
Big Yard by Eliseba 

Junior Infants, 2013- 
It was big lunch, and we were released 
Out onto the big yard to play. 
I was in a bit of a pickle; 
My friends were out sick, I needed to find 
A group or game to play. 

After scouring the yard with keen five-year-old eyes, 
I approached a boy and girl playing. 
And in the politest way possible by a five-year-old, 
I asked, "Can I play with you, please?" 
"You can, but only if you’re peach like us," 
was their reply, as they bounded off into the distance. 

I wandered around for the rest of lunch 
Feeling numb, knowing this wasn't right. 
This couldn't be from their own mouths; 
after all, him and her and I- 
we were all only five. 
The pair later got in trouble (I told my teacher), 
their fate was decided. 
But for me, it opened my eyes- 
those keen five-year-old eyes. 

Until then, I was oblivious to race 
And thought I was always welcome. 
Until then, I thought people saw 
The same "Irishness" they saw 
In me, but now I knew 
That I would stand out 
Like a splodge of brown ink on white paper. 

But through this my brazen Indian hue 
And my Irish nature in speech and work, 
I now know that I have two families, 
Two nations that care about me. 
The people who stand at the shores and mock 
Are jealous at my multinational pride; 
After all, isn't the Irish flag 
Just the Indian flag on its side? 


