Sharaf Ramadad

Poor bugger.  Sharaf lived in a block of flats, next door to Mrs Isandhwlana for years.  He had no problem with her, and she had no problem with him as she was the same as him.  She had lived there for fifty years.  He had worked night shifts as long as he could remember.  Mrs Isandhwlana knew that Sharaf was an illegal immigrant, but she said nothing, for she was one herself, so you bond together and work around it.  She thought he was a good neighbour, so she didn’t mind.  He was polite and always said “hello”.  Sometimes, he would help her with her shopping.  Sharaf always went to work on time.  
Everything was so happy and they were the best neighbours you could have.  But, poor Mrs Isandhwlana died and it wasn’t long before Sharaf had new neighbours.  They were drongo’s, only interested in drink and drugs.  They played loud music all day and all night, drinking Stella Artois, throwing their cans everywhere.  
Poor Sharaf Ramadad could not complain as he wasn’t supposed to be there in the first place.  He could not say anything to his neighbours, or to the council.  But Sharaf he wore his countries cultural clothing when he left for work every night – it was his custom.  The people next door called him horrible names every night when he came out of his flat.
He persevered for months and did not say anything.  He kept his head down and his mouth shut.  He knew that one day there would be a knock on the door if he were to say anything.  
He knew it was going to happen, anytime.  Just that one phone call.   He always carried his own number when he needed if they asked.  With his line of work it would not take long.  Two Jehovah Witnesses knocked on his neighbour’s door.
They retaliated by hitting the Jehovah Witnesses for making them answer the door.  They had to turn the music down to reply to the banging on the door, when they were high as kites trying to make love of sorts.  The phone call was made and police officers came to the door.  They arrested these neighbours and managed to be able to evict them from the flat.  PC 5402 did a job that he was dedicated to.  He believed everyone should have the same rights. He believed that if everyone pulled together, the world would be a better place.
People work to improve themselves and the lives of others around them, their family, their community, their country.  It is possible to achieve a miracle, like the PC 5402 had done, to make a society better that could work.  For PC 5402 was Sharaf Ramadad, a refugee, whose name meanta “man of honour”.  He cared for what he stood for, a man of law who had two names, one for work and one for home.  He and Mrs Isandhwlana had helped each other and been kind, friendly neighbours.  It cost them nothing.  The drongos were the opposite, and it cost them their home.
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