
Monologuing 

1983, United Kingdom 

Monday 26th December  

I hate Mondays, I even hate Mondays when I’m not at school, I just really hate Mondays. The only 
thing that’s worse than Mondays is my family, not my brother, mum and dad, but my extended 
family. My snotty younger cousins who think its hilarious to unravel my tapes and smear grease and 
God knows what else across the front of my Atari 2600. My aunts who goggle and gawk like I’m a 
performing monkey created solely for entertainment purposes, like it’s the first time they’ve seen 
me and desperately need to penalise my every move and action, cross checking my movements with 
the “is my niece normal or does she need to see Jesus” score chart. I got this diary? Notebook? … I got 
this for Christmas. It wasn’t on my list. My parents thought it would be a good opportunity for me to 
“let out my inner thoughts”. I’m not convinced.  

 

Tuesday 27th December  

Finally, the family decided to leave, not for long admittedly, but they’ve gone on a walk. My 
adversity to leaving the house dies come in handy sometimes. Avoidance. I’ve established that 
maybe this is a good thing, maybe I can “let out my inner thoughts”. Maybe I can tell this what I 
want to tell everybody else, what I can’t tell anyone else. Ever. I don’t know, we’ll build up to that. 

 

Friday 30th December  

Okay, so I’m going to be honest, I forgot this existed for a couple of days. I’ll recap for you. I went to 
the cassette store with Richie to buy the new R.E.M album but his bike got a flat tire, and he didn’t 
want to walk the extra 10 minutes, I swear to God he’s so lazy I don’t know why we’re friends. I put 
70’s hits when I got home and carried on with a poem I was writing. Oh yeh, I write poetry. I’m not 
very good but it’s a good waste of time and an excuse to stay in my room so, I’ll take it. Anyways, I’m 
going to leave this here.  

 

Saturday 31st December  

New Year’s Eve! It’s always been my favourite holiday; mum lets me stay up late AND I’m 16 next 
year so it gives me something to look forward to. Dad says I should write a poem in here so, yeah, 
here it is.  

Fitting in is addictive.  
The sense of pride you feel, 
From hiding yourself in a sea  
Of normality and conscious stereotype. 
It’s the drug that fills  
Every medicine cabinet. 
Swarming originality under,  
A blanket of empty minds  
Descending into unified chaos. 
A hive of subconscious breaths 



Choking on thickened smoke. 
Polluted air, tar in sluggish symphony,  
Whipping the cobwebs of acceptance  
Into a frenzy of forced conformity  
And repressed youths.  
Fighting an endless battle  
Against the bullets of ignorance,  
That pummel in blind fear  
Of the unknown and the abnormal. 
 
Fitting in is addictive,  
It wraps its arms round my neck  
Fingers as frail as glass, 
But will as strong as steel  
And as sharp as knives.  
Slicing me down to fit the boxes  
That I am unwilling pushed into.  
When a gentle nudge, 
Turns to a push of a cliff. 
Encasing my thoughts into a chest, 
That hides in the depths of my mind, 
Is key lost in the ocean  
That drowns my body  
A sea of words, of fiction, of despair,  
A jumble of my human anatomy  
And fictive abnormality. 
That strives to succumb me,  
As many others already are.  
 
But fitting in is boring, 
You can’t fit in when  
you were born to stand out.  
Every single person  
an individual soul. 
That can’t conform to societies, 
Unachievable norm  
Because the norm can’t exist  
When everyone’s different. 
Embracing differences is 
The unspoken birdsong to  
Success, happiness, wealth? 
To a life, I think.  
To express yourself is to have a life  
And with that everything else will come,  
An attempt to fit in made in vain  
Is time wasted. 
An opposition of creativity,  
And self-expression.  
 
Identity doesn’t define you as a person. 
But you aren’t defined by someone else’s identity  



Freedom in its many forms is the key to everything, 
If you are willing to embrace individuality  
And substitute repressed thoughts for self-expression, 
To create a whole and original  
You. 
 

1984 

Friday 6th January  

I’ve been avoiding you. Its not normal. I’m not normal. I have to be normal.  

 

Saturday 7th January  

All the boxes, boxes for everything, everyone, 

Gender, sexuality, the colour of my skin, 

Whether I like boys, or I like girls, or those in-between  

Whether I am a boy, or I am a girl, or in-between  

All these things I cannot control 

Yet they all determine my worth in this society 

 

My heritage, upbringing, wealth 

Am I in the same boxes as my parents? 

The same boxes as those “perfect” people, 

The people you see online, perfect features, 

Am I what is classed as normal, 

As average, as unproblematic, or am I different 

 

Am I a bit strange, a bit unique, a bit out of the ordinary,  

Are the boxes forced below my feet, piled up behind me? 

What is expected, am I a model child, the parenthood dream 

The model daughter, model student, model grandchild, 

Or does my brain work differently,  

Do I look a bit different, look at things differently? 

 

Are we the same, you and me, are we the same? 



Do our minds work the same way, do our eyes see the same world? 

Do our skin tones match, do our genders align? 

Are we from the same place? have the same ancestry?  

Do we like the same music, love the same people? 

Are we brothers in arms, two peas in a pod?  

 

No, we aren’t the same, we aren’t 2 of a kind, 

No matter what we like, who we like, who we love 

No matter where we come from, what we own,  

We will never be the same, never be identical 

But that doesn’t mean we aren’t equal 

Doesn’t mean my rights shouldn’t be the same as yours. 

 

I shouldn’t be better off because I am white! 

You shouldn’t have more rights because I was born female! 

I shouldn’t have better education because I am better off 

You shouldn’t have better protection because you are straight  

Cis or trans, gay or straight, black, or white, poor or rich, 

They are just labels we put on ourselves, they don’t define what is on the inside 

 

They don’t define who you are. 

 

1985 

 

I can’t be like this, its against God. 

 


