
Carol-Ann

Sister 
Won The Hugo Boss Art Award
Lots of friends
Natural beauty
Always lands on her feet

Ever since I was a child others have felt the need to tell me I’m gifted. 
Not, I should say, in the flighty mystical sense; No.
I mean in the educational, scholarly pursuits. 
And don’t imagine for one minute I’m bragging . . . this isn’t conceit. 
It’s merely my station or my lot in life.

I was voted most likely to succeed four years running in high school, naturally graduated with honours and admittedly it wasn’t long after that I started my own company. I’ll not apologise for any of that.
I’m now responsible for the very livelihoods of hundreds of people. And it’s my compassion that inspires others to aim for greatness. 
People need idols, someone to look up to, someone who shines down hope over 
their mediocracy. It just so happens a great deal look to me. 

But I stay humble.
 I enjoy my routines in the morning that promote a successful day, just like anyone. I start with a strong black coffee, no sugar, check the morning’s financial news and eat a single wholegrain, seeded slice of golden toast.

I enjoy the arts, though I can’t say I understand a good share of it. The term
abstract has lost all meaning to the point of absurdity it would seem. There’s far too many accolades bestowed upon the divinely different if you ask me. 

I do believe art has it’s place and that there are some worthy creative types that make semi-valuable contributions to this world.  But as for the rest, when it’s so blatantly obvious there’s no true value beyond the inexplicable stirring of emotions something I cannot regard, I wonder of the shear stupidity humanity encompasses.

But, who am I to judge. I hold steadfast to my faith in humanity but when undeserving people succeed and hold their triumphs over others, I question the qualities and morality that our world is built on.

Now just because I wear expensive clothes, speak five languages, (insert french) and garner the respect of some of the worlds greatest dignitaries, doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate the interests of those entrusted to my care.

Envy? Envy of what? Of a chaotic existence? Of not having the finest food money can buy. Envious of not being naive enough to believe people love me just for who I am and not what I bring to the table? Their table. People show you who they want you to see. 
I’m sorry.
