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Summer Fires   

 

The thundering of the screams 

approaches 

I pray it’s just a fading nightmare…  

Alas, it isn’t    

 

The beating of the war drums 

 is real 

The darkness of grief is upon us  

One more time 

 

Innocent buds are fighting 

for life 

Can you hear the blood covered faces?  

Can you smell death? 

 

My silent witness pounds 

in my chest 

Brings back flashes of sad memories 

of war and suffering 

 

The new pains exhumed the old 

from the depth of forgetfulness,  

where it should have been 

decomposed 

 

Our wars have flares like summer fires  
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easy to start  

but so hard to end  

the bloodshed 

 

To start all over again  

The next season 

the next summer, in the next wood 

one more time 

 

What Cain and Abel kindled 

goes on 

at our beloved shores, when will it 

ever end?    
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Escaping the war on a small boat; thirsty, 

hungry, and afraid.  

Death is behind them and death is ahead 

of them, yet the instinct of survival carries 

them to brave new shores. 

In poetry, they tell their story. 
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Young Swimmer 

 

Let me catch my breath again 

can’t hold any more 

That was what the young girl said 

as she wrecked on shore 

 

The engine broke as land appeared 

With no oars on-board 

For those who couldn’t swim to shore 

Azrael drew his sword 

 

Women, children, elderly 

Hearts in death’s pan fry 

Crying screaming praying loud: 

For sure we would die 

 

Bodies falling like dead leaves 

making waves rock high 

Like a stampede in a shack 

There’s no place to lie  

 

There was no one to save us 

no moon in the sky 

That was what the young girl said 

then began to cry 

 

Death was weaving fishing nets 

with the strings of fear 
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made of hunger and of thirst 

ready was the spear 

 

As we plunged to swim to shore 

We heard them calling  

You can push the boat to coast 

save us, bring us in 

 

As one hand we pushed the boat,  

Hardly surviving 

fighting waves of exhaustion 

safely arriving 

 

Those lost people strange to me 

in a night so blind 

are all that remained for me 

of what’s left behind.    
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Mother’s grief 

 

I was clasping hard my child 

who was crying loud 

I was fearing that death might 

throw on him a shroud 

 

He was hungry and thirsty 

My breast milk he plead 

When there is nothing to eat 

there’s nothing to feed 

 

long before we took this boat 

my life was eclipsed 

my soul was lost when escaped 

fate that’s worse than death 

 

In our home we were attacked 

my husband was killed 

With my eyes I saw him flap 

I saw his blood spilled 

 

Then the gunmen kidnapped me 

my honour they took 

begged them not to hurt the child 

not to make him look 

 

Only through a miracle 

we got to escape  
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running in much difficulty  

with wounds from the rape 

 

I have taken this journey 

on board of this boat 

to make sure that my baby 

is safe and remote.  
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Young citizen   

 

I am not a murderer 

Kill them or be killed they said 

on this boat I chose escape 

when the gun was on my head 

 

In the darkness hatred hides 

waiting coldly for a chance 

strike and kill, and then destroy 

and with horror have a dance 

 

Thousands murdered in cold blood 

thousands injured and bereaved 

bloodshed, pain and violence 

what has it really achieved? 

 

Fighting blindly for control 

battling hard on resources 

complete massive destruction 

bringing doom to the masses 

 

Kindred in humanity 

fight for a decaying gain,  

for a thought or piece of land 

Better share than lose the grain 

 

Those who are trading in arms, 
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grow fortunes not remorses 

from the moans of shattered forms 

and mounds of oozing corpses 

 

To give one what one deserves 

how long Hell will have to wait? 

To hook villains and slayers  

kick them hard right through its gate? 

 

What value has human life? 

Can they say how much it’s worth? 

With what right impose their will 

to decide on death and birth  

 

It is so hard to believe  

a fact of human nature 

In this modern time and age 

Man is still like a vulture.  
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Woman who lost all 

Farewell 

To my homeland 

On my shoulders I brought 

All I could carry on this boat 

Grief, loss 

 

Farewell 

Children, husband 

In the rubble you are 

On fighting grounds of no man’s land  

buried 

 

My child! 

Why did I leave? 

I should have stayed with you 

To embrace my sweet death with you 

Could not 

 

Your dad 

Was sick in bed 

I had to go get food 

Shelling from everywhere, the house 

flattened 

 

I wish 

That I have stayed  

I should not have gone out 
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I could not leave you with no food 

To starve 

 

We had  

a big garden  

we had a happy home 

There’s nothing left for me but dark 

Mem’ries 

 

My fate 

Escaping death 

tucked in my worst nightmare 

my curse is the curse of living 

like this. 
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The politician  

 

I carry on this boat my people’s cause 

To get support and to the world disclose 

 

Invaders greed wrote history in blood 

And rulers creed our faces soiled with mud  

 

Tyrant rulers govern with hands of steel 

Their subjects with humility should kneel 

 

A feudal system in democracy 

disguised deception and hypocrisy 

 

Stand up when the spirit longs for freedom 

soar in revolution and martyrdom 

 

beware the darkness of the creeping eels 

betraying Achilles right at his heels 

 

they kill compassion, spike it on their spears 

and fill their vaults with treasures made of tears 

 

The bull, the bear flood us with tools of death 

Then send support to soothe our fading breath 

 

A blind witness is someone I can’t be 

Duress and terror I do not agree 
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The waves of violence are outreaching 

with endless seismic powers repeating 

 

Think twice before in war you get involved 

The outcome no plan can ever enfold 

 

Let not a blood so red, paint black my hand  

I’d rather be buried alive in sand. 
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A girl of 10   

I was in my room 

Lying in my comfortable bed 

Thinking of homework 

 

Planning what chores, I should do 

when I wake up the next day 

 

Read my History  

I had an essay to write 

And to solve my math  

 

Dreaming of a bright future 

I felt peaceful in my bed 

 

My little brother 

lights off in the next bedroom 

Had a gentle cough 

 

Dreaming of his soldier toys 

Sleeping safely in his bed 

 

My parents had on  

A rustic piece of music 

It was so tender 

 

All was peaceful and quiet 

In such a happy household  
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\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/ 

 

Boom, boom, boom, I heard, 

Out of my gentle dream I, 

jumped, very confused 

 

There were frightening sounds of planes 

and frightening thundering bombing 

 

I heard my mother  

Screaming calling my father 

was not responding 

 

The sound of more bombs falling 

Too much black smoke in my room 

  

My head was banging 

Could not see my family 

Only strange people 

 

No one could tell where they were 

were they live or were they dead 

 

Bombing restarted 

I followed fleeing people 

Followed on this boat   

 

That was my sad story of 

how I started this journey.    
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A middle aged man  

 

When we left home on this boat 

We were bounced back from each shore 

Building in our face a wall 

With barbed wires and much more 

 

I don’t want to leave my home 

Displaced, hungry and so poor 

Help us bring in back the peace 

Put an end to this dark war 

 

Don’t support this thug or that 

Entertain no violence       

Anchor them to reconcile 

Helm them to convalescence   

 

you are backing the right wing 

your opponent backs the left 

fighting with us as your tools 

our whole nation is bereft  

 

Love us not for what we own 

Do respect our entity 

Do not fiddle with our map 

Love us for humanity. 
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The little boy 

 

I am 

Very hungry 

My tummy is hurting 

My feet are very wet and cold 

they bleed 

 

Mama 

Papa, I lost 

I am all on my own 

Who will look after me from now? 

I’m scared 

 

Someone 

Saved me from war 

Took me on-board with him 

But high waves knocked him off the boat 

He drowned 

 

People 

Ask me questions 

About where I came from 

About what has happened to me  

out there 

 

I was 

Very happy 

Before, with family 
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What will happen to me right now? 

I’m scared. 
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Centenary 

 

One hundred years have passed 

since Sykes has met Picot, 

to split the sick man’s treasures  

and his conquered lands 

 

They used blacksmiths’ skills 

In a goldsmith’s trade 

breaking coloured necklaces 

and fancy strings of pearls 

 

Turks, Persians and Arabs  

Kurds, Jews and much more 

A mosaic of colour,  

Held by the string of  

hating 

the old man 

 

The land had rightful owners 

Their ownership denied 

Fighting for their freedom 

The lands were then forlorn  

 

After one hundred years 

treasures have been transformed 

To a muddy mix of colour, 

lost, dried and cracked  

By the hatred … of one another. 
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