expelled from the University for political activism. I’d studied law for three years but they refused to 
give me my results or grant me a hearing. 

I became victimised and targeted by the state system, the central intelligence organisation and the police. 

On three occasions the police raided the house I was staying in with other activists, at gun point. They would blindfold 
us, load us into a truck and drive us to the law and order maintenance section in Harare. 

They would beat us, pour water on us, make us simulate sexual positions on the floor and threaten us with death. 

We couldn’t get any protection from the police because they were the ones doing it. We couldn’t get protection from 
the MDC because they were also victims of the system. 

In 2002, two of our close comrades were murdered by the state system. Batani Hadzizi was brutally assaulted and 
murdered in his room at the university. And Lameck Chemvura was strangled with a shoelace before being thrown 
from a moving train. 

There was a warrant out for my arrest and fearing for my life I went to hide with an aunt. But she was too fearful and 
turned me away. 

A couple in the UK told me they had been following the situation in Zimbabwe and had read articles and literature on 
my website. They offered to assist my escape and invited me to stay with them in the UK. 

However, when I arrived in England I discovered that my hosts were not a couple as had been represented in our 
communications, but a single elderly man. 

He was expecting some way of compensating for his kindness that I was not able to provide. 

He kicked me out. I was destitute. I slept on the streets of Croydon for three days. 

Eventually a Zimbabwean businessman gave me a place to sleep but said he would not be able to employ me because 
of my status. 

All the while I was thinking that the situation would get better in Zimbabwe. I was hoping to go home, finish my 
studies and graduate as a lawyer. But things got worse. There was infighting within the MDC itself. 

I submitted my formal application for asylum, rather reluctantly, in September of 2006. I am sure that the asylum 
system is designed to deter people from using it. 

You can wait forever; there is no feedback, no progress update. You have to go to a reporting centre or police station 
once or twice a week. You are fingerprinted like a criminal. 



Plus, financially, you are restricted in what you can do. What kind of society can you join when you only have £30 per 
week to live on? 

If people know that I am an asylum seeker they look down on me. I feel very vulnerable because I have no 
established right to be here. And so, you see, the whole situation is so humiliating. 

I don’t know anything about what happens next. I have written to the Home Office four, five times but they do not 
reply to my letters. I’ve made several calls but they won’t tell me anything. I am in limbo. 

The whole problem is in the delay itself because without knowing when a decision is going to be made you can’t plan 
your life. 

Many times I’ve contemplated suicide because I feel useless and am unable to provide for my family. 

My parents in Zimbabwe are wondering why they wasted their time educating me at all. They feel like I have 
abandoned them. 

This is a continuation of the persecution I received in Zimbabwe but without the violence. It’s more of a mental 
torture. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Abdullah Tokhi 

This story is from The Independent Newspaper and was published on the 5th February 2007. 

Abdullah Tokhi fled Afghanistan in fear of his life. He asked for sanctuary in Britain. We sent him back. Within a year 
he was dead 

They shot Abdullah Tokhi dead at midday, in a crowded street in a bazaar. It was a very public “execution”, a 
message to show that his killers knew they would never be brought to account for their crime. 

Mr Tokhi and his family had long feared this would happen. He repeatedly pleaded while seeking asylum in Britain that 

his life was in danger in a sectarian and political blood feud back home . But the Home Secretary at the time decided 
that Afghanistan was now a safe place thanks to the intervention of Britain and the US, and Mr Tokhi was sent back to 
his home, and his death, after the appeal process failed. 

The murder of Mr Tokhi, 35, was one of many that happen every week in this country, six years after “liberation”. But 
this was one death that could have been prevented if the officials in London who turned down his plea for refuge had 
acknowledged what is really going on, instead of sticking rigidly to the official position that the rule of law prevails in 
Afghanistan. 

A week after his father’s death, 10-year-old Nasratullah was on his way to school when he was shot from a car. The 
bullets hit him on the arm and legs. “I was very sad about what had happened to my father,” said Nasratullah. “I 
knew there were bad people who had killed him. But I did not think that they would try to attack me. It hurt a lot 
when I was shot. Now I am very scared, for myself, and also my brother and sisters. We would like to move away 
from here, but we do not know where to go … I miss my father very much.” 

Today Mr Tokhi’s widow, two sons and seven daughters live in fear at a farm in Paghman, south-east of Kabul. They 

say the police were complicit in the death and the suspected killers can be seen in the area, walking around with 
impunity. Amanullah, an elder brother of Mr Tokhi, has been killed, as well as one of his sons, Sayed Agha. 

The account given by Mr Tokhi in his asylum application stated that the family originally lived in the village of 
Bangarak in the Kalakan region in the north at a time when the ruling Taliban, overwhelmingly Pashtun, carried out 
widespread persecution of the Tajik population in the area. After the American and British invasion of 2001, the 
Northern Alliance, predominantly Tajiks and Uzbeks took control and began hunting down those who had helped the 
Taliban. 

Mr Tokhi, from a prominent Pashtun family, was one of those accused of funding the Taliban, a charge his family 
denied. He was arrested by the Northern Alliance and spent eight months in jail. While there, his brother Ameenullah 
and nephew Sayeed Agha were murdered. 

The Independent, while investigating Mr Tokhi’s account, could find no evidence he had been an active member of the 
Taliban. Some Tajiks, however, voiced suspicion that he may have given money to the Islamists. His family insists 
that this was coerced from them. 

Mr Tokhi and his family had moved to Paghman after his release. A little later he went to Peshawar in Pakistan and 
was smuggled from there to Dover, arriving in November 2002. After applying for asylum he moved to south London. 

As Mr Tokhi continued his efforts to stay in Britain, the situation in Afghanistan deteriorated, with regions falling into 
lawlessness. The Taliban moved back into this vacuum. Mr Tokhi’s apprehension about his family’s safety increased 
after reports that his enemies, who he believed to be Tajiks from Kalakan, had tracked his family to their home in 
Paghman. 

Mr Tokhi’s application for asylum was turned down by David Blunkett, when he was Home Secretary, as was his 
appeal. He returned to Afghanistan in September 2004 and was killed in autumn 2005. 

In January last year, John Reid, as Defence Secretary, announced the deployment of almost 6,000 troops to combat 

the growing insurgency in Afghanistan. And the Government has just announced that a further 800 would be sent in 
anticipation of continuing violence. 



Mohammed Shapur, Mr Tokhi’s brother-in-law, said: “Abdullah’s wife still cries every day. But there is nothing we can 
do. The police have done nothing, and we don’t expect them to. I used to speak to Abdullah on the telephone and at 
first he was full of hope. 

“He used to say that England was a good place and one could build a life there away from all the trouble. But then he 
became more depressed because the English authorities would not believe him. They told him Afghanistan was safe, 
and he should go back. 

“His enemies killed him and they do not fear anything. We see them and no one does anything to arrest them. I fear 
for the young ones. I pray that Allah protects them.” 

 


