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I see a girl every day, she’s in my class.  
Her name is Mary.  

She never talks unless a question is asked, but it never lasts. 
 

When I bring up the subject of her with my friends. 
All they can talk about is her beauty.  

Her dark hair, ocean blue eyes, and fashionable clothes.  
I wish I could look like that. 

 
But what I wonder about is, what’s on the inside.  

She’s quite the mystery that I’d like to solve.  
What makes her happy, what makes her mad? 

 
But alas, I’m too shy. 

So I just sit there and stare. 
Wondering about what’s inside. 


