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A flower in her hat,
stripes across her chest,
a mother, a daughter,
a sister, a human.
[bookmark: _GoBack](I wonder if she’ll go through with it)

Everyone else is focussed
but her mind is somewhere else.

She thinks of the rolling waves,
her treasures,
collections of shells,
the silence of the seaside
and then she wonders;
What her grandmother would think?

She cried yesterday.
Her brain is tied in knots,
she’s screaming inside.
A coffee stain on her brain
makes her eyes widen
(CODE RED)

The panic strikes
and her body trembles.
She’s gone too far.

Her sash is torn and
the flower is dead.
Someone’s mother,
daughter,
sister.
A human
gone.
