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75T Last week we told you about the inspirational literacy
s, programme run by Springboard for Children at primary
schools in Peckham, South London, which is helping children such as Lou and
Milly, both aged seven, above. These touching poems, extracted from the book
Our World — Voices from Children in the Inner City, are written by Springboard
pupils and provide a glimpse of what it is like to grow up in the heart of the city.
They demonstrate the power of self-expression and creativity in every child
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by Trevor, |1, Ajibade, nine, Keiran, ten, George and Jason, both eight
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