I Hate The Word Hate

If I was asked to write a list of things I like about myself I couldn’t. It would be empty. No words would even be on the list. Do you know why?

   Because I hate myself.

   You’re probably thinking of course you don’t. You’re just being silly. I’m not.

   My name is Heaven. It’s a pretty name; a name you’d think would belong to a happy, smiley, pretty girl. It doesn’t in my case. It belongs to someone who is unhappy, frowny and ugly. I don’t know why my mum decided to name me with it. She obviously didn’t realise I was going to be unhappy.
   I still go to school. Yep, not leaving yet. I’ve got another year left. I’m fifteen in a few months and I just wish I was sixteen. Then I could leave school.

   School I think has taken a huge roll in my distressing life. It hasn’t helped with any of it. It’s just added to all the pain, anger and sadness.

   “Heaven. Get ready for school!” 

   I just want to ignore everyone. They just can’t tell me what to do. If I ruled the world I would make sure everyone was able to do what they want. No one would have to be told what to do. We’re free. It’s up to us what to do!

  I suppose I need to go though. I’ve got an assessment thing to do today. Stupid me forgot to revise, so, as usual, I’ll get everything wrong. That word is always used in my life. Wrong. W. R. O. N. G. Wrong. Wrong. Wrong. Wrong. Wro—

   “Are you listening to me?” 

   I got up from my chair, threw my breakfast into the sink and wiped the milk from my mouth on my sleeve. I grabbed my bag and went out the door.

   My school is just down the road but I just can’t be asked to walk. I would rather be dropped off, but as usual, no one can be bothered to do anything for me. Watch me cry and feel unhappy. I bet they’re laughing their brain off in their heads. Its probably like watching some proper hilarious comedy film to them, watching me sit there. Lonely. Just me.

   I’m always lonely. By myself practically twenty-four-seven. Sometimes its like there isn’t anyone else in the world. I’m always by myself, no one talking to me, no one near me, no one with me. Its like I’m not there. I’m a ghost. I’m invisible…

   Some boys shove past me and make me trip up. What losers! I have enough trouble being shoved around all of the time. Its like that bit in the film Roots, where there’s all the white guys shoving all the slaves through the woods to take them to the ship. I’m like a slave, someone they all hate and only deserve the bad stuff. To be treated like dirt. A piece of mud from the dirty ground.

   Why can’t they see how unhappy I am? 

   Why can’t they see? 

   I walk through the school gates and head over to my spot, the spot in which I spend most of life in at school. The little corner round the side of the school. 

   Its quiet and peaceful there. I like to listen to my iPod. My emoey music and the classical music. It helps take my mind off things. It put the surroundings away so it feels like nothing’s around me.

   I also like to watch everyone. Its funny to see how some people are. I could put everyone in this school into groups. The chavs, the Barbies with their tarty clothes and fake tan and bleached hair. The geeky people, the skateboarders, the school football team who all the girls fancy. The other lonely people who are just lonely because they’re bullied. And of course the bullies. I don’t know where I’d fit in of course. I’m a freak who has no friends and has the worst life in the history of worst lives. 
   The bell rings and I have to go to lessons. Great! The start to another crap day.

   “Good morning, everybody!” it was Mr Stanley that idiot.
  I go and sit in my place which is in the middle of the classroom. You would think everyone would notice you if you were sitting in the middle, but no. I’m a ghost.
   I never listen at school. I’m not surprised when I get E’s and F’s on my papers. The teachers all think I’m stupid so they put me in the lower classes. I’m actually quite intelligent but I choose to act dumb, because to be honest, I can’t be bothered and I have better things to do.

   Like what? You ask.

   Well, I usually sit and daydream. That keeps me occupied. Especially when I’m dreaming about having friends and laughing…

   I plug in my earphones, which I hide behind my long, black hair, and rock out with My Chemical Romance. At least you can understand what they’re saying, compared to the teacher’s blabbering on about algebra. What is the point of it, eh? I’m not gonna use it in later life. I have computers to do it for me for God sake!

   Then again, I might not make it to the time when I get a job. I might have committed suicide by then. No one cares about me, so what’s the point of living? I’m a ghost already!

   Sometimes I wonder why I haven’t attempted the end of time yet. I think I’m scared. I always think that someone might pop up and decide to notice me and then we become friends. But it’s been about three years that I’ve been saying it to myself and not once has it happened.

   There’s hundreds of ways I could kill myself and I’ve made lots of plans on what to do. But, I wanna get the right way, so then people might realise that I was very UNHAPPY, you know?

   No, you probably don’t. No one can understand me. Apparently I don’t make sense, according to my mum.

   I just wanna hold a sign up to everyone or even have it written on my forehead in capitals ‘I NEED HELP!’, or maybe I should walk into school naked, then maybe people will NOTICE me. Or not…

   They probably wouldn’t even laugh. They probably wouldn’t even bat an eyelid. They’ll just see a naked nothing walking past them. They won’t realise that that person is screaming their voice box up their throat to for love and attention.

   I have thought about talking to a social worker or councillor, whatever. I never have the guts, though. Me asking is like trying to dig with your hands to the centre of the earth. Exactly, never gonna happen. So there’s my point.

   “Heaven!” you mean hell, Mr Stanley.

   I look up. How can he interrupt Paramore? I might just go and interrupt him when he’s listening to Johnny Cash. Grrr!

   “What?” I ask aggressively, to try and get people to look, but no, they don’t.

   “Get out of my classroom now! Don’t speak to me like that!”

   Hooray, I can get away from that black hole. Everything in that room sucks the life out of me. At least Green Day is on my side.

   Now, here I am as usual. In the position of standing with the corridor. He never speaks to me either. Everyone is so rude. I haven’t heard a ‘Hello’ or ‘How are you today?’ in about ten billion years. Am I even human to them?

   I hear laughing and giggling. Oh, its some girls walking past. The popular ones. They don’t even see me standing here. They most likely think that I’m one of the three thousand lockers that stand in the corridors. Nothing but a metal box that holds useless things. That sounds just like me. I’m trapped in a cage and I’m the useless piece of junk. Hey, they’re like me! 

   I just walk off. Mr Stanley with forget that I’ve been standing outside, he’ll forget about me like everyone else always does. I’ll go and hang in my corner until the bell goes.

   I don’t know why I bother coming to school. I should just go down to the grave yard and mourn. My mum would think I’ve gone to school, when I haven’t. The teachers wouldn’t care if I didn’t go in, I don’t do anything at school anyway, so its not as if I’m helping them.
   Oh no, the teachers have spotted me. I’m surprised really. I thought I was invisible.

