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Task 3 
Knock Knock at the door

Life in Britain was never meant to start with a lie.
[bookmark: _Hlk531452046]I Alamo Fernandez escaped Istanbul and entered UK on back of a truck traveling from Dover. That’s all you could see were these legs running to different trucks to escape. There must have been 20 to 30 people rammed in back of this trailer I was in. I must admit it was stinking with body odour coming off the other people. I was pushed to the back of the trailer I couldn’t move.
Nobody knew where this truck would take us, but I knew that we were on it for long time.

The truck stopped at this warehouse. How did we know…there was hole in the side of the trailer and we could just about see what was there. We managed to get out of the truck and we all fled our separate ways.
 
I needed to find somewhere to live and earn some money. I always wanted to do degree so decided to try university. I enrolled and got on Creative Writing course. I never told anybody that I was an immigrant but instead I was from Portugal.
Even as an EU student, I had to fund my university life in London by working part-time at a call centre and Mc Donald’s. I remember hanging out with my fellow student’s in the university’s cafeteria while they bragged about how they were going to spend their student loan on a holiday’s or getting drunk on Saturday night.

I couldn’t do that. The money from my part-time job’s was never enough, and I was constantly broke and hungry. One evening, after a long day of lectures, I spent the last of my cash on a cheeseburger but dropped it on the floor of the bus. One of my fellow students was with me, but I didn’t care.  I picked up what was left of my burger and ate it as if I’d never eaten a burger before.
By the time I turned 20, in 2004, my student visa was about to expire. I had no right to remain in Britain. I was nearly graduating and had nowhere else to go, so I stayed put and became an illegal immigrant.
Half of my twenties were lived in fear and paranoia. I was terrified that uniformed men would charge into my tiny rented room in Highbury way North London and take me away to a detention centre. 
We lived on the same street as Mr Verner. You would see his curtains twitch from the time you left the house and when you got back. He hated the loud music we played and report us to the police on many occasions. Any sign of law enforcement set me off, and when I heard police sirens and helicopters flying overhead, I was convinced they were after me. My whole body tensed up every time our doorbell rang unexpectedly. 
There was something about Mr Verner that I couldn’t put my finger on. He was a nosey neighbour wanted to know everybody’s business except his own. We used to make things worse by waving at him as we passed his window. Nobody seen him leave the house. Did he have a wife and kids nobody knows.

When I woke up couple days after, there lying on the floor was an envelope addressed to Mr Fernandez. Bit strange I thought. I tore it open and read the letter. That’s all it said was, I know who you are and why you’re in our country. I started to panic kept going over in my head who I had upset. Only person who would do such a thing is Mr Verner, he was always reporting us to the police. I thought nothing of it and carried on with my life in London.

[bookmark: _Hlk531455244]Three weeks had passed the doorbell rang at 7am, I looked through the spy hole. I could see by their badge. It was Immigration and Customs Enforcement waiting on the other side of the door. 
“Good morning,” one officer said. “We’re conducting an investigation and would like to come in, to ask you a few questions.” 

“Couldn’t I answer the questions here?” I asked, standing in the doorway. 

“It would be easier if we asked you privately.”

[bookmark: _Hlk531455455]They were armed and wearing bullet-proof vests, but I didn’t have anything to hide, I thought, so I let them in. Once they entered my living room, the men told me the real reason for their visit. They were here to arrest me, based on my criminal conviction from over a decade ago a robbery I committed at the age of 20. But how I asked them, I’m only 20 now. 
My heart stopped. The terror and fear that overcame me were deafening. I was unable to comprehend what they were saying. I could only see their mouths moving. I felt sick to my stomach and couldn’t stand.
Eventually composed myself enough to hear them say that I was going to be presented to an immigration judge, who would decide on my case. 
The only thing I could say to respond was, 

“How long is this going to take? I have work tonight.” 

They told me I’d be home by the end of the day.
I was scared, this was worse than fleeing my own country. I stood in front of that judge the very same day. He told me that I had come into UK illegally and that I must be punished and sent back. He read my name Mr Verner. I told the judge that he had the wrong person that Mr Verner was my next-door neighbour. The swine had told them where to find me and all along he was hiding away from them.

The judge apologised and let me go. Phew how close was that.
As I returned home that afternoon, the curtains started to twitch. Yes, Mr Verner was there watching.
[bookmark: _GoBack]But that soon changed, it was me watching Mr Verner as I stood on the doorstep watching the Immigration and Customs Enforcement knocking for him.
Yes, it was Mr Verner who they wanted to arrest based on his criminal conviction from over a decade ago a robbery that he committed at age 20, plus came into the UK illegally.
See I knew there was something going on with Mr Verner. 
I am so glad that I can carry on living a lie in London and nobody knows that ive come into the Uk as an illegal immigrant.



