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actual personal testimony 

 

Leaving home 

I am Syrian. I am a son, brother, husband and father.  I am the bread winner, 

protector and defender for my family.  I am an Engineer with specialised 

programming skills.   

We had a beautiful life in Syria.  Although one of our son’s has a disability and 

everyday life was a challenge, we were grateful for the life we had together. 

Then one day the sound of bombs came closer.  As my son was looking out the 

window he screamed.  He saw with his own eyes his childhood friends bleeding and 

dying in the streets. 

It was the most difficult decision of our life, but we had no choice but to take only a 

few belongings and flee.  All our family photos and memories we left behind.  We 

left our home, our community, our beautiful town and the mosque where I went for 

daily prayers.   We left our friends, family and everything we knew.   

Family.  Safety.  Freedom.  This is all that mattered to us now. 

Our journey was difficult as we were moved from one refugee camp to another.  Our 

disabled son was in much distress and it was all so overwhelming.  How would we 

survive this way of life? 

After several years had gone by we finally received news that we would be moving 

to England under the UK Home Office Vulnerable Person’s Resettlement Scheme.  

Finally, I could see a light at the end of the tunnel.  I knew a little English.  Maybe 

there was hope. 

 

_________________________________________ 

Far from home 

We arrived in Poole in early spring.  Our small humble flat was only a few streets 

away from the harbour. There was beauty all around.  But our minds were 

consumed with worry— How do we communicate?   Where do we purchase milk and 

bread?   How do I adjust the heating?  Bills were coming through the letterbox.  

What are they for?  How do I pay them?  How do I help my sons adjust when I feel 

lost myself?   How will I find a job when I know very little English? 

Support workers and volunteers from a local charity (International Care Network) 

came several times a week to help.   They brought a translator who helped us 

understand more about setting up our utility bills, registering with a GP, enrolling the 



boys in school, and where the best places were to do our food shopping.  Some very 

generous people from local churches had donated furniture and dishes.    Several 

ladies came by to visit my wife and introduce her to English tea and the English 

language.  Their friendship meant a great deal to her. 

Although our flat was small and modest, it was clean, and most of all it was safe.  It 

was quiet.  So quiet that I began to hear in my head the echoes from the bombs 

falling in Syria.  Images flooded my mind that I wished I could forget.  My wife 

missed her mother and sisters.  Grief and depression became very real. 

 

________________________________________________ 

 

Longing for home 

Slowly we became more familiar with the area where we were settled.  But would 

this ever feel like home?   My wife found it a challenge to find all the ingredients for 

cooking our favourite meals from Syria.  We both attended English classes several 

times a week.  Friends came to practise English with us and explain the ways of the 

English.  And they listened to us a lot.   

Our boys were enjoying their school and forming new friendships.  My wife was 

invited to a Women’s Conversation Group where she made new friends.   But time 

was ticking.  I wanted so badly to provide for our family and not depend on the 

generosity of others.   Every waking moment I searched the internet for job 

vacancies in my field.  Each day was met with disappointment.  Would I need to 

start over from zero? I began to question my identity as a proud Syrian man.   

Then I began working incredibly hard with ICN, the Jobcentre, Links to Work and 

the New Direction programme to get prepared for working life in the UK.  Thanks be 

to God I was accepted into a full-time job working for a local engineering company 

using the specialised programming skills I was trained in back in Syria. 

We still miss our old life in Syria.  But we are making a new life here.  We are 

grateful to God, ICN and our English friends for welcoming us.  One of our sons has 

dreams of becoming a scientist.  Because of the kindness of strangers, we now have 

a future. 

 

 


