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Reading and Writing Poetry and Prose: Session 10: Voice/Monologues

Click, Boom
Here we are,
It’s time to go
Burr and I, well whaddya know?

Pistol’s loaded
Bullets ready
Won’t come home with my heart heavy

Burr was a friend
But not anymore
He stole that seat from my father in law

Gonna take a boat, to New Jersey
Reach the spot around Six Thirty
Four shots fired, two shots each
I’ll win easy, get rid of that leech

“Talk less, smile more”
Is his mantra, it seems
Wonder what he’ll say when he loses to me

The man’s a bore, a profligate, a liar
But listen to the click, boom
The sound of the bullets as they fire.
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