
Face by Benjamin Zephaniah 

At lunch time Martin decided to go for a walk in Plashet Park. He walked around the 

park until he came to a small area where there were swings, climbing frames and 

roundabouts. One of the roundabouts was empty. He pushed it, jumped on and then 

sat on the floor of it. He looked up into the sky and watched the clouds as he spun 

beneath them. Then he closed his eyes. He was tired and for a moment he let his 

mind drift. The roundabout stopped but he kept his eyes shut until he was disturbed 

by whispers. He opened his eyes to find that he was surrounded by a group of about 

ten children, none of them older than eleven. 

Some of the children jumped back and screamed. Others shouted abuse: ‘Ugly 

man,’ ‘You’re the bad man,’ ‘Dog-face’. The kids shouted to each other, ‘Don’t let him 

touch you, he’ll kill you,’ ‘If you look at him too long you’ll go blind.’ Some of them 

picked up twigs and pieces of paper from the ground and threw them at him, 

shouting ‘Get away, bogey man,’ ‘Here’s your dinner,’ ‘You haven’t got no Mommy or 

Daddy.’ 

There were so many of them. It was happening so quickly that Martin was 

speechless. He stood up and the kids backed off but they stayed close enough to 

carry on shouting their nasty words. 

He shouted, ‘Go away, will you,’ but they got even more noisy and began to follow 

him. He turned around and ran towards them but they screamed louder and ran off in 

various directions before regrouping. He tried chasing them a second time and they 

scattered again. It was useless. Which one shall I run after? he thought. What do I 

do once I catch one of them? he thought. He gave up but the children didn’t, they 

trailed behind him again. 

Then he heard a woman’s far off voice. ‘Get away, you lot! What are you doing? 

Leave him alone!’ 

The children all turned around and ran off. Martin didn’t look where they went, nor 

did he hang around to speak to the woman; he was too upset and he didn’t want any 

pity. He just carried on walking home with his head hung low, depressed and 

disheartened. It was the worst he had felt for ages. After all that he had survived on 

the streets and at school, it took a group of ten year olds to send him to an all time 

low, he thought. He didn’t know how to argue with a group of that age. He couldn’t 

fight a group of that age. They seemed to hate him, they thought he was evil, they 

were purposely cruel. Their images and words stayed with him as he walked home. 

At the top of Plashet Grove he turned right and began to walk down the High Street. 

He felt as if everyone’s eyes were on him. 

 

 

1. List five things that the children do to Martin that are cruel. (5) 

2. Find five things that suggest that Martin is shocked and disturbed by this 

incident. (5) 


