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They were right.

They say sticks and stones may break my bones but words will never hurt me.

You suck at school.

No one will ever love you.

Why don’t you just die?
Don’t tell me words don’t hurt.

We learn to stand there and take what they say.

Don’t make any movement as they scream in our face.

But the words burn through my skin,

Tattooing them on my body,

So when I look in the mirror it’s a reminder everyday.

My pride stripped away.

Their shiny tin square lunchboxes shine in the sun.

Hair flies with the wind as they chase the ball,
Greeting each other with smiles.
But how would I know how that feels.

I hear them talk but when they come

Near me they start to hush.

Sitting there, watching is all I ever knew.

You sit there with a veil surrounding you

Like a prisoner drowning in your own sorrows.

Why am I even here?

I’m just a waste of space.

I want the pain to go away.

Why won’t it go away?

Though it seems like the whole worlds against you,

You have to believe that one day,

One day, everything will be better.

They were wrong.
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