
The Children’s Monologues 
 
Directed by the Academy Award-winning Danny Boyle, The Children's Monologues 
are based on the stories of children growing up in Rammulotsi, a small rural township 
in the Free State province of South Africa. Invited to describe a day that they will 
never forget, the work recounts the personal experiences of these young people 
expressed in their own words-sometimes harrowing, sometimes uplifting, and always 
moving. Lady Skollie made a series of artworks that were animated for the stage 
performance at Carnegie Hall, New York, in collaboration with the African-based 
creative arts charity Dramatic Need for a one-night-only benefit performance in 
2017. The special theatrical performance had an all-star cast including Charlize 
Theron, Trevor Noah, James McAvoy, Audra McDonald, Daniel Kaluuya, Daveed 
Diggs, Susan Sarandon, Ewan McGregor, and Sienna Miller. 
  
 
SHOES  
By Amy Jephta 
Inspired by Nomsa Lebusa’s ‘The Day I Will Never Forget’ 
 
They’re black and white and green. 
The Shoes. 
White on the soles and black on the inside and green stripes down the side, 
like a Technicolor zebra. 
Anele bought them seventeen days ago. 
The money for them, 
The Shoes, 
he kept in a jumbo Black Cat peanut butter jar with the label scraped off. 
The jar was under his bed. 
He showed it to me once. 
It was full of shiny silver five Rand coins. 
Full right to the brim. 
Anele said he’s kept every five Rand coin he’s ever owned. 
They’re all safe in the jar with the lid screwed on tight. 
I didn’t think he’d kept every coin. 
He sometimes stretched the truth a little. 
Pulled it here and pushed it there to sound more interesting. 
But on a day last month, Anele emptied the jar out on his duvet. 
He counted them one by one. 
Four hundred and twenty coins. 
 
FOUR HUNDRED AND TWENTY! 
 
Almost sixty over the number he needed. 
I’d never seen so many shiny silver fives in my life. 
What can we do with so much money? 
Buy new tin for the roof of the house! 



Kentucky Fried Chicken for supper everyday! 
I had so many ideas I couldn’t keep it in. 
But Anele said no. 
It had taken him a long time to save the coins. 
Months of no chips, no trips to the bioscope, no airtime for his phone. 
Months of walking, not taking the bus. 
Months of going to school and back without eating a sandwich. 
And now it was here, finally.  
The day he would get The Shoes. 
 
On that Saturday we took a taxi to the centre of town. 
Anele couldn’t sit still the whole time. 
He wiggled his bum around as if he had worms in his belly. 
The jar of coins rattled in his backpack. 
It felt like ages and ages before we finally got to the shop,  
where his Shoes were displayed in the window. 
They had a glow around them, as if they were lit from inside. 
They were magic, I think. 
The man at the shop couldn’t believe how many coins there were. 
He counted them all one by one, 
Made stacks with them, 
Skyscrapers. 
And called other shop assistants to come look. 
“Hawu, Mikey, come see this all this money!” 
Anele was so impatient, 
he took the Shoes out of the box immediately. 
He took the balls of paper out of the toes. 
He put them on his feet and did a jive in the shop. 
They were so bright and new. 
They made him look like he was flying. 
Like he could jump right up and keep whizzing higher and higher. 
I was jealous of my brother, but also happy for him. 
He had the nicest Shoes of anyone I knew. 
I walked next to him proudly on the way back home, 
as if I were wearing brand new shoes myself, 
not these old Toughees with the black rubbed off. 
When he took them off that night, Anele put the Shoes next to his mattress. 
If it were allowed, he would have slept in them. 
But Mam said only a fool wears running shoes to lie down. 
That didn’t stop Anele, though, from wearing the Shoes to breakfast,  
and to school, and to soccer practice. 
To the corner store and back again. 
To the bathroom and to the kitchen. 
For two weeks, it seemed like he never took them off his feet. 



The shoes made him fly!  
Up and down the streets of the township, 
not touching the ground. 
  
When they came to tell us about Anele, Mam said the funniest thing. 
She said: 
“I should have let him sleep in those silly shoes.” 
I said to Mam it wouldn’t have helped. 
What difference would it have made, if he’d slept in the Shoes? 
She said maybe then he wouldn’t have worn them so much outside the house, 
and the whole thing would have been different. 
The men wouldn’t have seen him wearing it, for one thing. 
Or followed him to the FoodWorld, where Mam sent him to buy a tin of baked beans. 
Or waited outside until he walked out, followed him home, 
just as the sun went down behind the mountain. 
They wouldn’t have told him to take off the Shoes. 
To hand them over, these things that belonged to him. 
That he had bought with his coins from sweets and sandwiches and walking. 
Just there in that dusty, twilight township street, 
they wouldn’t have taken the only thing he owned. 
If only Mam had let him go to bed wearing them. 
 
The police say Anele shouldn’t have fought. 
Not for a pair of shoes, they say, it wasn’t worth it. 
He should have taken them off, handed them over, and run home, 
Barefoot, 
Toes exposed, 
Feet on gravel, 
And saved his own life.  
They investigated but couldn’t find who took the Shoes. 
So they left it as ‘unsolved’. 
Or who took Anele. 
So they called it natural causes. 
 
I saw Anele’s Shoes again, a few weeks later. 
Not on his feet. 
They were on someone else this time. 
A man whose face I didn’t know. 
Not a warm face, like my brother’s. 
A stranger.  
Angles and scars. 
He was outside a shebeen. 
Head back, laughing. 
The shoes caught the light and glinted. 
A Technicolour zebra. 



Black and white and green. 
I watched the man for a while. 
He stumbled away, drunk on beer. 
He didn’t fly like my brother. 
The magic of the Shoes had worn off. 
The man’s feet stuck solidly to the floor. 
Earth bound. 
Ordinary. 
 
 
 
My Father 
Inspired by Sibongile Rakgwabe’s testimony 
  
Quick!  
How many trees can you name? 
Oak. Birch. Acacia. Aloe. 
Don’t think too hard just say the names in your head. 
Bamboo. Stinkwood. Camphor. Yellowwood. 
Rattle them off fast like a train through a tunnel. 
Ash-Palm-Kei-Apple-Conifer-Lemon-Orchid. 
Speak them quick, the ones you remember. 
Is that everything you have? 
You couldn’t possibly know them all! 
There are over one thousand seven hundred kinds of trees  
in South Africa. 
I don’t think there is space for all those names in my mind. 
 
But imagine knowing them all! 
 
Imagine having a name for every one and being able to tell which kind it is. 
By its leaves. 
By its branches. 
By the way its roots dig into the soil. 
By running your fingers over the bark and closing your eyes tight. 
Imagine being clever enough that you could look at one, 
any old tree, 
and say “Hmmm-mmm…yes…that one…is an Acacia Karroo, 
commonly know as the sweet thorn tree.” 
 
To me that’s what being clever is. 
Knowing things about the world that other people don’t. 
Magic facts and names and numbers all floating around inside you. 
 
My father is clever like that. 
He holds all kinds of information in his head. 
Where you and I have space in our brains that get taken up by silly things, 
(Like the price of chocolate or where we lost our bus ticket), 
my father has space in his head for other tidbits. 



Things I could never know. 
The meaning of long words and what country an animal is from. 
Those are things he has inside that big head of his. 
My father likes clean children with good manners.   
Sometimes his bones creak when he moves,  
like the springs in a comfortable old chair.  
 
When he sits I can lie down in the patch of shade his shadow makes. 
When he stands I can jump on his back and he carries me as if I was made of feathers. 
I can hide inside his jacket pocket when it rains outside. 
When he laughs the whole house rumbles and shakes, 
and I have to stick myself to the walls to keep from being blown away by his voice. 
 
Have you had time to think about how many trees you know? 
Pear. Beech. Willow. Poplar.  
Cypress. Maple. Palm. Chestnut. 
Now you have one more to add to your list. 
My father.  
David Rakgwabe. 
He is a tree. 
He is the tallest tree I have ever known. 
 
 
 



 ‘Christmas’  

Writer: Dennis Kelly  
 
 
There were four of them. And - 
Beat. 
Stops. Starts again. 
It was Christmas day, December the 25th, a day we all know of as the day of rebirth of 
our lord Jesus Christ, a day we all love, a day of love. And we all celebrate in 
different ways, don’t we, some with our families, some go to church, while others go to 
the taverns to enjoy themselves. And it was on that day  
– and this was 2008, so we’re talking about December the 25th 2008 –  
and it was on that day I had a fight with my sister. And I don’t think it was serious, I 
don’t think I can even remember what it was about, well I can, if I try, if I try I can but it 
was more that it wasn’t really about anything, do you know what I mean? or it was 
about lots of things, you know? things that don’t matter probably, but at the time, 
you know, at the time it all seems, and you know the way little sisters can be annoying, 
well it was like that, it was a build up of little sister annoying things. 
  Laughs. Beat. 
And my parents and my grandmother tried to sit with us to talk, but I was so angry, I 
mean she was being so annoying, my little sister, like these little things, you know, 
these little… 
  Can’t express. 
 … you know? 
  Laughs. 
So I didn’t listen. I did not listen, I just wouldn’t listen, well I was angry, it was just in one 
of those, and my parents are quite good like that, you know, they sit you down and 
talk and sometimes that does make you more angry, but most times it doesn’t and I 
love them and they love me. But my Grandmother, she was annoyed and she was 
suddenly ‘On Jesus’ day! You behave like this on Jesus’ day? You’ll come to no good, 
girl!’ She was very angry. 
But I didn’t listen at all, I was angry myself, so angry, I didn’t want to talk, what talk? I 
didn’t want to talk and just thought ‘Oh shut up you silly…’ but I didn’t say that. 
  Beat. 
So what I did, right, was I though ‘I’ll show you’ and that night, when everyone was 
asleep, I stole some money from my mother’s purse, not much, but some, which was 
bad enough because I’d never done that before, and I went to the tavern with a 
friend of mine to have some fun. I thought ‘I’ll show you, I’m going to have some fun!’ 
  Beat. 
I didn’t drink too much. 
Because that was the first time I had touched alcohol and I didn’t want to get drunk. 
So I didn’t drink too much at all. 
  Pause. 
There were four of them. Four men. And… 
  Beat. 
Everyone knows that out township is a very dangerous place to walk alone at night. 
But I was brave and angry as well, you see, and I’d had a little to drink and I was 



determined to show my parents and my grandmother for not listening to me so I 
wasn’t scared at all. 
  Beat. 
There were four of them. 
Four men. 
And they were attacking me, beating me up. 
And I tried to scream, but no-one came to rescue me. 
 And I cried a lot, but that didn’t seem to help either. 
 And they started tearing off my clothes. 
 And I was scared, not knowing what to do anymore. 
 And they started raping me. 
 One by one. 
 And I was crying out loud but no-one came to help me. And I kept thinking, like, 
you know… 
  Beat. 
what would my mum say? 
You know? 
And my grandmother, because she had said, hadn’t she, she had said… 
And if I had listened… 
And after raping me for so many minutes, seconds, hours, they ran away. The men. 
Those men. 
And I couldn’t move, I couldn’t even move one leg, I was so hurt,  
so badly hurt and 
 bleeding, and 
 injured. 
But someone came and called the police and the ambulance and they came and they 
all started looking after me because I couldn’t even move, you see, my body was so 
badly damaged that I couldn’t even move one leg, and I was thinking 
What am I going to tell my mum? 
 You see? 
What am I going to tell my mum, and my dad, what am I going to say to my parents 
who I disrespected so badly on that night, and what is my Grandmother going to say 
when she sees me, on this, Jesus’ day, what is my Grandmother going to think, and I 
was so scared, so scared and ashamed. 
  Beat. 
But do you know, when they saw me, they just hugged me. They just hugged me. And 
my Grandmother… well, she just cried. She just cried and cried and cried and cried. 
And they even never said one word about what I had done. 
Not even my Grandmother. 
They were so good, you see. They were so… kind. 
  Pause. 
I am now a good child. 
To all children who don’t listen to your parents; 
please do. 
Because your parents always know what is the best for their children. 



 
 ‘Prudence’ 

Writer:  Joel  Horwood  

 

Oranges taste like birthdays.  Little segments that blow up in your mouth like songs 
and it’s impossible how much juice there is, like an advert.  Only the advert’s in your 
mouth.  That’s oranges.  Oranges are like home time.   

But they cost money, oranges, that’s what Mum says- So boring, Tammy’s got two 
parents- If I had two parents I could eat oranges and wear new shoes and kids 
wouldn’t say stuff but my stupid Mum- This morning, this morning I told her she was 
stupid for letting my Dad leave.  She did this face like she’d banged her knee, like a 
puddle after you’ve stepped in it, I’ve seen grown ups cry but my Mum can’t, I think 
I’ve seen her try but she can’t cry.  Definitely not.  Today’s my birthday so she gives 
me my birthday orange and we go to the zoo.  But she doesn’t say anything about my 
Dad and she’s been quiet since I told her she was stupid.   

She’s over there now, wiping the sweat from under her arms, hoping no one’s looking, 
I don’t think me and her are speaking.  One day when I was upset about her not being 
there at home time she said we’re on the same team, but I don’t want to be on her 
team if she’s the reason Dad went away, if she’s the whole reason I have holes in my 
shoes and everything. 

We’re in the zoo near the baby elephant.  The baby elephant’s Mum is in the shade 
too and this massive little one is near me.  But I’m not looking at him, cos he’s staring 
at an insect on the floor.  So I’m staring at an insect on the floor.  It’s bouncing along 
from one side of the thing to the other side of the thing and it’s so big that it’s like it’s 
wearing knee pads.  I’m unwrapping the orange, staring at this little black thing 
scuttling.  Maybe it’s got an engine, maybe it’s got two parents, maybe it said 
something that made it’s Mum sad and it’s on it’s way to work thinking how to say 
sorry, then…  This little tornado reaches across like this and TAKES MY ORANGE!!  My 
birthday orange from out my hand- Snatches- My- MY ORANGE!! 

This little storm cloud coloured big animal with a tornado for a nose is- the orange 
blows up in it’s little big mouth, spurts everywhere, dribbling, no manners and- and 
it’s- I swear it’s smiling at me.  Then I hear this- From where Mum is, I hear this sound- 
My eyes are- I’m not proud of this but I’m crying and my own Mum is laughing so much- 
It’s like her whole body’s shaking- She sounds like a house fire, she’s laughing like 
police sirens, howling for breath and then- [Imitates her Mum’s laugh with outrage] 
And now she’s on the floor laughing, doesn’t care who’s looking and EVERYTHING IS 
WRONG WITH THE WORLD!  Oh and now she’s crying, great, while the elephant’s 
looking at me like ‘Where are the rest of the oranges?’ 

Mum says she’ll buy another one for me cos the elephant is so happy with his orange, 
but I don’t want her to work and save and not be there at home time so I say no.  I tell 
her ‘no thank you’ and she hugs me so tight I can’t breathe, like she’s trying to kill me, 
and pulls out another orange that she’d already bought!  ANOTHER!  So we share it.  
My Mum and me.  Cos she’s on my team.  

 


