
Monologue for Perhaps, 2015, Olga Koroleva 
 
 
Perhaps this is about the inability to speak. I spoke quite late, at two years old, or at least so I 
am told. A gentle and sensitive child, again, so I am told, how did it happen that I became so 
stale, like that stale white bread under the glass dome in my kitchen; shrinking slowly but still 
as white as it was when I bought it a week ago, and what feels like a month ago. I found I 
don't like white bread; it doesn't taste of anything; it's an empty shell filled with a substance 
that I consume to fill me up somewhat; this substance doesn't fulfill its purpose to provide 
sustenance; it’s an illusion, a trick; 
 
By definition a cyborg is a fictional or hypothetical person whose physical abilities are 
extended beyond normal human limitations by mechanical elements built into the body. 
 
It is two becoming one; a body in which the features of two origins coexist in one and 
enhance one another; one, the lesser one, is always in submission to the other; the lesser one 
is not necessarily the weaker one but is lesser by requirement, programming, by choice, or by 
chance; the lesser one is most commonly non-human, robotic, animal - inhuman; at any rate, a 
physical inter-connectedness and mutual dependence are the major conditions for the 
existence of such an organism. This coexistence allows it to fulfill the actions and functions 
that would be impossible to achieve individually; the very existence of the lesser one would 
be at question; 
 
I am in two minds;  
 
I keep searching for what might become an agent through which to speak; I myself remain 
silent while the speaker, an apparatus that converts electrical impulses into sound, typically as 
part of a public address system, deliveries the sounds that were once produced by my vocal 
cords. Have we - the speaker - my inanimate replacement, and I become one? 
 
In this silence I remain ambiguous; I remain silent while also being heard; my thoughts, or at 
least so you are told, are being transmitted in the given space and time; at the allocated slot;  
 
But I digress. 
 
What is to save? To hold back for future. An oxymoron at the core of the notion;  
 
‘to save’ - to prevent the waste or loss of; like one saves digital files rather than 
 
'to save from', like one would save a child from danger;  
 
On the 6th of February 2015 I made an attempt to update my website. The connection failed, 
and a phone call to my service provider followed. "I’ll just have to ask you one question." - he 
said. “Best holiday ever?” 
 
Crimea. I answered, after hesitation. It took me a moment to recall as I had not used this 
security answer elsewhere. The sun, the sea, the wine, being 16, dancing into the night away 
and from civilisation did indeed seem idyllic then. Now it all suddenly seemed like a cruel 



joke.  
 
My Scot at the end of the line didn’t sound at all deterred. 
 
'to save from' 
like one could not save a child from danger; children as young as two gone completely grey 
in their hair, or so I heard. 
 
If we consume when unhappy, and also consume when we are happy, is happiness and 
unhappiness essentially the same? My grandfather took my old clothes and toys to the refugee 
camp collection centre, only to be told it's full of stuff, and there aren't enough hands to sort 
through it. It was piles of and piles of sacks, he said. Why didn't I go myself. It was not even 
considered. Perhaps I would find it too much. Perhaps it would not be enough. It's not 
enough, anyway. Perhaps as I am useless when it comes to carrying stuff. I only remember 
about it when the pain comes back, usually when it rains. It's a sort of painful itch that makes 
my legs twitch when I keep them bent at the knees for too long. Not enough magnesium, I am 
told. That's not enough. Suddenly the possibility of being part metal suddenly doesn't seem at 
all too distant.  
 
Happiness is overrated, a former partner used to repeat. Now almost the age he was when we 
met I am able to respond; a response that took five years is still worthy of articulation if not 
more so than a response that would have taken five minutes. I never quite knew how to 
respond back then. Unhappiness is overrated.  
 
The three dimensional stacking of the wardrobe-boxes-shelves-books-more boxes-jewellery 
boxes-suitcases and clothes in my bedroom resemble a Tetris game - the only game I had on 
my console. Few of us questioned the lack of choice, or complained at the need to purchase 
extra games separately if you wanted something different. I can't remember if I did. I 
remember I was quite content with just the one. The one seemed enough. It had a purpose. At 
that time it had never occurred to me to question why others had a number of games while I 
only had a choice of one. It seemed enough. Equally, I never questioned the fact it was called 
game boy. Whatever happened to the girl? 
 
I misread [present tense] youthitude as youthtube and wonder whether such a tube should 
indeed exist. Perhaps it exists already. Perhaps it is here, perhaps it is her. Perhaps it is her 
who said: “why don't you love me?”.   
 
"It is like condensed milk”, I thought while reading page 37*. Succinct but without detail. 
Shorthand. It's a monotonous mass, evenly coloured that wraps perfectly over a slice of white 
bread. Love is overrated. 
 
Right now, saving it seems like a futile attempt, as I cannot save her. As nobody can save 
anybody, as nobody can save anything for the future if the future does not accept it, despite 
our recycled efforts. 
 
Reading in parts / partially read / skimmed / I don't like skimmed (milk) as I don't like 
slimming over texts; though of course that should read skimming, but what do I know. 



Nothing is random. The anti-ageing show, and the woman who has not smiled for forty years 
cause suspicion. It seems as real as reality TV, but then again, what do I know; I have not 
watched television for nearly two years.  
 
Does this unedited response have the right to exist? value? place? and time? The conscious 
decision to edit oneself out - I have no idea if I am doing the right thing; I wish I was 
blindfolded, too. The shape of the corporate heart that is willingly submissive to the strength 
of my hand; I used your heart to treat my pulled tendon; this is all just another tautological 
representation performed badly on the out of tune piano. Prologue and main action played out 
simultaneously; epilogue follows.  
	  


