[bookmark: _GoBack]Fear in me
I was only five when I was sent here from Sierra Leone. Sierra Leone was in the middle of the civil war that was tearing it apart. My father disappeared already when I was a baby and my brother when I was four.
My mother and I continued to live in Freetown, the capital of Sierra Leone, but life was very hard. I only understood later that my mother became a prostitute and a drug addict. It was then that my great uncle decided that it would be best to send me to the UK to live with my grandmother who was a midwife in London. She had emigrated already in 1966 and was well established.
My grandmother found me to be a strange child, but she loved me the best she could. Her generation of women from Sierra Leone did not even consider that I could have been severely traumatised and in need of therapy. Grandmother believed in the power of prayer and was a keen Christian. The life of Sierra Leonean community in London centred very much around the church, and the formidable older ladies with their amazing headscarf constructions kept an eye on everybody. 
If the sermon did not have enough warnings of hell and burning fires in it, the Pastor would be informed in no uncertain terms, and he made sure that next Sunday, the fear of God was heavily reinstituted in the congregation. These Ladies ruled our community, and everybody, including the pastor, was afraid of them.
I grew up with fear. Fear had indelibly been printed in me already as an infant and my teen years in London did nothing to erase it. I had difficulties to relax with other children, and even if I was not directly bullied, I had a hard time making friends and felt often excluded.
Later I also understood that I did not have legal status in the UK since the war had ended too soon after my arrival. I really was an alien, an illegal alien and the fear of being found out was added to my list of fears. 
How my grandmother managed to get me in school, I don’t know, but she did. She saw education, after her version of high Christian moral, to be the most important thing. I am thankful for that.
Since I finished school, I have been working in different so-called “low skill jobs”, black jobs like cleaning in people’s homes. I have a head for numbers and do some accountant work for local shops. I don’t live together with my grandmother anymore, she is simply too dominating, but we see each other often. I now rent a room above a shop where I both clean and also do their bookkeeping. 
Life had become quite ordered and regular. I felt sort of safe and even had few girlfriends with whom I occasionally went out to dance. Then it all changed. I met Martin, a long and blond Danish guy. I saw him staring at me across the dance floor. I felt his eyes burning on my skin and waves of excitement rushing through my body. I was considered pretty, with long legs and big brown eyes and guys often tried to flirt with me, but this felt different. He walked over to me and asked me to dance. That night was the beginning of my first real love affair.
Unfortunately, Martin had an English ex-girlfriend Helen, who did not want to be an ex. She found out about me and came to visit me at the shop when I was cleaning there one evening. “You know you will never be good enough for Martin,” she said. “He is in university going to be a famous architect one day, and you are just an uneducated black little hora. Just a short thrill for him, nothing more. You better let him be before you get hurt”. I did not answer her, and I never mentioned anything to Martin. 
Somehow Helen worked out that I did not have legal status. She came to shop once more and said that if I did not break up with Martin, she would inform the emigration offices. 
I did not break up with Martin. I told him this time, I had to. We are going to have a child. He asked me to marry him. Not that it gives any guarantees about anything. These are very dangerous times, even for people who are legal emigrants.
We are going to have just a simple wedding at the register tomorrow. I am having the last night in my little room above the shop putting things together for tomorrow. It is an old tradition for the bride not to sleep with her future husband a night before the wedding. Suddenly fear comes over me, and I hear heavy steps outside the door and a demanding knock “This is emigration office, please open the door. Now!”. I walk to the door. I have no choice and I have Martin now. He will surely help me.
