The Refugee
Mama I’m frightened, Papa I’m scared,

[bookmark: _GoBack]Whatever will happen when we get there?
Nobody wants us-they’ll send us away,
Who is this lady Teresa May?
Will there be soldier’s, will there be bombs?
I want to be somewhere where I belong,
Will there be shelter from the rain?
Will we see Grandma or Grandpa again?
I am so tired we’ve travelled for days,
Papa paid a fortune for us to come this way,
The dingy was risky it nearly tipped over
But we were elated when we could see Dover,
We are not beggars or scroungers or thieves
We just need peace & somewhere to sleep,
Somewhere safe, we don’t have to hide,
Or be afraid to even play outside,
Sometimes I wish I had never been born,
Please have mercy & help us stay,
I pray you have a kind heart Mrs May.

