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...more testimonies at our website.

Kobra (rescued by the Ocean Viking in 

September 2019): 

“My name is Kobra. I am 18 years old and 

I come from Somalia. I want to tell you the 

story of my rescue in the Mediterranean 

Sea on September 2019. I don’t know how 

to find the words to describe the suffering I 

went through, and I don’t want to remem-

ber what happened before I left Libya. I 

also never want to forget the moment, 

after nearly two days at sea, when we final-

ly saw a small sailing-boat on the horizon 

that ended our suffering.

We were full of fear, because finally our 

phone, our only connection to the world, 

had stopped functioning and water was 

rapidly entering the boat. It was a miracle 

when we finally found this sail-boat. We 

were about 45-50 people in a blue rubber 

boat, and seven of us onboard were com-

ing from Somalia. I never learned how to 

swim, so the idea of the boat flooding was 

a possible death sentence to me.

https://alarmphone.org/en/2020/04/08/

struggles-of-women-on-the-move/?post_type_release_type=post

We were on the OCEAN VIKING for one week 

because no country wanted to take us in. This 

time was difficult, but it was much better than 

what we experienced before. The crew was always 

with us and they tried to support us however they 

could. We had enough food. We had a doctor 

whenever we felt sick. They even gave us clothing. 

We felt welcome.

Finally, Lampedusa decided to take us in. When 

we finally left the boat after such a long time at 

sea it was not as warm of a welcome. We received 

food only after being forced to give our finger-

prints and we were brought to a dirty place with 

barbed wire. I could not stay in Italy; the con-

ditions    were so poor. Today I struggle to live 

in Germany with the fear of my fingerprints on 

record and that I will be deported back to Italy.

I will never forget the good people on these ships, 

who welcomed me before I arrived in Europe. 

They will stay in my memory. Maybe, one day I 

will meet them again. Until then I want to encour-

age them to continue what they are doing and I 

send them all my greetings.”


