
they will not listen: 
 
I am Aria. I do not want to fight.  
I am so young.  
I shouldn’t see violence. Why should i see 
pain. I don’t want to see suffering. My 
family is gone. 
 
Yet still, they will not listen. 
 
I am Mohammad. I do not want to fight. 
I Am so innocent. 
My life is in its infancy, Yet torn from me in 
an instant. The agony and the stress is too 
much. 
 
Yet still, they will not listen.  
 
I am Amira. I do not want to fight.  
The faraway hills and deep trenches 
never seem to end. JUst like this war.  
Hearing the gunshots (BANG) hit an inch 
away would shake any man. 
 
Yet still, they will not listen. 
 
I am Alaa. I do not want to fight. 
I beg most days, just to get by, and when 
food is scarce, I have to  become a criminal 
to survive.  
 
Yet still, they will not listen. 
 
I am Anna. I do not want to fight. 



THe physical pain i go through is enough to 
stifle any outcry, it makes me so weak. 
NO-one thinks about what I  go through. 
Even When I’m ill, i have to work hours into 
the night. 
 
Yet still, they will not listen. 
 
I am Zachary. I do not want to fight. 
I am made to fight for soldiers i don’t 
know. People i don’t know; People who 
don’t have a care in the universe about me. 
It hurts. 
 
Yet still, they will not listen. 
 
We represent the children of tomorrow, 
and we DO NOT want to fight. 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 


