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Just like me, there are so many cases where by many immigrants
who are not dealers find or have found themselves in prisons
and even found guilty of drugs dealings. This is because of
their friends who are dealers or because of the miscalculation
of police investigations.

In August 2007, while at the Centre d’enregistrement et de
Procédure de Vallorbe (CEP) for my asylum procedure, I was
residing in a room of eight persons. During an afternoon, I
was approached by one of my roommate who offered to show me
how it is like making real money without hustling. I listened
to him carefully, but he never told me what the real job was.
He told me that if I was interested, I had to follow him to
Lausanne that day for a night, and that’s when he will show me
to the people who will give me what to do. And this is what
brought me hesitations because I was not allowed to sleep even
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a single night outside CEP – Vallorbe without the permission
of the authority. I therefore decided to go and talk over it
with my friend who is a person that I had started having a
little trust in and he is also a devoted Christian. He advised
me not to go and that person has no job for me other than
recruiting me into drugs business. I took his advice and I
never went to Lausanne and that was that.

My transfer from Vallorbe to EVAM foyer at Crissier

I was later given a transfer after being in Vallorbe for two
months but with a negative response my asylum procedure. And I
was sent to the EVAM Centre at St-Croix where I stayed for two
months and later transferred to EVAM centre in Crissier. But
while in Crissier, I decided to go for a Sunday Church service
and once again, I met this same former Vallorbe roommate and
he asked me what I was doing with my life in Switzerland. I
told him that I am always at the EVAM centre in Crissier doing
nothing apart from eating and sleeping but can’t even go for
French lessons because Bern sent me a second negative response
on my case. And therefore I have no right on anything in this
country. And this time, he really talked to me seriously on
how it is like living in a country where they no longer want
you anymore and worst of all sitting there doing nothing.
“What if they send you back home today, what will you show for
yourself as a benefit from Switzerland?” He asked, and I just
remained silent thinking about it. In fact I was even hungry
at that time because I had no money to buy even bread because
EVAM  had  two  weeks  earlier  stopped  giving  me  financial
support.  And  then,  he  continued  telling  all  kinds  of
encouraging things that when I started thinking about it all.
I  was  indeed  a  poor  neglected  person  who  needed  serious
spiritual and financial help. As he was leaving, he gave me
CHF 50 and told me to buy some food for myself and for me CHF
50 was just like CHF 500. And he also gave me his telephone
number and we then departed in different directions. But deep
inside me, I felt he indeed had a generous heart more than



even EVAM and ODM. I later went to the centre and as I was
lying on my bed, I began thinking of all my friend talked to
me and even started crying wondering if really Switzerland
wanted me to have a good life. I believed him in some areas of
what he talked to me and even started having positive thinking
on joining drugs business. But as usual, I knelt down and
turned to my Lord for guidance and as I pray something told me
that drugs are not meant for me, and I promised my Lord never
to indulge myself in drugs or related stuff.

The time for prison

I was later transferred from Crissier to the Foyer d’aide
d’urgence de Vennes believed by immigrants who reside there as
“the swiss Guantanamo” regarding it to the Guantanamo prison
in Cuba. I lived in this centre in a room of two persons for
one year and eight months but with serious health problems. So

on Saturday the 29th August, 2009, I went to my friend’s place

for a weekend and stayed there until Monday the 31st. I left
there at around 22hrs, and by the time I reached Vennes, it
was coming to midnight. When I arrived at the Foyer d’aide
d’urgence de Vennes, the Security personnel at the entrance
told me that I have been transferred to Bex, and I wondered
how  I  could  get  a  transfer  without  a  letter  of  transfer
notice. But I argued with him for a while and he told me to
wait from one of the rooms opposite their office which I
obediently did. As I was barely 10 minutes in that room, three
police officers swung in and handcuffed me immediately and
told me not to say anything. I was taken to the police cells
at  Hotel  de  Police  in  Lausanne.  But  I  defied  that  after
reaching at Hotel de Police and I asked them why I was being
held, “we are not allowed to tell you anything therefore the
inspector will explain to you why you are here when you meet
him tomorrow”, one of them responded. I spent the entire night
in the a room and on leather mattress, oooh men it was damn
cold in there, and I never even thought of sleeping wondering
what I might have done wrong to face all what I was going



through at the time.

The next morning of the 1st September 2010

Now its 10h17 the next morning and two traffic police officers
come in to open the door of my cell and they ask me to follow
them of which I did. They put me in a lift and we went to
another floor where I was put into another cell for another
one hour. And later the inspector came in to take me to his
office. Reaching his office, he asked me if I knew why I was
at the Hotel den Police and I responded with a big “NO”. Then
he showed me one photo and asked me if I knew the person it
represents,  “Yes,  he  is  my  roommate  at  the  centre”,  I
replied.  “And what’s his name?” He asked. I gave him his
name. He kept quiet for a few seconds and then opened a
cabinet and brought out a bunch of white stuffs and asked me
if I knew what it was and of which I replied with a “no”. He
then became mad and banged the table, “this is cocaïne!”, he
said. I couldn’t imagine myself before police because of drugs
something I have refused to deal in. I told him I have never
seen cocaïne before in that form and the one I usually see on
televisions are not like that. He then told me that I was just
a witness who had to cooperate with them if not I will as well
be considered a suspect. I assured him of my cooperation on
everything I know. He later called in a female judge who
appreciated my cooperation but asked me if I was mistreated at
the time of my arrest and detention. “Yes Madame!” I replied,
“I was handcuffed and am still wondering why they had to
handcuff an innocent person like me and above all why I had to
be detained through a ruthless cold night”. She forwarded the
question to the inspector who replied by saying that “anyone
can be handcuffed if they try to resist arrest”. But I told
them that “I never resisted arrest and the whole process of my
arrest was done without my resistance”. All in all, I was
later released at 2pm after they had taken a photo of me and
finger prints. It’s one of the days I will never forget in my
life.



The police’s perspectives on african Immigrants and what the
swiss police has to do

My case is far to be an isolated one! The swiss police has
come  under  serenity  for  the  way  they  look  at  african
immigrants in the name of fighting drug trafficking. I myself
remember one story from the then free news paper called le
Matin Bleu, one UDC politician was quoted saying that when
police officers pass a black man without controlling him, they
are bypassing drugs. And I believe the police have responded
well to this. It’s really very rare that a black immigrant can
pass  police  officers  without  asking  him  to  stop  and  they
control to extent that one has to remove all his clothes to
prove to them he is clean. And this has brought anger within
the majority of african immigrants towards the police and most
of  them  have  vowed  not  to  cooperate  with  the  police  in
fighting  drugs  trafficking  even  when  they  know  the  drug
dealers. The police has to create a better image before the
immigrants  to  show  that  they  are  indeed  not  fighting
immigrants but rather fighting drugs if they need help from
the immigrants on fighting drugs trafficking. The police has
to put it in mind that not everyone who talks to a drugs
trafficker  is  a  trafficker.  There  are  so  many  innocent
immigrants who innocently associate with traffickers when they
don’t know who they are. This is not easy to know who is who,
but with the help of more intelligence, this can be over came
and fewer innocent people will suffer in the process. When you
are given a place to sleep after the transfer from the Centre
d’enregistrement et de Procédure (CEP), one can never know who
they are going to share a room with. And this makes it so hard
to avoid sharing a room or associating with a trafficker.

 Conclusion

Drugs trafficking are not only done by african immigrants, but
also a lot of Swiss and European people are in this business.
Yes, it’s true there are many africans on the street hocking
drugs but who are the suppliers?



 Shawn WAKIDA 

Une maman fait un infarctus
après une décision de l’ODM
(SEM)

Mussa  Cissey  entouré
d’enfants  résidant  dans  le
centre de Ste-Croix. Photo:
Gervais

Mussa Cissey vit un cauchemar depuis la cruelle décision de
l’Office  fédéral  des  migrations  (ODM)  selon  laquelle  ce
Gambien de 26 ans, animateur au foyer de Sainte-Croix, devrait
quitter la Suisse dans les plus brefs délais.

Bon élève de l’Etablissement vaudois d’accueil des migrants
(EVAM), Mussa Cissey occupe un siège éjectable depuis que
l’Office fédéral des migrations (ODM) lui a opposé un refus à
sa demande d’asile. Sa tragédie a eu des répercussions jusque
dans  son  pays  d’origine  :  à  l’annonce  de  cette  nouvelle
désastreuse, sa mère déjà malade du cœur a fait un infarctus
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et est passée de vie à trépas. Elle savait pertinemment ce qui
arriverait au cas où son fils serait rapatrié.

Beaucoup croiraient à première vue que Mussa Cissey est un
intendant engagé pour les travaux au foyer de l’EVAM à Ste-
Croix. Faux : ce travailleur dévoué est un requérant d’asile
comme les autres, en Suisse depuis un an et quatre mois.

Suite un voyage périlleux de la Gambie au Niger en passant par
le Mali dans une voiture en mauvais état, ce qu’on appelle
communément en Afrique un « abattoir », il se rend en Libye
dans un camion surchargé, où lui et les autres occupants se
partagent la poussière du trajet. Puis il séjourne à la belle
étoile pendant plusieurs nuits dans une forêt libyenne où se
côtoient entassement et malpropreté. Se nourrissant comme il
peut, il trouve alors un bateau de fortune qui le mène à
travers la Méditerranée jusqu’en Italie. Il arrive enfin en
Suisse, où il posera définitivement ses valises. Ce périple,
qu’il fait l’effort d’oublier, réveille en lui du chagrin, et
surtout de la consternation pour ses compagnons de route qui
ont perdu la vie en chemin.

Depuis son arrivée, cet analphabète a rapidement appris le
français, ainsi que l’anglais auprès des autres requérants
d’obédience anglophone. Très disponible, il a la faveur des
bénévoles et des assistants sociaux. L’un d’eux, le dénommé
Andreas  Zurbrugg,  tenu  par  le  secret  professionnel,  nous
laisse néanmoins entendre son émotion : « C’est une situation
touchante, on voudrait bien qu’il en soit autrement, mais on
n’a pas d’influence. On lui a demandé si on pouvait faire
quelque  chose,  s’il  pourrait  avoir  des  preuves  des
persécutions subies au pays, on lui donne de l’espoir, comme
on le fait pour tout le monde. Mais après tout, c’est la
personne qui est acteur de sa position : avec de nouvelles
preuves il pourra peut-être rouvrir son dossier, parfois il y
a de bons résultats. Je lui souhaite une bonne issue et j’ai
déjà  beaucoup  de  regrets  pour  le  poste  d’animateur  qu’il
occupait ici. »



Un grand frère pour les enfants

Tout les enfants de Ste-Croix peuvent en effet, même sans
connaissance du français, prononcer le nom de Mussa en raison
des nombreux services qu’il leur rend : il accompagne par
exemple les plus jeunes à l’école quand le besoin s’impose, il
emmène les requérants au sport et enclenche les téléviseurs
lors des matchs de football. C’est ainsi qu’une octogénaire
afghane, qui vit avec ses petits-fils, ne peut pas retenir ses
larmes. Dans un français décousu, elle s’indigne, la tête vers
le ciel et les deux bras levés: « Mussa no partir, papa my
childrens Allah ! »

Le  Gambien  est  ainsi  au  cœur  de  tous  les  évènements  qui
animent le foyer de Sainte-Croix, que ce soit le montage et le
démontage  du  chapiteau  pour  le  carnaval  ou  de  multiples
travaux avec la commune. Il n’est pas connu des services de
police, même s’il avoue être malchanceux en ce qui concerne
l’obtention d’un travail.

Seul  bémol,  ce  modèle  d’intégration  à  confondu  procédure
d’asile et processus d’intégration, et semble aujourd’hui être
rattrapé par son passé. L’ODM lui demande de fournir plus de
preuves  des  souffrances  subies,  ce  qui  paraît  ambigu  :
recherché par les autorités de Banjul il est difficile, sinon
impossible,  pour  lui  d’obtenir  des  preuves  auprès  de  ses
anciens bourreaux.

Si l’on savait déjà au niveau de la Suisse les conséquences
possibles des décisions de l’ODM, on ignorait cependant leurs
répercutions  au-delà  des  frontières  helvétiques.  La  mort
subite de la maman de Mussa est une pilule amère et les
séquelles  resteront  indélébiles,  même  si  le  jeune  homme
arrivait à obtenir le fameux permis B.

En  attendant,  le  couteau  dans  le  cœur,  le  jeune  orphelin
inconsolable  devrait  quitter  l’appartement  de  l’EVAM  qu’il
occupe depuis environ deux mois pour épouser un autre statut



qui  s’appelle  «  aide  d’urgence  ».  Il  compte  néanmoins  se
battre jusqu’à la dernière goutte de sueur et si possible de
sang, même si beaucoup pensent qu’il ne servira à rien de se
livrer à un combat perdu d’avance.

« Jamais je ne retournerai vivant dans mon pays, ils veulent
ma peau pour une histoire de sorcellerie et maintenant pour
avoir réussi à m’enfuir », proclame Mussa, en ajoutant : « Je
continuerai dans la bonne voie même si l’ODM doute de ma bonne
foi. J’ai confiance en Allah qui est témoin de tout, car un
jour il rendra son verdict. ».

Gervais Njiongo Dongmo


