Kabare’s diary

My name is Kabare Sambo.I’m thirty three years old and I live here, in Saint-Denis ( twenty kilometers away from Paris) with my Aunt Monifa. She works in a restaurant in the centre of Paris.I work in a barber’s shop, but I only help with cleaning up there for only four euros an hour.


One day, when I was coming back home I saw two people fighhting. I wanted to stop that fight, but someone called police. When the police arrived , these two guys told them that I’ve attacked them. The police arrested me. They took me to the police station in Saint-Denis, and there they questioned me. I didn’t have my documents because I lost them three days before, but the police didn’t belive me.They gave me a subponea, and I have to go to the court next week.



At five o’clock they picked me up to my auntie’s house.I was exhausted, because I couldn’t sleep all night in a cell. I was really nervous during that night.



 Monifa was annoyed with me. She was worried about me.

When I told her about the trial, she fainted.I didn’t know what to do. I called emergency ambulance service.They arrived after thirty minutes.


They took my aunt to the hospital.I had to take a taxi, because they didn’t let me to go with them.In the hospital it transpirred, that my auntie had a heart attack. I ‘ve never been so nervous.She could’t work after heart attack, so I had to find some extra job.After working hours in barber’s shop, I have been working as a watchman in an art gallery.


On 17th of April I had to go to the court.The judge passed a jugment. I had to leave French terytory to 4th of September. My lawyer told me to go to the chairity organisation, which helps emigrants in trouble.



On 9th of April I came there, and I had a meeting with volountary worker there.

Her name was Isabelle Demont. She had loong dark hair, beautiful brown eyes. She was very skinny and tall.


I told her my story, and she promised to help me. During our conversation my telephone rang. It was someone from hospital, he told me that my aunt was dead.She had the second heart attack.I sarted to crying. Isabelle asked me what happend. I told her, that my aunt was dead.She asked me to give her my phone number and told me to come back again tomorrow.


When I woke up I didn’t want to go there. I stayed home. But she called me and asked about my adress.After five minutes she knocked on my door. We were talking very long time and decided to invoke the couurt’s decision.


On 1st of May we had the next trial.The judge decided to postpone the jugment and put me in the refugee centre.

I make some friends there.I met Abdul from Kongo and Enrique from Argentina in the refugee centre.

Isabelle has been working there, so she could visit me every day.

After one month beeing there I had the next trial. This time the judge decided to let mi stay in France for one year. I was very pleased.


After that I invited Isabelle to the restaurant to thank her for that she has done for me.

When we were eating dinner she told me that she really liked me.

When I got home She called me and told that she had lost her keys.I proposed her to stay in my flat, she didn’t refuse. When we were lying in the bed I turned on the TV set.We started to watching a film. The title was Skyfall.She really enjoyed the film.When the film finished, we were talking for about one hour. I told her about my childhood.


When I was ten I was living in a small village in Burundi with my parents, three brothers and one sister.One day insurgents invaded our village, and started to killing everybody they met.They broke the door and threw a grenade into our house.I hid behind the fridge, but whole my family were sitting in the living room where insurgents threw the granade.These terrorists thought that everybody in my house were dead, so they didn’t come in with their guns.The could kill me. After that Burundian police put mi into the orphanage.After two years my aunt Monifa found me and decided to leave burundi and emigrate to France.


Isabelle was really shocked after she heard that.

After our conversation she fell asleep.But I decided to take a shower.Then I went to sleep.


When I woke up I realised that It was Sunday and I didn’t have to go to work today.

Isabelle was still sleeping.I decided to prepare brekfast for her.When she woke up she was glad of  the breakfast I prepared. I wasn’t hungry so I only drunk a cup of coffee with milk an sugar.During our breakfast she decided to tell me about her past.


She was born in Marseille on the south of France. When she was seven years old her father died, because the building in which he was working cramed. When she was twenty one years old she decided to move to Paris and she found a job there in a brokearge office.But in her free time she works

In refugee centre and helps emigrants.


We spent the rest of tihs beautiful day together.


On Monday, when I was going to work Enrique called me. He told me that he could help me. I did not go to work, and met with him not far from his flat.He told me that he know a guy, who could give me fake documents.He wanted five hundred euros for fake ID. With this ID i would not have any problems, and could stay in France with any complications. I bought it.

When I showed it Isabelle she was very angry.She told me that it was not real  ID.

But she told me that she understood why I did it.


Next day we went for a walk throug Avenue des Champs-Elysees.When whe were walking she told I love you. I was shocked.I really did not know ehat to say.


Ofcourse I loved her too but I didn’t realise that she couuld ever say to me anythuing like that.Then I kissed her passionately. 


Then we went to the restaurant which name was le carreau and there we ate beautiful dinner.


Next day she had to go to work, but I decided to not go to work today.I went to the jewellery shop for a engagement ring for Isabelle. When she came bake home I genuflected in front of her and gave her a bunch of red roses.Then I asked her If she marry me. She shouted YES!!!

Then we realised that is was a very good solution of my problem.If emigrate marries a citzen of France he or she can not be deporteed.

 
 We got married in St Germain de pres church in Paris.We did not invite many guests.Only a few friends and Isabelle’s mother Elena. We organised the party in small restaurant in St-Denis.


One week later we went to the town hall, and I got a French ID. Now I’m a Frenchmen.I work in AirFrance and I’m flight attendant.We moved with Isabelle to Paris and now we live 3 kilometers away from her office.


Thre months after our wedding Isabelle told me that she was pregnant. I’m so happy.

It will be a boy. We did not kow to name our baby. I wanted to name him Aron, but Isabelle did not like it. She would like to call our son Rene.

6 months later our son was Born. He is beautiful. He has black hair and dark brown eyes.He is mulatto. He took after me.

The first word he said was daddy. I was really touched. Isabelle was really pleased too.

Now I’m going to buy a car, because travelling witch a kid by car is much mor comfortable than travelling by undergroungd or by bus.

Thanks God, that I met the love of my life- Isabelle.I would not manage without her and ofcourse I wouldnt have so beautiful son.

