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Let’s Breathe Together 

By Heidi Thompson 

Age 13 

 

Waking up to the familiar sound of my irritating alarm clock, I 

depressingly crawled out of my oh so warm bed. Suppressing a yawn, 

I stumbled downstairs sluggishly ready to get this hopefully normal 

day started. Entering the kitchen, I poured myself a ‘much needed’ 

coffee and made a nutritious (yet yummy) breakfast. After my meal, I 

dressed warmly; it was cold outside.  Time to head out… 

The chill outside made me shiver…inventively I wrapped my coat 

tighter around my neck and slipped my hands into my pockets-which 

seemed to work. As I was on my way to the office, I had to travel 

through town. Usually this would consist of a quick and subtle stroll-

as to not be late for work-however, as I was striding, I noticed a 

brash commotion drifting from a nearby store…’Quicken my pace’ I 

thought. As I neared, the bellowing echoes of hoarse shouting and 

police sirens engulfed the site. 
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WHAT WAS GOING ON?  

Approaching the anonymous centre of attention, I realised who it 

was- my old school friend- George Floyd. He was pinned disgracefully 

to the ground by a duty police officer. I was shocked to silence and 

gasped- how could this sort of stuff still be happening? First Eric 

Garner and now George- What is wrong with the world? What is 

wrong with Society? 

A gruff shout brought me back to my senses- it came from 

George who was still lying on the ground, hyperventilating. Grabbing 

my purse, I rapidly reached for my phone-surely I had to record this 

as some sort of evidence? Unfortunately, there was now a crowd of 

strangers blocking my view. Impatiently, I barged through the unruly 

crowd. There was a slight complaint- despite this they let me pass- 

now I had a full view to video the cruel torture that was being 

implanted on my poor, defenceless peer. 

A few minutes passed and the savage police officer still had his 

knee wedged violently in the crook of George Floyd’s neck. My hand 

was shaking furiously as salty tears leaked onto my cheeks. I tried to 

shout, to argue, to DO SOMETHING. ANYTHING. Infuriatingly, I was 

rudely ignored.   

 

George Floyd sadly died on that day. That afternoon. On 25th May 

2020. He is remembered as a hero but he is also remembered as an 

example- an example of what can happen to some black people if 

they cross a line. Just because white people came to our country 
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first, some think they are the better race.  It is unjust that black 

people can be punished just because of the colour of their skin. Who 

came up with the rule that white people are better? White people 

are more privileged in many countries which is utterly unacceptable.  

Equality. Racism. Gender stereotypes. Poverty…All worldwide 

PROBLEMS that are still unbelievably rife and active. Regrettably, 

much of our global population are in some way affected. IT’S NOW 

TIME TO CHANGE OUR THOUGHTS AND ACTIONS.  

NOW. 

George Floyd: My friend. Let’s breathe together. 
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