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Mrs. Timm
12F
Make-up
Just a wee girl      brown hair with hazel eyes
A teenager that     hails from Busaiteen 
Every day       going out and playing is my game 
No need to study      the future’s not here 5

Family is small    the youngest am I

Playing all the time   came home late 
Mother warned of results   trouble would come
Laugh and smiled    no way would they stop me
No need to pay attention     just did as I want10

Foolish me       one more time played my game 
Caught walking through dark door   angry parents 
Now, must face my consequence     exiled 

My punishment exiled    to foreign habitat
Creepy-crawlies here      cockroaches throughout15

No driver or maid    self-care is in my own hands    
This domicile    has nothing that smells of home   
Places around are lonely    no fun friends to see
Talking to myself     these rooms have no family
Nutrition I have, but      no food to be obtain20

Worst of all   no technology to be found

In this far off land    learned my survival
Now I know    what my wise love-ones meant
Independence is not     what I ever thought 
This is my new home   no longer an banishment25
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