
POSSIBLE EXTRACT 1 in English 
 

YOUNG ASYLUM SEEKERS 
 

Who am I? 

Why do I have to ask? 

You know who you are. 

You’ve never had to ask yourself. 

I never had to ask myself. 

When my home really was my home. 

When my home was in my country. 

When my home wasn’t in your home. 

When my flat wasn’t next to your flat. 

When I lived in a city which knew as little about your city 

As you in your city know about my city 

Who am I? 

I used to know the answer because I didn’t have to ask the question. 

The same way you don’t have to ask 

Who am I? 

I’m an asylum seeker. 

I seek asylum from my home in your home. 

My new home is in your old home. 

My old home is no longer home. 

My old home is burnt down on a battle field. 

And all the other homes around my home got burnt down in a battle. 

I’m an asylum seeker. 

I’m a home seeker. 

I will take a home from anyone who has a home to give. 

I live anywhere I’m told. 



Because anywhere in your country is better 

Than everywhere in my country. 

Who am I? 

That I’m so happy to be where no one else is happy to be. 

Who am I? 

That thinks Glasgow is the best place in the world for me. 

Who am I? 

That sees how much you’ve got, not how little. 

 

I’ve lived here a while 

I’ve never lived anywhere like this in my life before 

The language, the landscape, the winter, the lifts. 

If you went and lived in my home 

You would feel as lost as I do 

You would wonder all the time 

Who you are 

You would look a total stranger 

With your beggar family asking for shelter 

In my home 

You would have no friends, no jokes, no faith, no courage 

You would love anyone in my home who was kind to you 

Who made you feel 

who you are and not have to ask,  

who am I  

 

Most people in Glasgow are kind 

The policemen, the teachers, the spokesmen, 



The man who fixed the washing machine 

And said we were welcome in his country 

And asked us to his home the week we arrived. 

The priest who is not of our religion 

Who asked us to come to his church party 

The crazy boy who threw stones at my sister in the road 

Whose Dad brought him round to apologise 

And he cried when he looked at the cut on her face 

The lady who organised a trip to Edinburgh Castle in July 

These people say you are who you are 

You stop wondering and you stop asking 

Who am I? 

 

Let me stay in Sighthill 

The best place in the world 

The best place in the world 

Prince William is on my wall 

Prince William is walking up to me and my friends 

He’s shaking my hand 

He’s smiling 

Do you know how amazing he is 

When you don’t know exactly the answer 

To the bloody question 

Who am I? 

 

Maybe it’s true 

I am who I am 



Today is a new day 

I speak a new language now 

I wear a shirt and a tie to school 

I’m making sense of what teachers say to me 

And the headmaster says 

There are no asylum seekers 

Just new Glaswegians and old Glaswegians 
Maybe it’s not true 

Maybe it will be 

I’m a new language new uniform new face new braveheart Glaswegian 

I’m beginning to know who I am again 

I’m no longer thinking 

Who am I? 

As long as I can stay 

Just as long as I can stay 

Some of my friends have leave to remain 

Some of my friends are refugees 

But I don’t know yet. But I don’t know yet. But I don’t know yet 

If they tell me I’m no longer a new Glaswegian 

Nor a refugee 

Nor even an asylum seeker anymore 

And your family is not welcome 

Because the no-home that you left is a home after all 

And your home is not here 

But in your old home which is no where 

And you’re going home in a plane on Sunday 

Goodbye school, weather, lifts 

Goodbye the plumber the priest the lady the father 



Goodbye my lovely teacher 

Who once was an asylum seeker himself 

Goodbye dirty cool loud wet drunk sober cruel loving light dark glasgow 

Into the night and a plane 

And into my old home that is no home 

Then I will know who I am 

I will be an asylum seeker 

All my damned life 

So every night I pray 

Every night I pray 

(All kneel) 

 

Let me stay in Glasgow 

Let me stay at my school 
Let me stay in my flat 

Let me stay home 

 

Can’t say goodbye 

Blown away again 

Middle of the night again 

Back of a truck again 

Not knowing what will become of us 

Asylum seekers seeking somewhere to seek asylum 

 


