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MOHAMED MURSHID [TRANSLATION]

On the edge of a turbulent world map
| am a small island seeking peace—
Sri Lanka.

The sound of a bomb exploding in the distance,
Resonates in my heart here;

The smoke of the burning desert,

Dims the fire of my home hearth.

America, Israel, [ran—
As they draw lines on the map,
The clouds of hunger gather in the sky of my country.

The legs standing in the fuel line,
Weary in search of the shadow of hope;

A mother, a child—
There is no war in their eyes,
But its pain is there.

Although the fire of war is far away,
Its heat burns in my daily life;
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The sharp wind of price hike
Tear my dreams.

My sea is still blue—
But in its depths
Fear beats like a wave;

“What about tomorrow?” The question
accompanying every wave.

| do not fight,

but bear the burden of war;

though my voice is small,

it carries the pain of a world.

What | want is not victory—

peace.

May the green land of my island smile again,
May the hearts of my people beat peacefully,
May the war end far away.

Because—

| am a Sri Lankan,

but my heart

bears the whole world.



