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Introduction 
 
 
This was always going to be interesting. The plan was 
simple enough; put some Young Offenders and a writer in 
a room together, stand back and see what happens. What 
happened was 24 brand new pieces of writing. Some are 
raw, some aren’t. Some are polished, some aren’t. 
Whatever it is, every single word is true. I know because I 
was there. I was that soldier. I might have guided some of 
these young writers a little, piloted them in a certain 
direction, but all the words belong to them. Poetry doesn’t 
have to be about daffodils or clouds or love or irrelevant 
boring stuff, it can, and should be, whatever you want it to 
be. These poems confirm what I’ve always suspected; that 
poetry is big enough and ugly enough to look after itself in 
the real world, and it doesn’t get any more real than this. 
 
 
Craig Bradley 
February 2005 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Monday 
 
I am in the YMCA in a room made of noise. There are no windows and 
the carpet has forgotten what colour 
it’s supposed to be. The place looks like it’s always looked like this. I 
see two teenagers and man wearing a 
big jumper like the kind sailors used to wear. Teenager number one is 
wearing a baseball cap and has a smile 
you could see from the moon. 
 
Ghetto Child 
Just because I’m a ghetto child 
I won’t live up to your expectations 
Just because I’m a ghetto child 
I won’t live up to your expectations 
I was raised in the ghetto 
Born in the ghetto 
I never shot no-body 
I rob somebody 
I smoke my weed with my buddies 
But God willing 
I never have to shot no-body 
See I’m a ghetto child 
Me and the boys 
Always ride in the ghetto 
See what’s wrong with that 
You can’t blacklist somebody 
Just because they was born in the ghetto 
 
O.B 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Teenager number two is a one-man firework display. When he spits 
his lyrics out it’s an explosion of energy, noise and colour. I light the 
blue touchpaper and stand well back. 
 
 
 
C4 
Wanna test me? 
Put ten shots in your blood clot knee 
Wanna bring war? 
Bring C4 to your Mums backdoor 
Wanna bring beef? 
Knockout your teeth 
Wanna test me? 
Bring more beef 
You have no beef to back you up 
Bring my crew you’ll get snapped up 
Wanna bring war? 
Bring C4 to your Mum’s backdoor. 
 
H 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It’s Better Than Being At Home 
 
White walls and cheap wallpaper, 
social service doors. Standard. 
 
Nice wooden window frame 
and shutters. No curtains. 
 
Nice scenery outside. 
Trees waving in the wind. 
 
Nice colours, red, orange, 
yellow, green and blue 
 
Dirty windows and a boring 
carpet, minging green chairs. 
 
I’m sat on one. 
 
Plain white boxes stacked 
in the corner. Taped up, forgotten. 
 
A dusty computer, 
never used. 
 
I can hear the clock ticking, 
doors slamming, people going home. 
 
It’s a dull Wednesday 
afternoon, but I don’t care. 
 
It’s still better than being at home. 
 
LT 
 
 
 
 
 



-What do you like doing? I ask. 
 
 -Watching films 
 
.-What kind? 
 
 -Fast and Furious 2. Have you seen it? 
 
I shake my head. 
 
-What’s it about? I ask. 
  
-Cars.  
 
-What kind of cars? 
 
He fiddles with the baseball cap. It’s his way of thinking. He grins.  
 
-Nice ones, he says. 
 
Nice Cars 
Some had spoilers 
Some had stickers 
Some had stars and stripes. 
They were Nissan Skyliners 
Mitzubishi Lancers 
Subaru Imprezas. 
Some had dragons on 
and stunning lights underneath 
that lit the road up when you drove. 
It’s about speed 
It’s about looks 
It’s about noise 
It’s about the buzz 
250 MPH. 
Like shit off a shovel 
 
LT 
 



I look out of the window at the weeds and the dog-ends blowing about 
in the wind. That’s my way of thinking. 
 
A young lady is talking and I’m listening. She’s telling me about 
poems. 
 
Growing up 
I used to write poems 
but I don’t anymore. 
When I was twelve 
we did poems at school. 
When I was in Year 7 
I thought Year 11 were huge. 
I don’t anymore. 
 
SS 
 
 
That’s a cracking poem about yesterday, I say, can you write one 
about tomorrow.  
 
-I told you, she says, I 
don’t write poems anymore. 
 
-Oh, I say. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Cleaning The Buses 
My sister has a job on the buses. 
She cleans, mops and sweeps, 
does the windows and the seats. 
She looks right stupid. 
She does two hours a day. 
Starts at five, she’s a lazy cow. 
My sister isn’t happy. 
I want to be a hairdresser 
when I leave school. 
 
SS 
 
And you still don’t write poems? I ask her. 
 
-No way, she says 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THURSDAY 
 
The can of coke from yesterday is still on the table. All the fizz has 
gone. I go out to the wheelie bin and throw it away. The Red Room is 
red-less again. 
 
 
The Bad Boy Bandit 
 
I blackboxed 
a Bandit one night 
 
It was minty green 
with fat black tyres 
made for the road 
 
They were three of us 
on it, clinging on, 
we did a burn out 
and we were gone 
 
Just like the wind 
 
I wouldn’t pull a wheelie 
I wouldn’t dare 
it’s like a bullet 
flying through the air 
 
CC 
 
My brother used to have a motorbike, I say, and a scooter, a 
Lambretta, remember those? 
 
 -Yeah, mods and rockers. 
 
 -That’s it, well before your time though. How old are you? 
 
 
 



16 
 
It’s good being me. 
 
I can go in when I want 
I can get up when I want 
I can eat what I want 
I can say what I want 
I can do what I want to do 
 
Now I’m sixteen 
I’ve been around 
 
When I was little 
I was lost 
 
But now I’m found 
 
CC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



School Hums 
 
School was a hum of different smells 
 
Maths was chalky and dusty 
English smelt weird 
with musty books and polished floors 
and History didn’t smell at all 
 
Art was clay and paint 
and plaster-of-paris 
PE , to me, was sweaty socks 
and squeaky floors 
Set my teeth on edge 
 
Science had a chemical smell 
of test-tubes of different colours 
one smelt like roses, 
one like lavender 
 
The dining hall was warm with the smell 
of shepherds pie, gravy and orange 
 
Shepherds pie smells different now 
 
ED 
 
I write lyrics for a band, she says, death metal.  
 
-Really. I used to be in a band, I was the drummer. 
 
 -Any good? 
 
-No, we the worst band in the world, at the time I thought we were the 
next big thing but looking back I realize it was never going to happen. 
Time changes things. Shepherds pie smells different to me as well. 
 
 
 



Head In The Clouds 
Mam always said 
I had my head 
in the clouds. 
Away with the fairies 
she used to say. 
But what’s wrong 
with being in a world of your own? 
I like it here. 
 
E.D 
 
Sometimes, when I am stressed and want to yell at 
someone, I take it out on a piece of paper and pen. 
Writing is a gateway to your innermost thoughts. 
 
ED 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I am still thinking about gateways and innermost thoughts when a new 
person sits in front of me.  
 
-How you doing? I say.  
 
He sniffs. 
 
 -Awright.  
 
-If you could be anyone in the world, I say, who would it be? 
 
 
Rooney 
 
I want to be Wayne Rooney 
and play footy for fun 
Micheal Owen scored his 
first goal when he was one. 
David Beckham is good 
at corners and free kicks 
But they’re not as good as Rooney 
cos he’s got skills and tricks. 
 
JOD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



DJ 
 
Two turn tables 
Mixer and vinyls 
Strobe lighting 
Making colours glow 
 
Massive speakers 
Twelve hundred watts 
Makes chairs 
Jump up off the floor 
 
Hard house, Hip-hop, 
Rave and platinum 
That’s the music I play 
People dancing on their feet 
 
Mixing and scratching 
Cross-fading 
Music in the headphones 
Bang it in on the beat. 
 
JOD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FRIDAY 
 
I have no coke can, or red socks or red T-shirt or red anything. I look 
for a red pen but I can’t find it. The Red 
Room has no red again. I talk to the first teenager I see. He tells me 
that he’s pumped. 
 
 -Where have you been? I ask. 
 
Gym 
The gym reeks 
of sweat and fat old men. 
They howl 
and breath heavy. 
Ten minutes of running 
and I’m warmed up. 
 
I bench press, 
shoulder press 
I do five reps each. 
it aches, 
but the ache feels good. 
 
CC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Are you happy? I say. 
 
-Yeah. 
 
 -Where you gonna be in ten years time?  
 
-Dunno. 
 
 -Who does eh? If you could change anything, what would it be?  
 
-Nowt. 
 
 -What’s your ambition? 
 
 -Bungee jumping.  
 
-Where? 
 
 -Anywhere. 
 
-What is it about bungee jumping? 
 
-I like rollercoasters. 
 -You mean like Blackpool? 
 
 -No, I’ve been to Florida twice, Portugal, Cyprus, Salou, Tenerife 
twice and Greece but Florida is my favourite. 
 
 -Why? 
 
 -It has loads of theme parks 
 
 –What’s your favourite ride?  
-The Incredible Hulk, a big green rollercoaster, and there is onecalled  
-The Two Dragons, one is blue for ice and one is red for fire. 
 -What’s your favourite colour? -Red, he 
says.  
 
And suddenly the Red Room has some red in it 



Talking History 
 
July is called after Julius, 
a Roman king. 
 
The Romans had horses 
and carts and spears. 
They killed people and animals 
Medusa, I think, was a Roman God. 
 
She had eight snake heads. 
 
The Vikings had big horns 
on their hats, they wore 
armour, steel stuff. 
They came on boats, big ones. 
 
I’ve heard of The Battle of Hastings; the French won, 
that’s why they built the Channel tunnel. 
 
LT 
 
 
 
I like that, I said, what else do you know about history? 
 
 -My Granddad, he was old. 
 
 -Tell me about him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



George Hunter 
My Granddad looked old, 
he looked like he enjoyed himself. 
He liked going for holidays 
and ran the committee at West Bowling WMC. 
He had a bad heart, and had a transplant 
and two more heart attacks. 
He wore golf jumpers 
and smoked Berkleys. 
He gave me big bags of fruit pastiles 
that took me hours to eat. 
He loved Elvis 
-You ain’t nothing but a hound dog. 
He had an Elvis clock 
with an Elvis face and everything. 
I don’t like Elvis 
but I would have done 
If I’d have been around then. 
 
LT 
 
 
You don’t like Elvis then?  
 
-No. 
 
 -So if I said that you could be Elvis for a day what would you say?  
 
He shakes his head. 
 
 -I want to be a plasterer, he says. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Six Minutes 
If you only have six minutes and you don’t know what to do, here are 
some suggestions why don’t you try a few? 
 
Get dressed. 
Read a really short book. 
Eat a Twix. 
Take sixty pictures. 
Listen to a song. 
Watch the clock for 360 seconds. 
Ring someone. 
Throw a penny in a wishing well. 
Ride a horse through the waves. 
Watch the sunset. 
 
Or write a poem like me. 
 
MM 
 
 
 
Emotions of Life 
Pain is like the devil 
in flames of red and blue. 
Pleasure is like the angels 
above myself and you. 
 
We all wish that we don’t show pain 
but that cannot be helped. 
It could be worse, if you could 
fall below where good things melt. 
 
Once I looked into a light 
which lead me to the sky 
 
In my imagination, I then began to fly. 
 
MM 



I got my things together and got ready to leave. I looked out of the 
window and saw the weeds and dog-ends blowing around in the yard. 
The Red Room was empty now, empty, but full at the same time. It was 
full of words, ideas, stories, poems. I turned the light out and stood 
there in the dark. listened. I could hear them. Those voices linger still. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT OUT 
 
Friday or Saturday 
I’m not really fussed 
I sneak in on the guess list 
I don’t pay much 
 
I don’t drink 
Just J20 or water 
I don’t touch the coke 
It’s been watered too much 
 
R&B, HipHop 
Trance – Angel City 
‘Love me right’ 
Really quick beats 
 
It’s crowded, loud 
With a heavy atmosphere 
I stay until closing 
Then go to Seraja for a quick kebab. 
 
AA 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ILLINGWORTH 
 
It’s a place 
 
It’s got the Moorlands 
It’s a bit posh 
The Ivy House is better 
I play pool 
I won’t go in the Talbot though 
I don’t know why 
 
There’s Tony’s chip shop 
And Sid’s offy 
I go into Sid’s for all sorts 
 
Home is a 2-bedroomed house 
It’s got a white front door 
Gardens and the big shed 
 
I’ve been to Spain 
Tenerife, New York and Turkey 
 
I’ve got a dog called Alanya 
She’s a German Shepherd. 
 
I’ve never been to Germany. 
 
GB 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SPAIN 
 
I want to live in Spain. 
I’d like to live near the sea. 
I like waves. 
I don’t know why. 
I’ve been 6 or 7 times. 
It’s a nice place. 
And the people are good. 
It’s a lot cheaper than England. 
I like Spain because it’s somewhere else. 
And not here. 
 
GB 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



UNTITLED 
 
Smash your head 
Into the kerb 
Break your teeth 
And nick your herb 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
MANCHESTER 
 
I’m from Manchester 
Steal your TV and your VCR 
And your freezer 
Supping Bacardi Breezer 
Gimme what I needa 
A MasterCard and Visa 
And a big pound of reefer 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CRIMINAL 
 
Preacher, Preacher, 
Fifth grade teacher 
You can’t reach me 
My mum can’t neither 
You can’t teach me 
A goddam thing 
I’ve got TV 
And a concourse table 
I didn’t come for an English lesson 
 
You ain’t able to stop these thoughts 
You can’t stop me 
From topping these charts 
You can’t stop me 
From dropping each march 
With a brand new CD 
 
Because I’m a criminal 
Every time I write a rhyme 
People think it’s a crime 
To tell em what’s on my mind 
Cos I’m a criminal 
I flip em the bird 
I don’t take shit from no one. 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FREE 
 
They call me Lukey D 
I’m buzzing like a bee 
Taking ecstasy 
Sipping Hennessey 
I’m the baddest MC 
There’ll ever be 
One as bad as me 
Listen to me 
You’ll be free 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TEMP 
 
I used to play football but now I don’t play no more. I don’t get time. 
I’m too busy at work. I’m working in a factory on a short contract 
until December. I lift machines all day. I up them off the line and 
place them where it goes. I do it all day. I work with washing 
machines-small cabs and big cabs. I do evening shifts five till ten. The 
guys at work are all right, most of them come from a different 
country. Poland or Latvia. They seem ok. Sound. One guy I get on 
well with, he gives me a lift home. There’s one lad, he’s older than 
me, in his mid-twenties. I worked on the production line first, you 
have to be quick, but then I changed shifts. I was glad. I’ve got it easy. 
It’s good money but I couldn’t do it all the time, you get knackered 
after a bit. It’s boring and you can’t talk to the guy next to you, so I 
listen to the radio. Sometimes you have time to kill and you can get a 
smoke break. You’re supposed to have two ten minute breaks but I 
have twenty minutes. No one cares. I don’t clock in or clock out. 
When I go home my mate rings and we go out, we go nowhere, just 
out. 
 
AA 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Q&A 
 
Favourite colour:    Black or green 
Favourite number:   786 
Favourite meal:    Chicken Masala 
Favourite restaurant:   Seraja 
Favourite actor:    Robert De Niro, Al 
Pacino 
Favourite film:    Casino, Heat, Scarface 
Why is Scarface your favourite film: He tells it like it is, he 

starts down and works 
his way up, he trust no-
one. 

Favourite singer: Tupac 
Favourite place in the world: Dubai 
Favourite saying: Oi 
How do you want people  
to remember you: As me 
If you were an animal, 
what would you be: A lion, but then again I’d 

like to be able to fly. 
Best advice: Don’t smoke, it leads you 

down different paths and 
stick at school. 

What would you change: I’d change one thing, but 
I can’t tell you what that 
is. 

 
AA 
 
 
 
 



 
Book Review: 
 
The Lion that Nobody Loved 
 
The Lion that Nobody Loved was the best book I read. I don’t know 
who wrote it. It’s one of my favourite book. It’s about a lion that loved 
everyone. He got kicked out of his family because he was meant to 
hunt for his prey, but he didn’t like doing that. It’s a sad book at the 
beginning but happy at the end. I wanted to speak to the lion when I 
finished the book but I couldn’t. 
 
SC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BABY BLUE 
 
It’s the colour 
Of the sky when it’s sunny. 
It’s the colour 
Of newborn babies eyes. 
It’s the colour 
Of bluebells swaying in the woods. 
It’s the colour 
Of my favourite jeans. 
 
I don’t like green or white 
But black’s alright. 
 
Baby blue makes me happy 
It expresses my feelings. 
 
SC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



EMPTY 
 
It’s not a struggle for me to say I’m sorry, not if I mean it. If I don’t 
mean it I’ll still say it, but then it’s just an empty word. 
 
I hate it when I lose things. Sometimes I spend 20 minutes looking for 
my hat and it’s on my head. 
 
I didn’t feel angry at the time but afterwards I did. Because the 
consequences were too harsh. I knew I was angry because I started 
swearing a lot. I don’t normally swear. 
 
Honest is another empty word. If you say I’m honest when you’re 
talking lingo with your mates and you say I’m being honest now, you 
don’t really mean it. Honest is an easy word to say. 
 
Forgive is an empty word because you don’t mean it. It’s just a word. 
 
We had a question in school the other day. “How is a kid shaped”? I 
think it’s atmosphere and environment. 
 
Conflict is not empty. There’s different kinds of conflict. It’s a barrier 
between two different ways of seeing like America and Iraq. Think 
about it. Iraq is full of Muslims, they’re not going to back down, not 
in their views, it’s about religion. In Islam the family is the big main 
thing. In Islam it says if someone is attacking your religion then you 
have to die for it, go to paradise it’s an honour. 
 
Tradition is important to some people. It’s not to me. Because I 
believe a person is what a person is. I am who I want to be. 
 
AmA 
 
 
 
 
 
 



UNTITLED 
 
What’s going on 
In me dom? 
I’m having troubles 
At home 
I’ve got a bad reputation 
So they won’t leave me alone 
I feel the stress 
Feel the breath 
Feel that life’s a test 
My shit, ain’t picturesque 
 
Don’t know which way to turn 
All I want to do is drink or burn 
Got so much more to learn 
And now I’m just stopping with my baby 
 
I’m not a white sheep 
I’m not a black sheep 
In fact I’m not a sheep at all 
I might be considered as one 
And constantly on my tour 
But you’ll know that I’ll never fall. 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Q&A 
 
Favourite colour:    Red for United 
Favourite number:   69 
Favourite meal:    Food 
Favourite restaurant:   Mumtaz 
Favourite actor/actress:   Carmen Riviera 
Favourite film: Gangbang on the 

Mountain 
Favourite singer:    Eminem 
Favourite place in the world:  Bradford, I’ve not
     been further than 
     Bradford. 
Favourite saying:    Rincing, Buzzin, 
     Wicked, Respec 
How do you want people to remember you: 
     Bad Boy MC 
If you were an animal, what would you be: 

Asiberian Tiger, they’re 
wicked 

Best advice:    Have one of these 
What would you change:   My parents. 
 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



UNITED 
 
Man United are the best team in the world. My Dad supported them so 
I support them as well. Rooney is my favourite player. He’s on loads 
of money. I’m gonna spend £120 tonight on presents for myself. Old 
Trafford is shit-hot. 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



HAIKU 
 
Bubbles on the cup 
Are green and fluffy with wings 
They came from the sky 
 
MM 
 
STUPID 
 
Once there was a butterfly 
Whose wings got tangled up 
Nobody would help 
So he started to yelp 
And ended all covered in mud 
 
MM 
 
LOVE AND HATE 
 
LOVE     HATE 
Chocolate    Cockroaches 
Animals     Mean people 
Munchies the cat    The colour brown 
Christmas 
Books 
White 
Poems 
 
MM 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MUNCHIES 
 
In a house, not so far away from where you are now, lives a black and 
white fluffy cat called Munchies. 
 
He’s probably the most handsome tom cat in the world. But he can be 
mean sometimes. He will pretend he’s an angel and will snuggle up 
against you on the settee and purr to his hearts content until he 
meows… 
 
He either wants you to let him outside, or he might want to be fed. 
Which is all fine but if Munchies does not get what he wants he will 
turn into a ferocious dragon and bare his sabre teeth. Munchies will 
bite and scratch if he must, so give him what he wants. 
 
He also catches rabbits and mice in the garden. 
 
MM 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BOOK REVIEW 
 
A Series of Unfortunate Events Book 3 
The Reptile Room 
 
A thrilling chain of events about the lives of the children named 
Violet, Claus and Sunny Baudilaire. After these siblings parents have 
perished in a terrible fire, they are desperately trying to escape from a 
dreadful man named Count Olaf. Count Olaf has been chasing the 
three Baudilaire children ever since they were transferred to a 
different guardian, Count Olaf being the first. He wanted their family 
fortune. In this book, he chases them to their current guardian called 
Monty, whom he murders and steels all his research and his 100 pets, 
which are all snakes. Count Olaf murders Monty with a syringe 
containing deadly snake venom, and he makes it seem as if the snake 
did it, until Violet points out that Count Olaf snuck inside and 
murdered him. I liked the book because it had a lot of things going on 
in it. I want to write a book like it one day myself. 
 
MM 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BOOK REVIEW 
 
The Suitcase Kid by Jacqueline Wilson 
 
The kid’s parents have split up so she moves from house to house and 
goes on adventures. She has a tiny mouse and makes it talk. A is the 
mum’s house and B is the dad’s and her house is at C. It’s full of old 
people. It’s like having a third parent. I like it because it’s interesting 
to read, her parent’s have split up and she goes on loads of adventures 
in her garden. It’s funny and a bit sad as well. In the end everybody is 
happy, or something like that. 
 
KS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SISTERS 
 
MY SISTER THE POET 
My sister is 11 and writes poems. She’ll make poems up about people, 
places and animals. She’s really good at writing and making poems. 
That’s my sister the poet. 
 
LITTLE SISTER 
I want to work with children when I get older. I want to do it because 
they’re fun to be with and play with. I’ve got a little sister, she’s one 
year old. I look after her, all the time, she thinks I’m her mum. She’s 
naughty, she pulls things off tables, she beats you up, she smacks you, 
pulls your hair and kicks you. She can say hello, mum, bye, ta, choc-
choc, breakfast, now and mine. She can say some swear words and my 
mum goes mad. She’s a good sleeper. Sometimes when she’s poorly 
she eats baby food, but mostly she eats chips, beans, chicken and 
vegetables. She likes them all mashed up. She always stands on her 
toes. I think she’s going to be a ballet dancer when she gets older. 
 
BIG SISTER 
I’ve got a sister who’s 25. She looks after two babies. I’m an auntie, 
my sister had a baby at 13. It’s good to be an auntie. I go round to her 
house. We get on ok. 
 
NIGHTCLUBBER 
I’ve got a sister who’s 17. She’s nice, she’s in college. She’s busy. I 
don’t know what she wants to do. She’s busy going out all the time. 
She doesn’t live with me, she lives at my nanna’s with her boyfriend. 
It’s alright. 
 
KS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MUM 
 
My mum likes Barry Manilow. She embarrasses me. You shouldn’t 
like that kind of music. I think Barry Manilow is sad. I don’t like his 
nose because it’s weird. But my mum isn’t bothered about it. 
 
KS 
 
 
COLOURS 
 
There’s brown people, white people, and I’m the only brown one in 
my family. My sisters are white, my mum is white and my grandma 
and everyone else is white. Sometimes I think about it. When people 
talk about brown people in a nasty way it makes me angry. I feel stuck 
in the middle. 
 
KS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



DANCING 
 
Gay men 
Dance like girls 
Straight men 
Only dance 
When they’re drunk 
 
KS 
 
 
POPSTAR 
 
I don’t want to be a popstar 
It’s stupid, it’s only for money 
 
I like popstars but that doesn’t mean 
I want to be one 
 
I like Dizzee Rascal 
He’s good at rapping 
 
That’s my kind of music 
 
I suppose if I was a popstar 
I’d get used to it 
 
I’d be able to go shopping every day. 
 
KS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



GREEN 
 
It’s the colour of the sky 
when it’s dawn or dusk 
 
It’s the colour of cabbage 
sprouts and peas 
 
It’s the colour of dirt 
like grass 
 
It’s the colour of the country 
side like cowpats or trees 
 
Green makes me feel ill 
it’s the colour of sick. 
 
SC 
 
 
YELLOW IS FINE 
 
Yellow feels like a warm 
hearted person 
 
Yellow feels like a bright sun 
shinning in my face 
 
Yellow is the colour of my hair 
yellow is fine 
 
SC 
 
 
 
 
 
 



WEED 
 
You get stoned 
On kingsize Rizlas 
You get chilled out 
It gives you the giggles 
Sometimes you sit there 
And be quiet 
Sometimes 
It makes you paranoid 
You get the munchies 
If you have bongs 
Or too many spliffs 
You can feel your body 
Twitching 
Makes your blood tingle 
Like fizzy pop 
 
JOD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE FISH KILLER 
 
My first memory is falling into a fishpond in the back garden. I just 
slipped and lost my balance. It was freezing. I whacked my head on a 
brick and there were fish in it, big gold and orange ones. I killed about 
five of them. 
 
JOD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CONVERSATION PIECES 
 
Saw your mum in KFC 
Showed me her bucked for 35p 
 
What do you want for Christmas? 
Ten quid off you 
 
I’m fifteen 
What’s it like being fifteen? 
Shit 
Why? 
Cos it is, you can’t do anything. 
 
LD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TEN THINGS YOU CAN BUY FOR TWO QUID 
 
1. 10 Richmond Superkings 
2. 10 Richmond Kingsize 
3. 10 Mayfair Superkings 
4. 10 Mayfair King 
5. 200 penny sweets 
6. Bag of chips with curry sauce 
7. 2 McFlurry’s 
8. Loaf of Bread 
9. A spliff 
10. 10 pack of Rizla 
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GETTING UP 
 
I get up about nine, have breakfast, bacon butty, do it myself, I like it 
done right. Well done, you know, burnt. I’m a red sauce man. I don’t 
like brown. Don’t know why. Then I have a drink of tea, two sugars, 
milk and a cig. A Richmond Kingsize. I need it, I’m gagging for it. I 
feel better after it, like I’ve woken up. I have a shower, get out, get 
dried. I use a big blue beach towel. Then I get dressed: undies, Reebok 
trackers, Reebok grey T-shirt, Adidas white socks and Craghopper 
jacket. I don’t wear a hat. I use a hood. Then I’m ready. 
 
JOD 
 
 
GOING TO BED 
 
I go to bed whenever I’m knackered. I just fall asleep anywhere. 
Downstairs, upstairs. I don’t know if I snore. I sleep in boxers, 
pyjamas are for kids. I sleep in a bunkbed with a chair underneath. I 
have a cig in bed, it’s dangerous I know but I’m not bothered, I don’t 
think about it. My favourite dream is about a lass. It’s a rude one. I 
watch telly. I like watching fighting films, there’s someone naffed up 
at the end. 
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TERRORIZER 
 
I’ve been to the Blue Dolphin near Whitby. It was alright. You can do 
all sorts, there’s a big waterslide, carpet slides, swimming pool, 
everything. My favourite ride is Magnum Force. It’s a big ride. It goes 
straight, dips up goes right high and speeds up. It’s got loops and it 
goes again. It’s in Flamingo Land. There is a Corkscrew, it nearly 
snaps your neck. I went on the UFO but it’s crap. All it does is go 
round in circles. The Terrorizer is good, it goes higher and higher, all 
the way up, all the way over, comes back up and does it again. It’s 
mental. There’s one called Cliffhanger, but I don’t go on that cos you 
can lose your trainers. 
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CAP 
 
I’ve just got this blue Lambretta one in Manchester somewhere. I go 
there a lot, I’ve got relatives there, in Doven. I got it in the shopping 
centre. It’s about a year old. I wear it all the time except in bed and 
when I’m watching telly. I don’t know why I wear it I just do. I think 
clothes are powerful. My cap doesn’t talk but if it did I don’t know 
what it would say. I’ve got three or four, this ones not my favourite, 
that’s a red Nike. It goes with my tracksuit. I feel good in it. Relaxed. 
 
JQ 
 
GUM 
 
Airways. I like it. 
Stronger than Wrigleys 
30p a packet. 
 
I eat a packet a day. 
When I’ve finished 
I lob it away. 
 
I don’t pass them round 
Like a joint. 
 
I can blow bubbles 
But I don’t. 
 
Because there’s no point. 
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JACKET/SWEATSHIRTS/SHOES 
 
Striped, black 
I think it’s cotton. 
A jacket for surprising. 
 
Half a tracksuit 
The bottom’s forgotten. 
A hood that’s good to hide in. 
 
In the shoe shop on the rack 
They look pretty hot 
I hope they’ve got my size in. 
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