         Primary

The school ground,

A mass of pupils scurry like ants,

A big open space green and grey,

Girls skipping with a noose,

Eyes watching, whispering, waiting.

The building is like a moth to a light,

Everyone is pulled towards it

Except me.

The smell of dampness as I enter,

Not knowing any answers,

Forgetting my name at every question,

Game time brings only sorrow,

Alive but dead in my eyes,

Hide in the bathrooms until tomorrow.

The ball was kicked high into the air 

It gets smaller and smaller, then falls,

A catch was made,

Zigzagging in and out,

Hit like hammer, the knee ripped.

As I fall in pain,

My face slaps the cold mud,

I shriek in pain.

The rain drowned me,

I float in agony and drift away,

Sitting ready for my drugs,

Making me feel nothing,

So numb,

So alone.

