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[ am Esraa Krin from Homs, Syria.

Syria is a beautiful country, and it is from the Levant, distin-
guished by its wonderful and pleasant atmosphere and green land.

Our house is small, which used to protect us. My mother made it
a palace that accommodates all feelings of love, tenderness, and
safety. Our small green garden blooms with the most beautiful
colors of flowers and the sound of colorful birds chirping.

I used to go out with my friends, play in the garden of our house,
play and have fun all day, and take advantage of every moment to
play, and we did not realize that we would part one day.
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One day, I woke up to the screams of my neighbors and the sound
of bullets and smoke rising. The joy of my mother and father
turned into panic and fear. I knew that the life of warmth and
security is over, and that the time for playing is over since my
friend died in a shell that fell on her house.

We lived amidst the sounds of bombs and cannons, and the sight
of tanks became a familiar sight for us. I grew up and my dreams
grew when [ was six years old. Little hearts wishing for a life
without the roar of tanks or the sound of airplanes.

There are children who were deprived of dreaming. Their souls
were robbed without guilt. I dreamed of a happy and safe life like
the rest of the children of the world.

It deprived us of playing and having fun, it deprived us of school
seats. In the time of science and development we grew up
prematurely. War has destroyed everything we have.

We went out of war, death and destruction in search of security
and safety. We traveled to Turkey, Jordan and America.
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Refugees, I did not know the meaning of this word before, until
the war broke out, and the stories of the refugees became told and
listened to by young and old. Some of them are horrible and some
are imaginary.

People drowned in the sea and others were exploded by the mines
on the borders and others were defrauded and robbed after they
sold their most precious possessions to travel to another country
to provide them with security and peace and others are missing,
no one knows their whereabouts until now.
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My country, I left you one day without saying goodbye and I did
not know that the road of estrangement is without return and I
did not realize that my absence would be long.
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Hey, going home, wait..

Tell Syria that she has a welcome in exile..

In their hearts, groans, pain, and tears in the eyes became a river..
Tell her that they missed her land inch by inch..
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Only in my homeland ... Death laughs for us!! And life cries for
us..
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l Peace to a land that was created for peace and has never seen
peace..
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[ am from a country where half are martyrs, half are refugees, the
rest are waiting.
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I cry for you my country or you cry for me, the wound is in you
but bleeding in me..

War robs children of their rights and simple dreams and their
tears cauterize the heart of humanity..
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