
The Kids’ Playground 

 

 

 

 

I went to the park one day. 

I sat down on a bench, 

Facing the playground, 

Just because it was colourful.  

Everything seemed dead, 

But that place seemed full of life. 

 

It was around 4pm.  

It was a sunny day. 

And I don’t know what happened. 

Little monsters started coming out from everywhere.  

Mums yelling: ‘Don’t fall!!’ or ‘Stop there!’ 

And it made me smile. 

 

Thinking about all those days 

I used to be excited to finish school early, 

’Cause that would mean that I was free. 

For one hour or for the rest of the day, 

I didn’t really care, 

I was free. 

 

Now that I think about it, 

I get it. 

Why I was so happy. 

The meaning of free was so simple for me.  

It was waiting for my friend to come join me, 

Or waiting for the holidays, 

So I could travel or wake up late. 

 



A few years later, 

The meaning of freedom changed. 

It all became about how I presented myself, 

About how I dressed, 

What I was allowed to say, 

If me getting catcalled at 15 was my fault or someone else's blame. 

‘Maybe the dress was too short’, they said. 

I looked up confused, 

Am I not free anymore? 

No one warned me though, 

That you’re only free when you’re a little soul. 

 

I got scared. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, 

It was not about me anymore. 

It was about me from other people’s points of view. 

It was about what they found normal to do. 

Singing loud in the streets would mean that you’re drunk, 

But not going out every night would mean that you’re stuck. 

Neither of those is good, 

But you don’t get to do whatever you want to.  

It depends on who you want to impress, 

Your cool friends or your parents. 

 

You’re not really free and you feel it. 

But anyway, you end up saying 

It’s life, what do you want me to do about it? 

Because people told you that it’s growth 

And one day, harshly, you’ll realise that it’s all false 

At your therapist, 

When they will start numbering traumas from when you were so oppressed.  

But that’s for another story. 

 

Or that day when you realised 



At your first political debate in class 

That some people really think, 

That being poor is a choice, 

That all Muslims are extremists,  

That money is power, 

That love doesn’t exist, 

And that freedom is to say all those things out loud 

With no one objecting to your thoughts 

And I looked up confused, 

Is that what it means to be free? 

 

I was torn between the feeling  

Of wanting to be free 

And not wanting those people to be free. 

We don’t have the same definition of free,  

And it’s maybe what it means to be free 

 

I don’t think we are free. 

When going from country to country 

Requires a visa for me, 

But for someone who lives in a ‘developed’ country, 

It’s actually easy. 

 

When war is in Europe, 

People are free to go live 

Somewhere they can find peace. 

But, when it’s in the Middle East, 

They should stay there and defend their own countries. 

Aren’t they allowed to find peace? 

 

Is it just me,  

Or is everything confusing? 

Is free simply, the opposite of a prisoner? 

But you can be free, physically, 



While being a prisoner 

Of your thoughts. 

Are you really free? 

Even when you experiencing anxiety? 

Overthinking everything without a proper reason. 

You don’t really fall asleep. 

But the few times you do,  

Your only wish is to wake up free. 

 

Is it just me, 

Or do the people who call loudly 

For freedom of expression  

Never have good intentions 

Of spreading love and affection? 

I think I went too far  

Talking about the whole world situation.  

 

So, let’s go back to me 

Because I do believe 

That being free is about being selfish. 

Letting go of what others think of you,  

See in you. 

It’s about driving your way through life, 

Acting how you think you can leave an impact. 

Working on yourself until you start to understand, 

To forgive and to forget, 

Until you start making your own choices 

Without waiting for an approval  

That is hard to get. 

 

Free is confidence.  

I still haven’t felt free. 

And it sounds pretty sad, I know. 

I’m living a life that someone else chose for me.  



When all I want to do is sit down for a second,  

On a bench, 

In a park, 

Facing a playground, 

Watching little kids play,  

Hoping, 

From the bottom of my heart, 

That they will remain free, 

That life will be nicer to them  

Than it has been to everybody. 

 

 
 
 
 
 


