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If the brain 
 
was a muscle, 
 Ravi would be a weightlifter. 

He’s brilliant at chess, 
 wins masses of medals. 

His dad drives him to competitions: 
 whole weekends on the road 
 in their battered black Escort. 

When I see him beating 
 sixth-formers on the chess tables 
 in the square, 

out-thinking them by miles, 
 I think 
 my best mate 
 might be a genius – 

but then he gets up 

& trips over 
 his laces. 
 
 
 
 
Ravi’s got his first 
 
big hots, 
 for some Year Eight girl 
 called Betty. 

She just joined his chess club. 
He says she’s a 
 member of MENSA 
 – whatever that is. 
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