HELP RABIA
TO REUNITE
WITH HER FAMILY
ESCAPED FROM

AFGHANISTA

My name is Rabia. | am currently
based in Burnaby Canada. | was
born and raised in Afghanistan, and |
belong to the Hazara ethnicity. | grew
up in Afghanistan but left the country
by myself at age 18, spent a few years
in Hong Kong as a student, and then
moved to Canada at the beginning
of 2020. | am currently finishing my
bachelor’s degree in Psychology and
counseling.

Due to the crisis that happened in
Afghanistan, many families have
been displaced to neighboring
countries such as Pakistan, Iran, and
Tajikistan including my family. My
mom, my brother, and my sister-in-
law have been displaced to Pakistan
since August 2021. They are now In
Pakistan with no status, living their
toughest life in Pakistan since they
are not allowed to go around freely,
don’t have the right to work, to get an
education, and have a fear of getting
arrested and sending them back to
Afghanistan. They are disparately
waiting to get resettled to Canada.
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On August 24, my mom, my brother, and his wife
took a bus from Kabul to Kandahar to escape the
country by crossing the border. They were left
with no choice but to flee and leave Afghanistan
for Pakistan. It took them 16hrs to arrive in
Kandahar. They stayed one night in Kandahar
and then walked 4hrs to get to Chaman (border
between Afghanistan and Pakistan). Crossing the
border was another nightmare. They tried 4 times
to cross the border but failed. For the fifth time,
they managed to cross the border. It was the worst
experience in their life they said. My brother was
bitten up by the border police and my mom had
the hardest time crossing the congested border.

FAMILY

| have had a unique background, one of privilege,
and one of tragedy and resilience at the same
time. | was very young when | lost my father, |
knew | had lost a hero and someone who | dearly
loved. Life ever since then was very difficult. After
| lost my father, my mom had to raise 5 children
by herself. As a single mom, she has struggled a
lot raising her 5 children. It breaks my heart whe
| listen to my mom’s story and the cha
hardships, sorrows, and suffering has gone
order to provide food
she would have to work

s~ worked in people’s houses as a cleaner”.

she used to make money by sewing clothes

and scarves. Yet, she never complained and tried
her best to raise her children in the best possible
ways. Although my mom is illiterate, she has tried

her best to provide every single opportunity for her
children to get an education. She raised socially
conscious and educated children. Imagine how
hard and challenging it is to be a single mom and
raise 5 children alone.

Life has been very difficult in Afghanistan
for my family. | lost two of my brothers in a
bomb blast on peaceful protestors in Kabul,
2016. Their loss not only brought emotional
pain but also struck irreparable financial
hardship on my family. I, however, didn’t
give in to the challenges | had to face. |
worked hard after | finished high school
in Marefat, Kabul. | got a full scholarship
at the University of Hong Kong. 2.5 years
later, | came to Canada on an exchange
student visa. Later, | filed an asylum case
here in Canada and now | am a protected
person here.

My family is O
I which is a minority and pé
group in Afghanistan. Hazare
persons living in Afghanistan are
accosted with systematic racism
and discrimination. Because the
Hazara people often have different
physical structures, we are easily
recognizable amongst the Afghan
population. The Hazara people
have a long history of persecution
in Afghanistan, including ethnic
cleansing and slavery. Still, Hazara
people continue to be targeted and
killed because of their ethnicity in
Afghanistan.

| would like to sponsor my mom,
my brother, and his wife to Canada.
Thanks for walking with me in this
journey.
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A girl like me by Rabia Kaihan

When | was a little girl, | used to be very witty and hilarious. That’s why | used to make friends
easily and | had a lot of friends. | still remember my happy days of childhood that | used to
sneak away from my mom and play with my peers in the street of my house. And whenever
my mother caught me she would follow me home angrily (because most of the time | went to
the street without asking her permission) and knock the yard gate so that | couldn’t go back
to the street. Then | would always go to my grandmother to tell me a story. She was the kind-
est grandmother and always told me her sweet stories. When | was a kid, | used to find happi-
ness in my grandmother’s sweet stories, in my mother’s causeless kindness, and in my sibling’s
smiles.

| was full of dreams just like every one of you, when | was a kid | wanted to become a doctor
to help people and patients. And | well remember that when | was playing with my dolls, |
was their doctor when they got sick. Since | did not have a lot of toys | used to make my small
home with the pillows at the corner side of the bed and stay inside it and play with my dolls.

A girl like me used to find happiness in very little things, like ice creams, chocolate, playing
with my friends, playing in the street, running around, being by the water, watching birds, rid-
ing my bike. But as much as | grew up and got into the wider world, life took a different color
and | had to work very hard in a society like Afghanistan that almost everything was impossi-
ble for girls, but | never give up on the challenges | continued to stay brave and become a girl
| am today. | am the first girl from my family to go to high school and enter university.

And in the end, we are born to live a life of love, not fear. So never give up and follow your
dream and use the smallest facilities available to you. We are right here to help each other,
love each other and respect each other.



