Monologue 1

In the next one hundred years
I will walk into a meeting,
And pretend that I know all the answers.
And when people ask me why,
I will tell them it’s because I have read all the books.
I will seem smart.
Even though I’m just waiting for the future to begin.

In the next one hundred years
I’ll read a book and forget where I am, 
Because the book will have taken on its own life.
I’ll feel as though I’m living inside a book,
Even though people say that real life is cinema,
And cinema is real life. 

