Debate Lesson Plan 2

Community debate activity
’Welcome or Don’t Come’ (Migration)
Objectives of the activity: 
· sensitization to the topic
· teach basic debating skills
· learn to listen and express yourself
Note: community debates take more time than a usual school lesson so it is advisable to plan for three school lessons.

Outline of the planned activities
1. Wheels of the future							20 min		
Students work in mixed nation groups. They get a big piece of paper and pens. There is a statement in the middle of the paper e.g. ’If there was no migration,…’  
a, One group collects four positive consequences another group collects four negative consequences.
b, Next step: Think about the consequences of the four consequences
c, Share your ideas with other groups

[bookmark: _GoBack]2. Reading short articles in groups					25 min
a, Four students per group. Students A, B, C and D read articles A, B, C and D.
b, First, students with the same letter discuss their articles.
c, Then everybody goes back to the original group and  summarises their article for their groupmates


The articles:

Farid’s story
Farid was born in Iran, and lived there for all of his life with his parents. When life became increasingly difficult for Afghans in Iran, and it became harder to support his family, he decided to leave his 6 year old son with his parents since his wife had died a few years earlier, and paid a smuggler to take him to Austria.
After 16 months of waiting in a reception centre without being allowed to work, his asylum case was rejected. Frustrated that he had waited for so long, but still was rejected, he decided that he did not want to appeal but preferred to return to his country of origin, not his country of birth. “I realized that it was just very difficult for single men to get their asylum cases accepted, so I thought it would be best to return to Afghanistan instead of waiting and perhaps getting rejected a second and final time,” the widower said of his decision to return to Afghanistan in January 2018. “I had never been to Afghanistan before, but through the IOM support, I managed to build a life here.”
IOM staff helped him to set up a grocery store because “a grocery store contains goods that everyone needs on a daily basis, so even if there is a lot of competition around, I thought I was most likely to earn an income through a grocery store,” he said. Although the IOM assistance wasn’t enough to set up his own store, he managed to find a partner through distant relatives in Herat city.
When asked about his future plans, Farid was unsure. “I have spent my entire life in Iran, and my parents are there. But since I have this store here now, I will stay for at least another year. And who knows, if I manage to find another wife in this town, I might stay here and ask my son to come to Afghanistan to live with me instead of going back to Iran. Afghanistan has its problems, but at least I no longer have the mental insecurity of being an irregular migrant that I had in both Iran and Austria.”


Sandra’s story
Migrating was a decision on my own motivated by having a large family. I was a single mother with no job opportunities in Guatemala and wanted my children to be professional workers and get a higher education. These motivated me to go to Los Angeles, California.
Today, I can't say today I'm richer than when I arrived at the US, but my six children, who all live in Guatemala, have university degrees and have a living wage which allows them to support their families.
I came to this city in 1988. In Guatemala, the economic situation was difficult for a single woman without a higher level of education. To survive with six children, I had no choice but to migrate. The hardest thing was to leave them, to be separated from my family.
I worked for a long time without papers, but I was lucky enough to meet my husband, an American citizen, who supported me in my naturalization procedures in the country. That gave me the opportunity to return to Guatemala to see my children again, but I decided to continue working in Los Angeles because the situation was still the same in my country.
Even having documents, it is difficult to go see my children. Having documents does not mean that I can move when I want, because I must continue to earn my salary. At one point I was paying university studies for three of my children, which required a lot of economic investment. Now I see them every four years.
I am a seamstress in the garment industry, and I think that those who migrate without papers are currently suffering a lot because their work dynamics are added to the fear of deportation. Migrants here get up early, work in a double shift, almost 16 hours a day; they also travel great distances.
These situations should not occur. It is unfortunate that in our countries it is not possible to create better opportunities to achieve a dignified life and the development of families. The people of Guatemala make great economic contributions, both here and in their community, but it is unfortunate that they do not have permits, cannot have better wages.
I did not want my children to become cheap labor for another country, but to be professionals and contribute to their country. With a profession it is possible, but if the governments themselves do not guarantee education, that is where the situation becomes difficult.
New communication technologies have been great tools to feel my kids closer. The Internet was a godsend because in my time, in 1988, when I arrived in America, I could talk with them twice a year; I paid for the calls in several installments since each one was between $200 and $250. One of my sons works at a government institution and can afford Internet access from home.  Now we can communicate with video calls at a reasonable cost every night.
Every afternoon, passing through this place (intersection of Bonnie Brae and 6th Street, Los Angeles, California), I take an atolito de elote. This reminds me of one of the greatest traditions that families have in Guatemala City, also eating an enchilada. It allows me to stay connected with my country and its people.
It was worthwhile to migrate. If once again I had the opportunity to do it to support my children, I would do it again.

Ahmad’s story
Football has always been a big part of my life – growing up in Syria, as a refugee in the region and now in the UK. To me, it doesn’t matter where you are from. As long as there's a love of football, we'll always have something to talk about. 
 
As a kid in Aleppo, I used to play football in the small park by my house with my neighbourhood friends. Back then, our pitch was nothing like the ones I saw on TV, but that made no difference to us. It was all about the game itself. I dreamed of being one of the players of Etihad (one of the most famous football clubs in Syria).
When I wasn’t playing football, my friends and I would watch the game on TV at a cafe. It was great to meet, cheer and catch up with people. It didn’t matter so much which league was playing, as long as it was football. 
 
I remember the last time I watched a World Cup in my own country. It was the 2010 tournament in South Africa. Everyone in my town (Aleppo) gathered in local cafes to watch, cheer and trade banter for rival teams. I supported Argentina that World Cup – we didn’t win, but it was still special to watch.   
 
In December of that same year, the Arab Spring started in Tunisia and it arrived in Syria in early 2011. From that time on, my life and the lives of millions of fellow Syrians changed forever.
 
The sheer level of violence and the disruption to everyday life left little room for football. It was a violent and brutal time, but not all the news was negative. I remember hearing about a time during a truce in Aleppo when individuals from the fighting sides managed to organise a football match. Just 15 kilometres from my house, the front-line that used to divide them turned into a neutral space where both sides put down their guns to play football. Although the truce was short-lived, the symbolism of that match was important to us in Aleppo - maybe there could be an end to the war. 
 
In 2013, I fled to the Kurdish region of Iraq. Inside the refugee camp, football was a great activity for teenagers and young people with little or nothing to do. Camp organisers would arrange matches against other refugee camps or we would play with the local community. That’s how I got to know my Iraqi hosts and I could slowly see them overcome their preconceived notions of refugees. Even in Iraq, there were myths to disprove.
 
In 2015, I arrived in the UK as an asylum-seeker and was placed in Middlesbrough in northeast England. Trying to adapt to a new country is not easy or straightforward, especially for us those of us who were forced to flee our homes with no option to go back. We were separated from our families and our friends who had always been there to support us. Now, I was all alone in a country I'd never even seen before. 
 
Although I was so happy to be in England and to feel safe, adapting to life here was complicated. Yes, I could speak the language and master basic tasks like shopping and taking public transportation, but there was a social and cultural element missing. I didn’t know anyone and I didn’t have a routine to ground myself.  It was isolating. 
 
It took a few months to figure out where to meet people. The Middlesbrough Football Club supported a group organising football matches for asylum-seekers, refugees and community members. I immediately joined the team and learned so much from the other refugees and the British players. It wasn’t only about football, but it was social too. This was my opportunity to not only share the pitch, but also to share food, culture, hopes and aspirations.


Maurice’s story (from Niger)
After I graduated, I saw my friends coming back from Europe and buying all sorts of things so I thought I could succeed as well. However, I never wanted to stay in Europe; I just wanted to go, earn enough money for my family and come back to my country. However, once I arrived in Algeria, I started studying and quickly realized that with an education, I didn’t need to go to Europe anymore so I started looking for jobs.
Once I found a decent job in Algeria, I called my wife in Côte d'Ivoire and asked her to join me. She opened a small boutique where she sold different Ivorian products that African women couldn’t find in Algeria. The shop was doing well, and so was my job, so we were very happy when she got pregnant.
After giving birth earlier this year, she decided to stay home to take care of the baby while I worked. I tried to be with her as much as I could, but my workplace was 150 km away. One day while I was at work, my friend called me to say the Algerian authorities had come to my house. They had broken down the door and taken my wife and baby away.
I went to look for them and found them in a refoulement centre (where illegal migrants are waiting to be sent back to their home country). It was cold and there were no blankets. They hadn’t let my wife take any belongings with her when they brought them there. We had nothing with us, only baby Adams. Two days later, they took us to Tamanrasset on a truck. It was the first time I saw the desert.
I will never forget the sight of one of the people who fell off the truck and hit his head on the way to Tamanrasset. He died right then and there. One night when we were close to the border with Niger, in the middle of the desert, at 11 pm, they unloaded 100 people. They started shooting around to scare us into walking, and so we walked for about 20 km until we reached Assamaka. We slept under the shed until the IOM truck arrived and took us to the centre in Arlit.
From there, we went to the centre in Agadez where I was chosen as the Ivorian representative. After all that we experienced, I am happy to welcome my brothers at the centre and help them get around."

Source: iamamigrant.org   14.01.2019
