
 

 

                 Console 
 
I’m sitting here contemplating 
 
How things ever came about 
 
Where did I go wrong 
 
That nothing comes out 
 
Maybe I was born 
 
To face this turmoil 
 
And through no choice of my own 
 
That I can determine now 
 
I have to suffer alone 
 
With no consolation at hand 
 
 
                                                                                               Renata Dawidowicz 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                             
 
                                                                                                                              
 
 
                                                                                                 



 

 

 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 


