Year 9 Geography


At night, I sleep wondering if

If I would ever be free from this,


From all the country’s debt we pay


I just wish it all would go away.


As soon as the sun rises high


We work and work, some of us cry.


Still we carry on for the rest of the day,


All this pain for little pay.


My parents passed when I was six,


Since then I’ve started getting sick,


But unless I want my sons to die,


I’ll work all day, through wet and dry.


Both my sons are smart and kind,


They don’t deserve this dreadful life.


That’s why I try my best to hide,


The nasty pain that yearns inside.


Lydia Osborne
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