G§q8o?g (Sumlut Tu Awng)
Eesq&o&omo@ clodg, 630003 egprutemoniesom sdeosdeodjope En
c cc\?qc‘}esa)o% 0GEPOICE OIODSIBWD §.6SEPYD GAIPEIIGO, L[gOYCID:/
el ptieat]

comE:qE:30 6yPQEE3NE 03udBodNde[gesq000dI 8e5§ QIR0 vs05EES,
[%%sql&e.gep? 36 (ilgéaoa cf)oo(c’r? 0sM(g El%li:e}ﬁ@éoa @gcﬁueoﬁé PP
cgoSmSoBof)Sg%tﬁ 0l4eQC cloeooon

An Ode To My Native Land
Written by Sumlut Tu Awng
17-year-old boy, Grade 9

I have been waiting for peace in my home for a long time

I don’t want to die in Lucifer’s evil land.

I control my mind to be happy by praying every day.

I swear:

The tears of today, will fall upon the peace of tomorrow.

The sounds of guns today, will be the songs of the Dove tomorrow.
I will not die before I see my Nation

Free and peaceful.



