Monologue 2
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‘The history of the world was turning between my ears.

‘The clanging sound of un-necessary wars, absurd cruelty,

And automated voices spitting someone else’s poetry into the void.
I wanted to scream but my throat wouldn’t work.

I thought about the children.
And how they had been sacrificed.

I had been a child once.

I had been just like them.

I believed things.

I had been at the grown-ups’ mercy.

I thought life would be cake all the ime.

I was silly and naive and burdened with the inherited weight of poverty.
I didn’t understand anything about how the world worked.




