JAMIE’S STORY

It started on the first day.  He knew it was going to be difficult, first day at a new school ( everybody had already got their own friends.  He’d soon settle in, his mum had said, soon make friends. The two boys Miss Simpson had asked to show him around had been nice enough, until lunch time that was.  It was football and he hated football, he said he’d just sit and watch and they went off and played.  He sat there, clutching his new bag, his new uniform making him more and more uncomfortable.  It was then that the older boys noticed him. There were three of them and they had spotted him immediately.  He knew it meant trouble.


“Who are you?” the biggest said.


“Are you new then?” said another, sitting beside him. “First day is it?”


“Yes,” he replied. He had learnt to say as little as possible. It was safer. 


“Got any money?” asked one.


“No.”


“Don’t give me that. Empty your pockets.” He gave him a push. “Come on now.”


One of them grabbed him around the neck. He could feel the tears in his eyes. He wouldn’t cry, he wouldn’t. But it was no good, he couldn’t help himself.


“Look at him,” one said, “the little poof.”


“Queer,” repeated one of the others.


The two boys who had been told to look after him had been watching this. They didn’t know what to do, get in trouble with Ms Simpson for not looking after him or risk the anger of the bullies. Slowly they walked over. 


“Is he a mate of yours?” said the boy with his arm around Jamie’s neck.


“No, we’re just looking after him. We have to.”


“1’d keep away from him if was you. He’s just a little queer.”


“Yeah I’d watch out for him, poof.”


The older boys had got bored with the game and walked off. After that things were different.  He’d been crying and the word got around:  “Poof. Queer.” Boys in the class made a big show of staying away from him.


The worst was the writing on his books.  It was all the usual things. He had to pretend he’d lost his books, he didn’t want to tell anyone what was happening.


The only people that would talk to him now were a group of the girls, but if he sat with them the others called him more names.


When his mum asked him how school was he said, “All right.”  But he hated it, he really hated it.

