
	
	

Two	hours	

by	Sho	Botham	

	

	

	

I	sat	in	a	room		

the	colour	of	egg	yolk		

for	two	hours		

while	the	officer	got	my	story	down	

	

My	knees	shook	

under	a	dark	faded	desk	

for	two	hours	

my	mind	cooking	up	a	blur	of	confusion	

	

The	officer	noted	

my	rigid	awkward	posture	

for	two	hours	

but	

I	refused	him	access	to	the	depths	of	my	soul	

	

	

	


