
Curiosity Kills The… 

The lesson starts; the room falls into place. 
One restless clown grows bored with physics class. 
His first few jokes begin before the lesson: 
“At what point does the face become the head?” 

The teacher sighs and says, “Now, settle down.” 
The student shrugs and simply carries on. 
“Was your first physics lab watching Newton 
drop the apple?” The teacher shakes his head. 

He looks around and spots an empty seat: 
“One gust of wind and they’re out for a week.” 
No sanction ever seems to make him meek. 
He finds another joke before too long. 

He sees his teacher fighting with the screen: 
“Sir, have you tried Alt-F4? It always works.” 

The lesson could not get much worse, he thought, 
Till the fire alarm blared; chaos erupted. 
The students rushed out; one turned and then said: 
“I knew we’d study friction, not make a flame.” 

Then, as the air ambulance lands, he says: 
“Teaches lift, force, and angular motion.” 

School eventually ends; the students leave, 
but home is quiet. 

Tom sits alone, 
curled into the corner of his room, 
watching the clock. 

Not wishing the hours away. 
Waiting for tomorrow. Alone. 

Both parents. Gone. 

And tomorrow, 
he’ll walk through those doors again. 
He’ll make them laugh. 
They’ll laugh. 
And none of them will know. 

So how many people do you pass each day 
whose hidden stories never come your way? 

 


