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The Ballad Of David Peters


I’m a boy who battered David Peters

I liked to think I was the worst 

But I didn’t rearrange his features

Until my mates had done him first 

King and Ripper yelled, ‘You bender’
As Peters tried to slope away

Then Cobra grabbed his blazer collar

And hissed, ‘I heard you call me gay’   

Peters didn’t try to argue

Protect himself or state a case

Praying this would be a time

He just got phlegm full in the face

His luck was out, it didn’t happen

No footsteps on the corridor

To save him from more brutal torture

Slammed against the toilet door 

By King, who was by far the largest

Shoved straight through into the boys’

Tripped by Ripper with a warning,

‘Dead if you dare make a noise’
Peters was already hurt

Cracked right wrist as he hit the floor

Eyes like a rabbit in the headlights

Bullies always come for more

Cobra slid across his shoulders

Pinned him firmly into place

King’s fat backside the Prince of Darkness

Squatting square over his face

Ripper tore his shirt wide open

The one bought to replace last week’s

Next, telling King to rise a moment 

Smacked him hard across the teeth

Then, job done, backed off a little

To watch me as I went to work

I warmed up stamping on his ankle

Then kicked him where it really hurts

A breathless moan, a stifled shudder      

King put further pressure down

Then stillness, resignation, quiet

Methodically, I went to town 

Fists pummelled into Peters’ midriff

Kicks rained hard onto both legs 

I wasn’t done, there was no blood yet

Smirking, King climbed off his head

Smacks and whacks from every angle

My sovereign ring gashed his left eye

A swollen ear, a loose premolar  

Too numb to hurt, too scared to cry

A minute more it was all done

We needed nobody to see

The glory of this bloody conquest

Fled the field of victory

Riding home on two-wheeled chargers

Never gone this far before

Never caused such pain and damage

Won the battle and the war

Peters wasn’t seen again

Too traumatised to come to school 

Many questions in assembly

We four hardmen kept our cool

No-one else would dare to mention

Who’d bullied him in every class

We were searching for fresh prey

And everybody hates a grass

Our teachers chose to keep their counsel

They knew they should have acted first

And Peters wouldn’t speak a word

In case his brother got it worse

Three weeks more he was forgotten

No blood or shadow left behind

We found new ways to keep amused

Small things to suit our tiny minds

Until one Friday two years later

Just towards the end of May

We left the classroom for the last time

Real men now, I didn’t stay

Around to sit GCSEs

I was ready for the world

Exams were taken without me

By boffin boys and snobby girls

Ten years on the world has changed

But I’m stuck in the same old place

No job, no cash, no flat, no girl

No fun, no life in my grey face

I’m not completely on my own

Down the pub I often see

Ripper, though he’s now called Steve

Steve’s achieved as much as me  

We don’t have much to talk about 

Occasionally to pass the time

We speak of Chris, aka King

Dethroned by drugs and petty crime

Jake’s now in another town

In his own house, he’s doing well

He still comes back to see his mom

Who knows my mom and likes to tell

Her how he’s forged a fine career

Despite some of the things he did

Snake eyes softened by the touch

Of a loving wife and two small kids  

We hear much more of David Peters

Although the world now calls him Dave

No thanks to us and our cruel beatings

He survived, Dave was saved

After us he spent six months

Hiding in his room all day

Terrified to speak or breathe

Then bought a cheap guitar and played

Music flowed where words would falter 

Released the agony inside

Compensation for his torment

Didn’t even have to try

Ten years on and Dave is famous

Thirty million sold to date

Songs of passion and redemption

Laughter, anguish, loss and fate

The critics don’t know how he does it

How such fierce emotions rise

Like a fountain in the desert

A sun to light the night-time skies

Peters won’t say where it comes from

Pardon me, I should say Dave

No journalist cajoles or charms

The secrets of his younger days 

Ferraris, horses and a mansion

Gold discs line the walls inside

Crowd control at every airport

They don’t care he’ll never take a bride

They think that he’s a god, but no

I’ve seen him bleed like every man

Steve and Jake and Chris and me

Are the ones who understand

That David P’s great inspiration

Is terror clogging every pore  

Lying broken, bruised and shirtless

On the high school toilet floor

I don’t take credit for my part 

In David Peters’ rise to fame

The glow of helping him to start

Is snuffed out by eternal shame

’Cos when I watch him on TV

Make-up covers facial scars

But can’t disguise a bent right wrist

Coaxing notes from a cheap guitar


