
I was born in 1991 and grew up in the town of Tina, in 
North Darfur, right next to the border with Chad. In 2003 
I was 13 years old, living with my mum, dad, 11 year old 
brother, and extended family.

One day I returned from school, to the shop my dad owned. I found many people 
gathered around, including government soldiers in green uniforms. The soldiers 
had killed my father. I learned that they had killed him because we belonged to the 
Zaghawa tribe. The Government said Zaghawa people didn’t belong in Darfur.

They killed many other people in the town. They stole people’s possessions, like 
cows and sheep. They took women and children away. They killed the youngest 
children, under three years old. I saw the bodies of those young children and babies. 

Government soldiers and Janjaweed militia continued to terrorise our town. After 
18 months of persecution, our family decided to leave for a refugee camp at Fashir, 
more than 600 kilometres away. Life in the camp was hard. There was no school. 
Sometimes there wasn’t enough food. Foreign aid agencies weren’t allowed into the 
camp, so there wasn’t enough support or healthcare. People continued to be killed by 
militia. 

After two years in the camp I was 15. I decided that I wanted to leave the danger and 
poverty of the camp. My mum was worried, but she gave me some money. I escaped 
the camp. I went into the city of Fashir – the fi rst time I had seen a city – and found 
a people smuggler. I was smuggled across Sudan in the back of an open lorry, along 
tough roads. After seven days we arrived in Port Sudan, on the north east coast. It 
was the fi rst time I had seen the sea. 

Five of us were put into a shipping container, and given some food and water for 
the journey. It was boiling hot and totally dark. We had to be silent. We didn’t know 
where we were going, we had never been on a ship before and we were scared. The 
conditions were terrible – we only had bottles to use to go to the toilet. I cut my head 
open at one point, when the container jerked unexpectedly. After 11 days we were 
taken out of the container and put onto the back of a lorry. In the lorry there was a 
little light. We spent 10 days in the lorry.

‘Britain is now my second home. It is good 
to have a new life, but it was really tough to 
have no contact with my family for so long.’ 

Abdul Aziz Mustafa is a member of the Zaghawa people, and grew up in Darfur. 
At the age of 13 his family life was destroyed by persecution by the Sudanese 
Government. Abdul Aziz escaped Sudan by being smuggled on a lorry in an 
arduous 22 day journey.  
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After travelling in silence for 22 days, we were aware that the lorry was driving in 
England. We could hear the traffi c around the lorry. Then the lorry stopped. We 
broke out of the lorry and found ourselves at a petrol station by a motorway. We were 
bewildered. We walked along the motorway and the police stopped us. They told us 
not to walk on the motorway, but said they couldn’t help us.

We walked to the railway station. We were fi lthy after not washing for 22 days. We 
had no money. The station worker let us onto the train without a ticket. We arrived 
at Victoria Station in London and spoke to the police. A passerby who spoke Arabic 
heard us talking to the police, and stopped to help. He told us we needed to go to the 
Home Offi ce in Croydon. He bought us a train ticket, water and a sandwich. It was an 
act of kindness from a stranger I will never forget.

We arrived at Croydon around 11pm. We slept rough next to the station as we had 
nowhere to go. At 7am we went to the Home Offi ce building. I spent the day being 
interviewed about my story. Because I was only 15 they called for a social worker to 
arrange for me to be looked after. The other men from the lorry were interviewed and 
released. I was placed into foster care that night. I slept for two days because I was 
exhausted from my journey.

I was placed with a foster family from South Sudan, who helped me settle into a new 
culture. England was strange – I found the diversity of people in London new and 
exciting. I went to a special school where we learnt English and were taught about 
the UK. The authorities said I could stay in the UK until I was 18. In that time I had no 
contact with my family – I didn’t know whether my mum was safe.

When I was 18 I had to apply to remain in the UK. I went to court where they tried to 
say I was not from Sudan, and not from the Zaghawa tribe. Eventually I was allowed 
to remain for another fi ve years. Around that time my brother got in contact using 
Facebook. He had escaped Sudan and was living in Israel. He put me in touch with 
the rest of my family. I phoned my mum – she was so excited to hear from me.
When I turned 18 it was time to leave my foster family. I was given a very small studio 
fl at in south London. I felt vulnerable as the neighbours were intimidating and had 
many problems with alcohol and drugs.

Settling into life in the UK has been hard. I started drinking heavily with my friends 
when I was 16, which has had a bad effect on my health. Recently I was working as 
a waiter, but I had to give this up because my health got really bad.

Britain is now my second home. It is good to have a new life. Compared to Sudan, 
life here is easy. I am grateful for the opportunities I have. But it was really tough to 
have no contact with my family for so long.



C efais fy ngeni ym 1991 a’m magu yn nhref Tina, yng 
ngogledd Darfur, ger y ffi n â Chad. Yn 2003 roeddwn i’n 13 
oed ac yn byw gartre’ gyda mam a ’nhad, fy mrawd 11 oed 
a’n teulu estynedig.

Un diwrnod, dychwelais o’r ysgol ac i siop fy nhad. Gwelais griw o bobl wedi 
ymgasglu yno, gan gynnwys milwyr y llywodraeth yn eu lifrai gwyrddion. Roedden 
nhw wedi lladd fy nhad. A’r rheswm? Oherwydd ein bod ni’n perthyn i lwyth y 
Zaghawa. Roedd y llywodraeth yn dweud nad oedd pobl Zaghawa yn perthyn yn 
Darfur.

Cafodd llawer o drigolion y dref eu lladd ganddyn nhw. Aethon nhw ati i ddwyn eiddo 
pobl, fel defaid a gwartheg. Cipiwyd menywod a phlant. Cafodd y plant iau, dan dair 
oed, eu lladd mewn gwaed oer. Gwelais gyrff y babanod a’r plant bach hyn.

Parhaodd milwyr y llywodraeth a’r milisia Janjaweed i godi arswyd ar y dref. Wedi 18 
mis o erledigaeth, penderfynodd fy nheulu i godi pac a gadael am wersyll ffoaduriaid 
yn Fashir, dros 600 km i ffwrdd. Roedd bywyd yn galed. Doedd dim ysgol yno, na 
digon o fwyd weithiau. Doedd dim croeso i asiantau cymorth o dramor, felly roedd 
cymorth a gofal iechyd yn brin. Yn y cyfamser, roedd pobl yn dal i gael eu lladd gan y 
milisia.

Wedi dwy fl ynedd yn y gwersyll, roeddwn i’n bymtheg oed. Penderfynais adael perygl 
a thlodi’r gwersyll. Roedd mam yn poeni’i henaid, ond cefais rywfaint o arian ganddi. 
Llwyddais i ddianc, a mynd i ddinas Fashir - y ddinas gyntaf erioed i mi ei gweld - a 
dod ar draws smyglwr pobl. Cefais fy smyglo ar draws Sudan yng nghefn lori agored, 
ar hyd ffyrdd geirwon. Tua saith niwrnod wedyn, fe wnaethom ni gyrraedd Port Sudan 
ar arfordir y gogledd-ddwyrain. Dyma’r tro cyntaf i mi weld y môr.

Cafodd pump ohonom ein rhoi mewn cynhwysydd llongau, a chael rhywfaint o fwyd 
a dŵr ar gyfer y daith. Roedd hi’n chwilboeth yno, ac fel y fagddu. Roedd rhaid i 
ni gadw’n berffaith dawel. Doedd gennym ddim syniad i ble’r oedden ni’n mynd. 
Doedden ni erioed wedi bod ar long o’r blaen, felly roedd gan bawb lond twll o ofn. 
Buon ni’n teithio yn y cynhwysydd am un ar ddeg diwrnod. Roedd yr amodau’n  
erchyll - gyda dim ond poteli i wneud ein busnes. Cefais gwt i ’mhen pan herciodd 
y cynhwysydd yn sydyn. Ar ôl un ar ddeg diwrnod, cawsom ein symud i gefn lori. 
Roedd mymryn o olau yno, ac fe dreulion ni ddeg diwrnod yn y lori.

‘Mae Prydain nawr yn ail gartref i fi.  
Mae’n dda cael bywyd newydd ond roedd 
hi’n anodd iawn peidio bod mewn cysylltiad 
â fy nheulu am amser mor hir.’

Mae Abdul Aziz Mustafa yn aelod o lwyth y Zaghawa, a chafodd ei fagu yn 
Darfur. Pan oedd yn dair ar ddeg oed, chwalwyd bywyd ei deulu yn rhacs 
wrth iddyn nhw gael eu herlyn gan lywodraeth Sudan. Llwyddodd Abdul Aziz 
i ddianc o Sudan trwy gael ei smyglo gan lori ar siwrnai beryglus a barodd 22 
diwrnod.  
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Dysgu gwersi o’r gorffennol er mwyn creu dyfodol gwell a mwy dioge

Ar ôl teithio mewn tawelwch llethol am 22 diwrnod, dyma sylweddoli bod y lori 
yn gyrru ar hyd ffyrdd Lloegr. Gallem glywed sŵn traffi g o amgylch y lori. Yna, 
fe stopiodd y lori. Dyma ni’n dianc a chanfod ein hunain mewn gorsaf betrol ger 
traffordd. Roedden ni ar goll yn llwyr. Dechreuon ni gerdded ar hyd y draffordd cyn 
i’r heddlu ein stopio. Er iddyn nhw ddweud wrthym am beidio cerdded ar y draffordd, 
doedden nhw ddim yn gallu’n helpu ni.

Aethom i’r orsaf drenau. Roedden ni’n fudr a heb ymolchi ers 22 o ddiwrnodau. 
Doedd gennym ni ddim ceiniog. Gadawodd gweithiwr yr orsaf i ni deithio ar y 
trên heb docyn. Cyrhaeddom orsaf Victoria yn Llundain a siarad gyda’r heddlu. 
Digwyddodd siaradwr Arabeg basio heibio, ein clywed yn siarad â’r heddlu a stopiodd 
i helpu. Dywedodd fod angen i ni fynd i’r Swyddfa Gartref yn Croydon. Prynodd 
docyn trên, dŵr a brechdan i ni – gweithred o garedigrwydd gan ddieithryn. Wnai fyth 
anghofi o hynny.

Fe wnaethom ni gyrraedd Croydon tua 11pm. Aethom i gysgu ar y stryd ger yr 
orsaf, gan nad oedd unlle arall i fynd. Am 7 y bore, fe aethom ni i adeilad y Swyddfa 
Gartref. Treuliais ddiwrnod cyfan yn cael fy holi am fy hanes. Gan mai dim ond 
pymtheg oed oeddwn i, fe alwon nhw weithiwr cymdeithasol i drefnu gofal i mi. 
Cafodd y dynion eraill o’r lori eu holi a’u rhyddhau. Bues i mewn gofal maeth y noson 
honno. Cysgais yn sownd am ddeuddydd, wedi blino’n lân ar ôl y siwrnai.

Cefais fy rhoi dan ofal teulu maeth o Dde Sudan, a’m helpodd i setlo i ddiwylliant 
cwbl newydd. Roedd Lloegr yn lle od ar y naw – ac roedd amrywiaeth pobl Llundain 
yn beth newydd a chyffrous iawn. Es i ysgol arbennig i ddysgu Saesneg a dod i 
adnabod y DU yn well. Dywedodd yr awdurdodau y gallwn i aros yn y DU tan oeddwn 
i’n ddeunaw oed. Ni chefais unrhyw gysylltiad â ’nheulu yn ystod y cyfnod hwnnw – 
wyddwn i ddim a oedd mam yn ddiogel neu beidio.

Pan oeddwn i’n 18 oed, roedd rhaid i mi wneud cais i aros yn y DU. Es i’r llys, ac 
yno fe geision nhw ddweud nad oeddwn i’n dod o Sudan, ac nad oeddwn i o lwyth y 
Zaghawa. Yn y diwedd, cefais ganiatâd i aros am bum mlynedd arall. Tua’r un pryd, 
cysylltodd fy mrawd â mi trwy Facebook. Roedd wedi dianc o Sudan ac yn byw yn 
Israel erbyn hyn. Llwyddodd i ’nghysylltu i â gweddill y teulu. Ffoniais fy mam – roedd 
hi mor falch a chyffrous i glywed gen i. 

Ar ôl troi’n ddeunaw, roedd hi’n bryd i mi adael fy nheulu maeth. Cefais stiwdio 
ffl at fach iawn yn ne Llundain. Roeddwn i’n teimlo’n agored i niwed. Roedd fy 
nghymdogion yn ddigon i godi ofn ar unrhyw un, ac roedd gan lawer broblemau 
alcohol a chyffuriau.

Mae wedi bod yn anodd setlo i fywyd yn y DU. Dechreuais yfed yn drwm gyda’m 
ffrindiau pan oeddwn i’n 16 oed, a gafodd effaith wael ar fy iechyd. Cefais swydd fel 
gweinydd yn ddiweddar, cyn gorfod rhoi’r gorau iddi oherwydd fy iechyd,
Prydain yw fy ail gartref erbyn heddiw. Mae’n braf cael bywyd newydd. Mae bywyd 
yn hawdd fan hyn, o gymharu â Sudan. Dw i mor ddiolchgar am y cyfl eoedd a gefais. 
Ond roedd hi’n andros o anodd heb unrhyw gysylltiad teuluol am gyhyd.


