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“I  was  rejected  by  my  parents  at  a  young  age,  so  I  ended  up  on  the                  
street,  didn't  have  a  good  education  and  had  to  take  care  of  myself.               
When  I  told  my  story  to  the  IND,  they  didn't  believe  me.  Even  the  scars                 
I  have  on  my  body  wasn't  proof  enough.  So  far,  I've  had  a  meeting                
three  times  in  the  last  three  years  and  they  say  they'll  get  back  to  it,  but                  
I  haven't  heard  a  single  positive  decision  yet.  It  gives  me  quite  a               
headache,  especially  when  you  see  that  others  have  received  a            
positive  decision.  Then  I  get  the  feeling  that  my  chances  are  getting              
smaller   and   smaller   and   then   I   wonder   why   they   don't   believe   me?   

When  I  came  to  the  Netherlands,  my  boyfriend  and  I  didn't  even              
know  what  an  asylum  process  was.  I  understood  it  a  little  better  when               
they  gave  me  a  page  with  more  information.  The  first  interview  I  had               
was  not  a  fun  experience,  because  I  was  totally  unprepared  for  it,  but               
the  second  went  a  little  better.  Sometimes  I  wonder  if  people  know  that               
sometimes  you  can  wait  four  or  five  years.  That  is  very  depressing  and               
you  can  do  nothing  but  wait,  eat,  sleep,  wake  up,  get  up  and  constantly                
think  about  the  possible  outcomes  of  the  interview.  The  idea  of  being             
sent  back  is  very  frightening.  I  have  experienced  terrible  things  in             
Nigeria.  So  much  so  that  sometimes  I  feel  ashamed  and  cry  because              
it's  not  fun  to  tell.  Basically,  I  was  in  bed  with  my  boyfriend.  Normally  I                 
close  the  door  to  my  room,  but  then  my  neighbor  walked  into  my  room                
and  that's  how  she  found  out  that  I'm  gay.  That's  why  she  screamed               
and  attracted  a  number  of  neighbors  who  first  questioned  me  and  my              
boyfriend,  then  beat  up,  mistreated  and  even  poured  petroleum  over            
us,   and   then   set   it   on   fire.   

All  we  want  is  to  be  free.  To  be  who  we  really  are.  It's  better                 
here,  but  we  can't  fully  enjoy  ourselves  yet.  I  used  to  be  quite  muscular,                
but  now  I've  lost  a  lot  of  weight  due  to  the  stress,  the  worries  about  the                  
process  and  the  chance  that  I  would  have  to  go  back.  The  IND  even                
tried  to  send  my  friend  back  to  Italy  and  Italy  wanted  to  send  him  back                 
to  Nigeria,  but  he  would  rather  die  than  ever  go  back  to  Nigeria.  There                
is  so  much  injustice  there.  Despite  the  fact  that  it  takes  so  long,  we  are                 
grateful   that   we   are   freer   and   safer   in   the   Netherlands.”   


