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Introduction, my name is Dasha Pluto. I came here 13 years ago when I was 11 years old, with my family from Russia seeking asylum.

You meet a person, they rocking on the chair, or she talking without a stop or is she looking at the floor as you try and make eye contact, you on the other hand put a wide pearly smile on your face and inside you thinking trust me I am your friend not an enemy? 

Three out five clients were suicidal. As a volunteer you know you need to provide a solution or a listening ear.

And a real turning point in each relationship is their lowest points when they crumble and you pick them up and build them up. 

Building is the key word in a befriending .Whilst my clients were busy building barriers between themselves and the outside world I am constantly building trust, whilst they building ways to avoid communicating with anyone I would be a step ahead building that friendship . 

I have my techniques, its called persistence. If my client did not pick up the phone I would text, if they did not meet me I would visit them at home. I would pop in, pop up, ring up, text in order to reach them. I would drag them to an event, to a support group, to an open day some where, we would visit shops, libraries, museums and courses.

 I would start off slow and easy, maybe a trip to the park, a coffee somewhere warming them up to you, after a bit you get the full story, or what you think is the full story but  three months later you realize it was just a tip of the iceberg.

As a stubborn yet ambitious person I always got what I wanted and that is their trust. And their trust is the most rewarding aspect of the volunteering. It has provided me with confidence in myself because I see now I can make a difference in someone’s life.

 The courses that Ii went to with my client gave me skills to get the career in the council that i wanted. It made me stronger as a woman and more determined to succeed by seeing how my clients have built their lives from down here to up here.

And nowsdays it’s my client who is taking me places.
I believe that sometimes we take access to services we receive for granted.
I had young client whom I was supporting. She had no English, was in early pregnancy, extremly sick, vomiting and in need of ugent help. She did not seek help because she thought she has to pay.

When going to the doctor she was prescribed heart burn medicine since she could not explain the problem and an interpreter was not offered

I registered the client with a midwife who suggested A&E, At the A&E I had to translate and insist on the tests to be carried out since the client has not eaten for days,she looked grey and has lost weight.

Meanwhile the client was not given any folic acid. On calling the GP, the receptionist did not know the medical name for the tablets so she asked the GP to prescribe iron tablets by mistake. A long discussion later and the doctor himself produced the correct prescription,
The receptionist would not give the script out until my client confirmed her name and address even though I spoke to her recently to request the medicine, once again I had to be on the phone to confirm this , 20 minutes later I did the same at the pharmacy.

A week later when the sickness returned again I thought here we go again. I love challenges and this was definitely an obstacle course I was determined to get through.

I wonder what would happen to my client if I was not there to support, I doubt she would be able to access the services
Three out five of my clients were suicidal. 

It was a turning point when I sat with one of them in the cafe discussing pros and cons of starving herself. It spurred on action and I decided to get to the reason for her feelings. Whilst taking my client to doctors to get anti depressants my client said she felt numb on the drugs and her asylum case was ignored by the home office.

Over the last year the Home Office moved her around and her notes were left in a previous city. Without them her case was not being processed and she felt abandoned
After no less than 20 phone calls by me to Home Offices all over the uk and another two months wai,t the case was transferred into her city 

Another 20 phone calls later ,a letter to an MP and a new pack of antidepressants and her file got a case owner from the Home Office who went on holiday at first then was moved to another department, 

This is the point where I found my client upstairs in her room one night self harming, burning her self to find the escape . 

It took another 4 months to get a case owner who agreed to take her on but my client didn’t believe in empty promises anymore, she planned starvation until she got some answers.
From looking online I knew that a person can survive only 3 days before the body starts shutting down I had to act fast. I arranged for the client to meet the case owner face to face, she returned and said ok, I will give her some time. 

Meeting face to face was the reassurance she needed. Her self harming stopped and her mental health improved. Now she has her residency documents and she is working on being reunited with her small children .
