
One world is better than a divided world 

Summer is approaching and the warm summer breeze sweeps past me. For most kids, 
summer is a time for happiness.  But to my left I see bloodshed; to my right I see 
poverty, behind me, my deceased family and ahead of me? I aspire not a world whose 
own people ruthlessly destroyed it. Bam! Bullets whizz past my ear. I run, my hand 
clasped in my uncle’s hand, holding each other as if we would never let go. How 
wrong I was. My country is at war. I have left everything. My heart, my hopes, my 
aspirations and dreams, all lingered in the air and vanished amidst all the chaos and 
dust of the war. My first boat journey wasn’t how I’d dreamed it to be.  My uncle 
pressing 15 crumpled notes in my hand, kissing me.  

“Go, child. Go”  

I cry and I am pushed onto a tiny boat.  

The boat is like a fruit basket. The soft, shiny apples eager for a new life, the small 
grapes who are too innocent to perceive the situation, the fatigued figs who are too 
old for this perilous journey, and the oranges who underneath the weather beaten and 
hard labouring skin, lay sweet and succulent personalities we never learn about, as 
society told us to frown upon them.  

But then they were the rotting fruits of evilness and slyness that leered and jeered at 
everyone. I simply avert my eyes. Society is full of different people, from different 
backgrounds, from different races and religions. We are not generalized into one big 
group, anywhere in the world.  

Finally, I see land. Elation surges through me. I foresee my self walking through this 
land, becoming an artist, sketching beautiful portraits free for anyone to see. 

“France”, an old man murmurs beside me, giggling. We all cheer and some even cry 
as we come closer to land. We are cold and hungry, but we have escaped the war, and 
the bloodshed. I’m free to walk in the streets and smile and laugh, not fearing that I 
wouldn’t see tomorrow’s sunset. Tears flow down my cheeks, but I clutch my money, 
smiling to myself.  

But 15 hours have passed. They have guns pointed at us. I’m trembling and I’m 
thirsty. I fall down, and weep. I want to be safe. I don’t want to live in this world 
anymore, where I’ve lost my relatives. I’m sick of this war and suffered too much.  
But where do I go? I can’t return to my country, but I cannot wait any longer. Black 
spots appear in front of my vision, dancing. I feel faint. I collapse, my lungs rattling. I 
can’t breathe, it hurts. Someone help me. Please. 

“The child’s dying”, they shriek, “Let us in”, they cry. “ The child’s dying”, they 
scream, banging the fence.  



It’s okay. I’m just a number that means nothing. The one when you switch on the T.V, 
you sigh and question why we make these perilious, suicidal journeys, as if it is our 
fault. As if it’s our fault we started the war. But when our politicians, who we depend 
on, believe that our country is money, war is business and human lives are jokes, what 
do we do? We run. Everyone has been forced to flee from something whether it is 
insecurities; themselves; places; people. But not everyone has been forced to flee 
from their country, watched innocent civilians shot in streets, and family members 
torn apart from you. Some live in a world of their own, shut the blinds, and pretend 
this isn’t happening. Some live in a false realty, living in a superficial world, and 
forget about us. And if you view the world as a fruit basket, we are the onions that 
have accidently fallen in there. We are unwanted, we don’t belong anywhere.  

I yearn for a world where we all prosper and flourish and help people in times of 
difficulty. Where we don’t let superficial things close of our emotion and compassion. 
I yearn for a world where we don’t generalise refugees. I yearn for a world where we 
don’t stereotype and generalise, based on exaggerated, false reports. Most of all, I 
yearn for a world of peace. Not all Scots are murderers, Englishmen liars, Welsh 
thieves, and Irish kidnappers. I’m not a murderer. I’m just a refugee, a child, a victim 
of war, stuck in a triangle of fighting. I have no route, but to leave.  And imagine if 
you had to leave, but had no route.  

If you choose to imagine; or if you choose to ignore, that’s your worry. To blank out 
the problems in the rest of the world, and ignore all the woes, that’s your downfall. If 
you choose to hate, you’re worse than corrupt politicians. And if you tend to avoid 
these major problems of the war, then you need to come out of your bubble and sink 
back to reality. These wars are not going to stop with weapons of destruction. We 
need to talk, love, and share. Our actions and words can stop the war.  We’re not too 
late. But very soon we will be.  

And as I leave this world, I hear them chant;  

“Let us in”, “Let us in” 

Someone grabs my money from me.  

Let them in I say. Let them in.  


