
Table of Contents

Lemon, When Later Becomes Never


[image: Description: nass_logo]

Lemon

When Later Becomes Never

Lily Amis

License Notes

THIS EBOOK IS LICENSED for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this ebook with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this ebook and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Copyright © 2020 Lily Amis, www.nasSima-design.com

Story by Lily Amis for nasSima-design.com

This story is available in English & German.

All rights reserved.

Dedication

“In loving memory of little Mansour M.”

The Story

Hi there, my name is Lemon and I currently live outside of Zurich close to the lake. But years ago I used to live in a refugee shelter in Zurich city’s tenth district. The house had three floors and offered more than thirteen rooms. Four small rooms with one shared toilet and kitchen on every floor. The showers were on the ground floor next to our small office. There was also a tiny little room under the roof and we had a middle-sized basement in which we organized gatherings for special occasions. 

My owner, Mohammad, was a charismatic and kind Iranian Businessman in his fifties. He lived with his wife and three adult children in Switzerland for a long time. When war broke out in his country, he decided to help the Iranian asylum seekers who entered Switzerland with lots of fear, uncertainty and hope for a safe and happy future in Europe. He knew very well how difficult and emotionally challenging the first weeks were as refugees in a foreign country, so he wanted to make these hard times a bit easier for his people by offering them a place of comfort and security. His life motto was “When life gives you lemons, make lemonade.” 

I remember the day when Mohammad came to my animal shelter and chose me to be part of his mission. Now you know why he named me Lemon. I became the mascot of his refugee house and his assistant. The second man in charge, so to say. His right hand and commander in chief. My job was to welcome everyone at any hour of arrival. I loved to be the centre of attention and enjoyed welcoming humans of all ages in every season. I barked and wagged with my tail whenever someone rang or knocked on our house door. I brought a smile to human faces and made them forget their worries at least for a few minutes. 

Welcoming new humans in our house was enjoyable, but searching in their big and small suitcases, backpacks and handbags was even more fun. It was wonderful. It was like birthday and Christmas at the same time. I was always very curious about smelling and discovering new stuff. Sometimes though, I regret my curiosity. Oh boy... I had a few surprising and unpleasant experiences. Most of the refugees arrived in Switzerland by bus, train or aeroplane. But there were also the ones who had to escape war and travel with ships and boats from Turkey and their belongings were sweaty and smelly. Poooh! Holy moly!

Thankfully the scent of lemon was on every level of the house. So there was always a way to escape from unpleasant smells. Mohammad offered fresh cold lemon drinks with ice cubes mixed with sugar and a scent of holly rose water to everyone who registered at his office desk on the ground floor. The first thing he said was: “Welcome to your new home. You may be having a difficult time right now. But Lemon and I are here to sweeten your sour days. Whatever you need, we are here to help you. We are here to advise you. Trust me everything is going to be fine. “

To be honest that was not entirely true. Not everything was going to be fine for everyone. Some of the refugees were forced to leave the refugee house already shortly after arrival. Others had to wait for weeks and sometimes even months for the government's decisions about their future. So I learned quickly to deal with separation from loved ones. I knew from the start that every single human who entered our house would sooner or later say goodbye and leave us forever. It was just a matter of time. 

Mohammad not only offered fresh lemon drinks to his guests, but he also had two huge crystal bowls filled with lemon cookies and lemon sweets for children in his office. In fall and winter, he gave the refugee kids delicious cookies and sweets and in spring and summer, he made homemade lemon ice cream with a scent of holly rose water with his ice machine. From time to time I was allowed to eat cookies and ice cream as well and it was yummy. I couldn’t get enough. 

Guess what, the humans were never annoyed by my curiosity. They enjoyed my company and often played hide-and-seek while they were packing or unpacking their luggage. I was probably the only member of the house who had the privilege of visiting everyone in their private room. They loved cuddling and snuggling me as much as I loved making new friends. I knew that my presence was helpful especially for those who were all by themselves. Mostly young male refugees in their twenties, who had left their loved ones behind in hope and desperate desire to find a future out of the war zone. I was a good distraction from their worries and loneliness. Trust me, I’ve seen many tears like no one else in the house. 

The rooms in our house were tiny and gloomy. Most of them had two single beds, two cheap folding plastic chairs and a tiny table. They didn’t have a TV, phone or a fridge in the room. The small windows that had a view of the loud and busy main street were covered with orange cotton curtains. I know, right! Orange!!! I wondered why they were not yellow because everything else in the house was lemony. 

The refugees shared a middle-sized fridge in their joint kitchen on their floor. The three kitchens in our house were probably the only rooms where you felt some kind of joy and happiness in the air. Even though these people were complete strangers to each other, they managed to be united. They helped each other in cooking and shared their food and drinks as Iranians do in their culture. No matter how much they have, they always share. Sharing and caring is part of their mentality. Delicious food brings people of all ages together. They shared their life stories, worries and hopes and gave each other advice and comfort. 

In spring 1987 we had the highest number of Iranian asylum seekers entering Switzerland. We couldn’t help all the families as we wanted because we only had a limited number of rooms available. So the Swiss government sped up the decision process about the refugee status of asylum seekers. Families came in and left our house weekly while I had my difficulties adjusting to the new situation. During this period I cried a lot of tears. Everyone was always so loving and tender to me. It broke my heart to see them go, especially when they were forced to leave the country with no hope or future in sight. 

Welcoming new refugees wasn’t my only duty in the house. I was also responsible for taking care of the children who visited a school nearby. Children from seven above were forced to go to school right after their arrival. They were immediately sent to language and integration classes. 

Arriving in a new country with a foreign language was hard. Visiting a new school and having new teachers and schoolmates who they didn’t understand at all was even harder. From one day to another war traumatized children were on their own in a foreign place. I could smell the fear and uncertainty. They were worried and scared. You wonder why? Well, I tell you why. 

When these families arrived in Zurich in 1987 the city was out of control. The drug scene in the heart of the city right next to the main train station was a disaster. The Swiss government and the police were helpless and couldn’t handle the situation. So on their way to school only a few blocks away from our refugee house it had become normality to meet drug addicts with their shepherd dogs sleeping on the streets and using drugs. The school itself wasn’t a safe place either. It was a mighty, four-storey building built in 1916 with pink walls. The building divided the outdoor area, which was located at a fork in the road, into two playgrounds.

The children had to be very careful when they played in their schoolyard. Because among the tree leaves on the playground children found used needles and that was dangerous. The other problem was the violent drug and alcohol addicts on their way to school in the early mornings. The addicts were often arguing and shouting. But they were not the only scary humans.  I remember how wild and badly the boys behaved at this school. So the refugee kids were not only afraid of the drug scene at their schools' playground but also horrified of the boys, who had neither manners nor respect for girls. Many of the refugee girls hid in the toilet during the school breaks because of their fear of the violent boys playing in the playground. 

I don’t know what was scarier, the unpredictable drug and alcohol addicts, the wild and violent boys or the shepherd dogs that scared me and the children because of their size! All in all, it was an unpleasant and scary experience. A shameful time for Switzerland and a challenging time for these little foreign children and I.

I joined the kids on their way to school during the week and made sure that the girls and boys arrived safely at the school building. I admit I was often scared by the shepherd dogs myself, but I didn’t show it. I couldn’t show it. These poor children relied on me. I couldn’t allow myself to be weak. I was their protector. At least I pretended to be their protector. But to be honest, as soon as I made it safely back home, I felt a sense of relief. Every morning was challenging and extremely stressful. I was happy to be back in my comfort zone and join the younger children in the house, who ran up and down the stairs and played hide-and-seek all day long. Depending on the season and weather the little ones loved playing outside. The girls played with a frisbee and the boys played football. 

As I said in my active years at the refugee house many humans, families and children came and left us and I probably don’t remember every single one of them. Admittedly I don’t want to remember all of them. You know sometimes it is necessary to push the delete button and clean up your hard disk instead of re-thinking painful and heartbreaking memories over and over again. 

But today I feel like I have to tell you the story of a special little boy who came into our refugee house with his parents and his older sister. His name was Mansour, which is Persian and means someone who becomes victorious with God's help. He was five years old when he arrived in Zurich. Mansour's parents were two highly educated academics and political refugees. 

I immediately liked the boy and followed him everywhere around the house and up and down the stairs. Mansour was just one of many refugee children in our house and yet there was something special about him. He was well-behaved, cute and shy. He was as sweet as candy and smelled like chocolate. A lovely and sweet boy with hopes and dreams, who took good care of me. He made sure that the other children were kind to me as well. You know sometimes the little ones liked to annoy or scare me with silly pranks. They intimidated me because I was so tiny, but Mansour protected me and made sure that I was always well and sound. 

Unfortunately for me but fortunately for Mansour and his family, they left our refugee house after a few months and moved to a private apartment a few blocks away from me. Nevertheless, we stayed in contact. I met Mansour and his sister whenever Mohammad organized private gatherings, such as picnics and barbecues with delicious Persian kebabs, birthday and new year’s celebration parties for Iranian families in our basement. 

I remember how adult and young humans danced along to Persian pop songs by popular Iranian female and male artists and shook off their troubles and worries at our legendary parties. The funny thing was that they also sang along to popular European songs, even though most of them didn’t understand a word in German or English yet. Two songs by the German duo band Modern Talking were our favourite songs. One was Brother Louie and the other one was Cherie Cherie Lady. Everyone sang along to the cheesy lyrics






























d2d_images/cover.jpg
LEMON

When Later Becomes Never






d2d_images/image000.png





