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Reading and Writing Poetry and Prose: Session 15: Sound/Movement

Down We Go
Stuck in a room, all doom and gloom
Only solace is a window filled with light.

Turn away toward a chair, old and threadbare
No view anymore because it’s night.

Suddenly a crash, a bang, a flip, a scream
All from outside, gives me a fright
And shatters my peaceful dreams.

A memory bursts in from my childhood days
One summer at a waterpark, under the burning rays
Two kids on a waterslide crash into each other
Both injured quite badly, both mothers blaming one another
Whilst the water crashed around them like thunder.

Leave the room, enter another, just the same
Feels like I’m playing a weird game of 
Hide and Seek
Except I won’t be found, no-one to look
No-one to peek.

And I wish for silence once again
Hopefully soon but I’ll never know when 
It’ll come.

Down I go, into the abyss
But why search for something 
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