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I am not well.
I wonder why do men like gold?
I hear kids crying.
I see people dying .
I am strong.
I  want to live.
I say kind stuff.
I feel bad because my dad is in war against the British.

I touch my friend dying because he has had no food on the trail.

I worry about my brother because he is also in the war.
I cry  myself to sleep because I am afraid I will die.
I am strong.
I understand I might never come back to here.
I ask will I die in my sleep?
I dream that we will live. 
I try  to survive.
I hope I can live .
