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WHAT ONLY I CAN SEE


I watch the raindrops



dapple the window


as Mr K sits back


feet crossed on his desk


like he’s at the fl ippin’ beach.


The classroom’s warm and stuffy



stinks of


boy-sweat


and damp grass


and someone’s pasta pesto lunch.


Afternoon-quiet settled 


over all of us.


I stare at the window


each blob of water glistens



when the sun comes out.















And in my head


I start to connect the raindrops



like those join-the-dot pictures


and slowly


         slowly


           something begins to appear.


Mr K glances round the room


asks for volunteers


the try-hard hands shoot up.


Carefully I slide my notebook out


from beneath my Small World book



and sketch the leaping dolphin



made from the shimmering droplets



that only I can see.


Listen to the words


different voices reading


droning on and on


fancy towns and cities


places far from here.




Carefully I slide my notebook out






Small World 






book






dolphin






made from the shimmering 






droplets






different voices reading






fancy towns and cities






places far from here.
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Then


silence.


No more hands go up.


His eyes move over us


slide along our row


tight feeling in my tummy


sink low in my chair


hide behind the boy in front


and try to make myself


not


here.


Inside I’m saying


not me


not me


not me


feel the heat


rising


spreading over me


think of all the ways


I can get out of this
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ones I haven’t used before.


Glance up.


A mistake.


’Cos I catch his eye


know he’s about to say my name


see it on his lips.


But then


r e l i e f


the home bell goes


he closes the book


has already forgotten


about me.


I breathe out


and know that I’m okay


for another day.
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ASKING ALEXA


One time, I asked Alexa what shyness means.


Not at ease in the company of others, easily 


frightened or timid 


she said.


At school, people think I’m shy.


But here’s the thing


I’m not shy. 


I’m not shy. 


I’m not shy. 
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SUNNY DAYS


Saturday morning


Me and The Bean*


(*Real name: Cian


Description: mop of red curls


Second name: Hynes!


Always, always destined to be: The Bean)


down past the weir


pedalling like


our lives depend on it.


Crunch of early autumn leaves


beneath our tyres


then clamber


on to the rocks


looking out to sea



and wait   and wait


to see if he appears.


And then       he does.
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‘Over there, Ró!


Sunny’s over there.’


The Bean stands up


legs all skinny in those fl appy shorts


points out into the bay.


Big and blue and dark and glistening


the bottlenose dolphin curls into the air 


shooting like a wingless bird.


Then arches back


into the ocean



tail splashing



slapping


the surface


a spray


of white foam


exploding.




the bottlenose dolphin curls into the air 






shooting like a wingless bird.
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Again


closer now


he shoots up


out of the 


waves


higher this time


his body      twists


and turns


like one giant muscle


so much power


he almost somersaults


landing backwards


with a massive


slap


then sliding


down


into


the


water.
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Again     and again     and again


he loops across the 


sea


curve after curve


of shimmering body


then disappears behind the rocks.


Nothing but the rise of waves



we watch


we wait


hoping for more


always wanting more


but this time just a nose


then a head rises up


he looks at us


mouth open


like he’s smiling


then he turns


and softly swims away.


Now we know that all is well


me and The Bean cycle back
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through our small town


stop at Spar for Smooches


with caramel and Smarties and marshmallows


all piled on top


big smiles on our lips


that drip


with little rivers of sticky white


wishing we might


stay like this


not wanting today


to ever   


ever


end.
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TV DINNERS


Dad does sausages and chips for tea


again.


Mam works evenings


at the chocolate factory


which means we get loads


of freebie bars and sweets.


But I’d rather have Mam here


when I get in from school


than a fridge crammed full



of all those chocolate treats.


We eat in front of the telly


but Dad still makes me use


a fork to eat my chips


‘We’re not orangutans’ he says.


Don’t bother telling him


orangutans are the brainiacs
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of the primate world


can use all sorts of fancy tools.


He eats his chips


too loudly


lets on he wants to watch the news


but I know that isn’t it.


We eat in here


so we don’t have to chat.


Lately


Dad never seems


to want to talk 


to me.
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HOLES


Mr K asks Mya O’Donnell


to hand the new books out.


She acts all surprised


like we don’t know


it’s always her he gets to do the jobs.


She slides mine


too hard


so that it skids


and slips


and  plops



on to the fl oor


a fake grin tight


on her silly face.


Pretend not to care


pick up the book


open it.
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And then I do the thing I always do


skip forward to the end


check bottom right


233


each page a weight


pressing down on me


flick through it


searching for the blank pages


a picture even


maybe just a map


anything to make it easier     


better


less impossible.


There’s nothing.


Turn the book over


try to read 


what’s written on the back
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The letters


too tightly packed


all fi ghting with each other.


‘Let’s get cracking’


Mr K says


tells us to open our books


and read the fi rst ten pages


to ourselves


while he writes questions


on the board.


I fi nd the fi rst page


and now a load of words


dancing 


and spinning 



and wiggling



every single one
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  laughing 


laughing


  laughing


at me.


I want to tell this Sachar fella


I already hate his stupid silly book



would     LOVE



to     take


it      


outside


and     dig



dig     a



big     fat


hole


and bury it 


forever.
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ASKING ALEXA


Alexa says stupid means



lacking in common sense, perception, 


or normal intelligence.


I’m not stupid. I’m not stupid. I’M NOT STUPID. 



But then 


why does it sometimes feel


like that’s    exactly


what I am?
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