
 
 
 

Writers and artists from Quebec 
have joined their voices in this 

poem for you, Omar.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Freedom should never be negotiated 
(Michel Tremblay) 
 
And when, at last, your inalienable smile will have shone on justice 
then we will have become better human beings 
(Dominic Champagne) 
 
With the hope of those mornings 
when the sun 
is not alone in rising  
(Évelyne de la Chenelière) 
 
Childhood and truth 
naked 
standing 
fragile 
like a great impossible love 
still clutch your heart 
still clutch our heart  
(Véronique Côté) 
 
I tell you the truth, but you don’t like the truth, 
you told the Canadian interrogator 
who came to violate your constitutional rights at Guantánamo 
He didn’t believe you 
Like so many others, he only liked his truth 
(Patricio Henriquez) 
 
They took ten years of your life 
What I missed most,  
you said to your friend the lawyer, 
was not going to school… 
and not having had a sweetheart 
(Luc Côtê) 
 
You heard the dogs yelping 
Your smile disappeared 
I saw your panic fear 
Of the child-soldier in their thousands, the child-prisoner alone in his hole 
And it hurt me to be in your skin 
Where to hide, my child? 
The dogs are yelping 
(Abla Farhoud) 
 
Shame on those who broke your childhood! 
Shame on those who deceive innocence! 
Shame on my country that denied the ink of its laws! 
Shame on the sad men who govern us 
and who create only terror!  
(Michel Marc Bouchard) 
 
I want you to know that I saw you and heard you 
my brother-signal my brother-beam 
I am not fooled 
in this amok country, justice has changed sides 
the vice has closed on good sense 
and it all came down on you 
if today I embrace you as a friend 
it is because your resilience honours us, opens breaches  
that will not close up 
(Hugo Latulippe) 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For the long, longest time to see the sky 
To dream about a bicycle 
Against the childhood thieves  
Guilelessness is a weapon  
to disarm 
and hope is a fruit 
that feeds those who are starving 
(Jean Barbe) 
 
Prayer as a refuge 
In contemplation 
You escaped 
Love emancipates you 
You are free 
(Geneviève Rochette) 
 
The future belongs to love 
let us bury the straitjackets 
never more ferocious pyjamas 
their bars give way 
the sound of flying wings 
when they touch the floor 
and the bees take care of the flowers 
You in your free beehive 
a pinnacle sky  
(Jean-François Casabonne) 
 
Do you hear, Omar, all our hot-air balloon voices 
rising as a symphony to give new birth to your sun 
Your hour of sunlight has arrived 
You will have your school and your sweetheart 
And youth, Omar 
You will have a long youth to forget that childhood was 
stillborn  
(Monique Proulx) 
 
A single child held prisoner and liberty is in mourning 
But when the child 
grown up 
is finally freed 
truth smiles 
before justice that dries her tears 
while brandishing the Magna Carta 
 
Truth and justice 
like freedom  
should never be negotiated 
(Normand Baillargon) 
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