WALLFLOWER

Nobody noticed me
Or asked me to dance
I stood by the wall
And hoped for a chance

I’m not very chatty
Or funny, or bright
Or pretty or witty
But clean and polite

Because they ignored me
For such a long while
I started to blend in
Chamelion style

I looked down at my dress 
And thought it seemed strange
The colours and pattern
Had started to change

Then to my horror
I saw it begin
The very same artwork 
Invaded my skin

I melted, I blended
I felt myself flatten
My dress and my flesh
Matched the wallpaper pattern

Nobody noticed
Then, as I had feared
Into the background
I just disappeared

I’m nothing, I’m no-one
As plain as can be
I’m part of the furniture
Can you find me?


The Boy in the Dunes 

The boy positioned himself up high on the sand dune and felt satisfied with the spot. He could see his parents the rug on the beach below him. His mother applying sun lotion, his father already stretched out ready for a sleep. It was a blazing hot day. The sort of day that has adults saying things like “Hot enough for you?” and mothers fussing about sun hats. The boy had the delicious feeling of looking forward to hours of playing up on the dunes and later splashing about in the cold sea. 
He set to work with his spade; the phrase ‘digging for victory’ kept going round in his head. He liked it, but knew all it really meant was digging up your garden to grow vegetables in the war time. He kept the phrase but gave it new meaning. He was a prisoner of war, tunnelling through the floor of his cell when the guards weren’t patrolling past his door. It was good sand, after the first dry layer, and progress was swift. He made a running commentary as he dug, thinking he was alone, but when the hole was about three feet deep, he was interrupted.  A girl appeared next to him, he hadn’t seen her coming and she startled him. 
“Where did you come from?” he asked
She gave him an accusing look and said “This is my place”
“Well, I’m sorry, but I was here first” said the boy “and you don’t own the beach, you know. I’ve been here for ages and I’m not moving yet. I’m right in the middle of a game”

He looked at the girl; she appeared to be a bit younger than him. She was wearing a white cotton dress, black patent shoes with white socks and her red hair was in plaits with blue ribbons tied around the ends. She was quite pretty. Maybe she would be friendly if he was.
“You can join in if you like,” he offered “I could do with a guard patrolling past my cell door if I’m honest. I’m a British prisoner of war escaping from my cell. Can you do a German accent?”
The girl didn’t answer. 
“What’s your name?” asked the boy.
“Lottie” she replied.
“Well Lottie, are you playing or not?” he was getting a bit fed up and wanted to get on with the game.
“Go away” She shouted and looked like she might cry.
 “Look here, there’s no need...” he began, but started to feel bad at the sight of the upset little girl “Look” he continued, “give me twenty minutes to get to the best bit, then I’ll clear off, I promise.”
The girl just looked at him. He tried to ignore her. “Suit yourself” he muttered and carried on digging. When he paused to look for her again, she had gone.
The boy was dreadfully hot, and was beginning to need a drink. It would be time for the picnic soon, he thought to himself. He returned to his digging, but skipped some bits of the game to speed it up. He wasn’t enjoying it quite as much as before the girl had arrived.
The hole was approaching five feet deep and he was feeling tremendously pleased with his efforts when his spade hit something solid. He immediately had a re-think. He was a shipwrecked sailor marooned on a desert island, but had found a map in a cave with directions to the treasure. This was the very spot where it was buried. He knelt down and scraped with his bare hands; his heart quickening as he unearthed the prize. At first he found nothing but scraps of dirty, rotting, fabric. Then he saw something he couldn’t quite fathom out. He knelt back down, grasped the thing and brought it out into the sunlight.
He examined it, and slowly, sickeningly, recognised it as a plait of red hair, with a filthy, frayed blue ribbon tied around the end.  He looked back into the hole. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he saw the girl’s eyes had retained their accusing look.


