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  What if Great Britain were at war. Where would you go?


  If the bombs had torn most of London, most of Britain, to ruins? If the house that you and your family live in had holes in the walls, all the windows broken, the roof rent
  off? Winter is nearing, the heating doesnt work, and the rain gushes straight in. You can only stay in the basement. Your mother has bronchitis and yet another bout of pneumonia on its way.
  Your older brother has lost three fingers on his left hand in an episode with a mine. He supports the Militia against the wishes of your parents. Your little sister has been wounded by grenade
  splinters and lies in a hospital with no equipment. Your grandparents died when a bomb struck their nursing home.


  You yourself are still well and sound, but scared. Morning, midday, evening, night. You shudder every time the missiles whirl off far away, every time you see a glimmer of
  light on the horizon, not knowing if this time the missile is headed for you. You shudder every time the explosions sound. How many of your friends were struck this time?


  The water pipes were blown up long ago. Every day you and your brother have to walk with two buckets each, through the streets and across Trafalgar Square to the public water
  truck. You have to run very fast across the square. Snipers hide in some of the buildings. Danes and Norwegians who have lived in Britain long enough to be mistaken for Britons. Not long enough to
  feel like one of us when war rages and the definition of friend and fiend resides in nationhood.
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  Worse than the fear is the hunger. Worst of all is the cold. Youre cold all the time. And its still only early November. You dont know how youre
  going to get through the winter. The doctor says that your mother wont survive another winter in the cellar. He cant help you find a better place, though. There are too many others
  who wont make it through another cold season in a cellar.
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  Your best friend has disappeared. His father was a Member of Parliament. In the new world, parliamentarians have no place. Democracy led to the European Union and the
  European Union has broken down. Thats what they say. In the new world no one is allowed to call for democracy.
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  The father succeeded in getting out of the country. The family was supposed to follow. They didnt. Three days after the father left, the new Britification Police came for
  your friend and his little brother. The little brother showed up eight days later with one eye missing and strange movements of the head. He sits in a corner and nods all the time and says, I know
  nothing, I know nothing. The mother walks around the street, begging for food, asking for her eldest son even though rumours have it that he is dead. She cant leave as long as one son is
  missing. She cant leave no matter what: the country that has welcomed her husband doesnt believe in family reunification. She isnt personally persecuted, she cant get
  asylum.


  You have stopped asking your father where. Whereto your family shall flee?
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  There is no answer to where. Your family has become a number. Five! No country wants another five refugees. Refugees who dont know the language, who dont
  know how to comport themselves in a classic cultural civilization, how to respect thy neighbour, place the guest before oneself, or how to protect the virtues of a woman. Refugees who dont
  know how to live in the heat. No country wants to receive more of those decadent people from Great Britain. Free thinkers who are good for nothing but the corruption of the lives of the
  right-minded. They are unsuited for work. They dont speak Arabic, and they arent used to carrying their load. Refugees from Britain are unable to do anything except sit in an office
  and turn over documents. Who needs that? Thats what they say in the Arab world. The only region with peace and opportunities for a tomorrow. But where then?
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  Right before New Years, against all odds, your father succeeds in getting in touch with some men arranging escapes. It is perilous and costs a lot of money, but your
  father has decided that its necessary to save the family. Your mother is growing mad from the constant fear.


  You have to sell whatever little you have left. It doesnt raise much money. No one has any means to pay. Theres just enough to cover the travel and the false
  documents. The party membership cards are the most expensive. Its those that shall assert that you and your father have been politically active. Its those which may grant you access
  to asylum. Once youre safe, youll all have to do your part to make a living. Youre ready to do whatever. To sweep the streets or clean toilets. All you can think of is getting
  away from the bombs and the fear and the hunger and the freezing cold. Also your other grandmother has died. Your mother still has a chance of making it.
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  You could walk south to Folkestone and from there try to get across the tunnel to France. But there too, everything has broken down. No one in Europe has anything, there are no
  jobs, and there are already millions of refugees in miserable camps with hardly any food and no access to schools, health care or work. Your father wants to offer his family a future. He believes
  that the war will keep on for years. But one day youll return home. Thats why you must have an education, something to make a living off of when you go back.


  You bet everything on this one chance. You have no idea if you shall ever see your uncles and aunts, your friends or your home again. You grit your teeth and try not to think
  about it. When at midnight you hurry from the lorry on board the boat in Plymouth, you have nothing but what can fit inside small knapsacks, which is all the flight organizers have allowed you to
  bring: a change of clothes and a single favourite item.


  
    
      [image: images]
    

  


  You have brought your diary. It shall remind you that there was a time before the war: a time when Britons were a mixed people allowed to hold differing opinions about
  everything. A time when you went to Swedish techno parties on Fridays, rode your German roller blades on Saturdays, and ended the weekend with chicken masala at the local Indian food joint. You
  would holiday at the Fjords of Norway, ski in France, and swim at Spanish beaches. At school youd pull out your iPhone to see if it was thinner than the Samsungs, Sony-Ericssons and LGs of
  your friends, while exchanging amicable jokes about the Vikings with your Danish class mate.


  Its so endlessly far away that its like it never was. Even if it was like this only three years ago.
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  Thats what you want to remind yourself of.


  That your life has not always been a battle to be all and totally British, inwardly as well as outwardly. That Britain has not always been but cold and fear and mistrust and
  hatred. That Britain hasnt always had a Dictator, a Britification Police, and a popular obsession that to safeguard their freedom and independence, the British need preemptively
  defend themselves against barbaric Norse aggression. That the British werent always convinced that everything would be better for the Scandinavians if they would submit to British overrule
  in a new British Northern European Empire. You want to remind yourself that there is another life. If you forget, then its as if nothing matters at all. Then you may just as well enter the
  Britification Police, or follow the Militia and your older brother across the North Sea, shoot Danes until you get shot yourself.


  There is another life, and thats what your father will bring you to now.
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  Six weeks later you find yourself in Egypt. You live in a tent camp. Hunger no longer gnaws at your guts, there are no missiles or bombs to fear, there is no Britification
  Police ransacking your home day and night. Your mother has become herself again, and your sister has had the grenade splinters surgically removed. It isnt cold.


  Your familys asylum application is being processed, and you cant leave the camp before youre officially recognized as true refugees and will gain temporary
  permits of residence. It doesnt matter. You are happy. Even if the conditions are terrible, its only for a while. Half a year at most. Of course youre true refugees.
  What else would you be?


  The processing of your application is delayed. Mostly because your brother has become an officer in the Militia. The authorities dont feel convinced about you and your
  father. Youre fourteen, basically a man. And there might be a war raging in your country, but if you could afford to flee you probably werent that poorly off. Just think of all the
  people still living in Great Britain. Perhaps they need help more than you do
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  Living in the camp wears on you. There is nothing much to do. You arent taught Arabic because you can only get lessons once you have received the permission to stay. You
  dont go to school, you arent allowed to work (and cant anyway, because you dont speak the language). The few books around, you know almost by heart. There is a small
  recreational square, a gravel ground with a single football goal at one end. Its not its being small that is the issue. As they say, you have to be grateful for having a recreational ground
  at all. As if you could play ball amidst the bombs at home. The issue is that youre so many in the camp, that if everyone shall have their turn, theres hardly any time for
  each. Its the big guys who play most of the time.


  Then, there is something else. Something boiling in you. Its Thorkild and Hans and their crowd in the Danish part of the camp. They keep cursing and worse at you and
  your new friends. You shall not bring your animosities into our land, say the Egyptian staff. So even though the British and Danish refugees in principle are kept apart, its only due to the
  positioning of the tents. Every time you must fetch water or food, go to the library or to the recreational square, you have to pass by the Danish area. These are the people who destroyed your
  house, you think every time you pass. These are the people who killed your grandparents. Thats what you think, even though your father says that you must never forget that it was the
  Dictators dream of a British Northern European Empire that started the war. You arent sure he speaks the truth. After all, the British had to defend what was theirs. Remember the
  Vikings! Who knows what else would happen. Just look at Thorkild and Hans and their crowd spitting whenever they see you, shouting Fy for fanden, hurling pebbles at you. What
  have you done to them? As if they are real refugees more than you and your family!
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  Its not for lack of heart that you dont strike back. Its only because your father has said again and again that you cant. That if you m to Britain.
  So you do nothing. Just feel your blood boil while vowing: one day theyll get whats coming to them!


  Two years later youre granted asylum. Temporarily, but thats okay. It took a little extra time because of this matter of your brother and the Militia.
  Nevertheless, your family belongs to the lucky ones. Many people are sent home. Egypt doesnt have room for more refugees. Housing is short already. Not enough water. Not enough land. You
  ought to be grateful. Your family has survived, and you can stay here until the war is over. Yet, a rage smoulders within you. Its as if two years of your life were stolen. You havent
  finished school, and you have only learned enough Arabic to get by at the market.


  Due to a policy about integration and distribution of refugees, your family is obliged to move to Aswan in Southern Egypt. Only one of the families you know from the camp is in
  Aswan.


  Once again, you must start over.
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  Life is difficult. Everything is different than at home. There are no jobs available, particularly when you are a stranger and dont speak the language. People yell at you
  in the street, sell you mouldy vegetables at the market and ignore you in the coffee bar. Even though your hair is dark and you get tanned easily, there is no hiding your blue eyes.


  After some months, your mother begins to bake biscuits which you and your father sell in the street. Your little sister is cleaning the house for a middle class family that in
  turn pay her school fees. School is somehow too late for you. You are sixteen. At home youd have been in high school, here maybe college. But there is no money, so itll have to
  wait.


  You get used to selling biscuits. You get used to the poverty. And you get used to the extreme heat
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