Lorna Deane

MICRO MEMOIR OCTOBER 25, 2024
INJURY TO MY KNEE

I slipped on loose gravel and fell on my knees.  Instantly I felt a searing pain. Students rushed to help me up. I looked down and saw a tear across my left knee.  I was nine years old then, and attending New Green Primary School.
That day began with a regular morning. The sun shone brightly, influencing several teachers to conduct their classes outdoors. The schoolyard was large, with several wide- spreading trees, and allowed each class to set up some distance from the others, to minimize noise and interference.   The compound was on a hill, close to Mandeville, some 2000 feet above sea level. Students loved being outside, under picturesque blue skies with the occasional clouds gliding by. As an added benefit, I got to stand beside my best friend, Barbara, unlike seating arrangements in the classroom.
During break, an older student, Ann, called me up a hill, covered with loose gravel. She began to tease me about a boy in my class, saying,
 “Betty,[footnoteRef:1] I know something about you. I heard you have a crush on Geoffrey”, smirking as she spoke.  I had noticed that Geoffrey was cute. Even if her claim was true, I would never reveal my feelings to anyone.  I protested loudly, and answered, [1:  My diminutive name, derived from Bethsada, one of my middle names.] 

 “No, Ann, you are wrong. I am going to tell on you.” 
Indignantly, I took off down the hill, skidded on the gravel, and injured my knee. 
Neverending tears streamed down my face.  Friends carried me from the school compound to the quaint, post office in the village square. There I awaited the arrival of my father, whom someone had summoned, to take me to the hospital for medical attention. 
The scar remains. I live with the memory.
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