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  Let Them Eat Chaos




  This poem was written to be read aloud




  





  




  Without contraries is no progression.




  – William Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell




  There is no fear in love; but perfect love casteth out fear: because fear hath torment. He that feareth is not made perfect in love.




  – John 4:18 (KJV)




  





  




  Picture a vacuum




  An endless and unmoving blackness




  Peace




  Or the absence, at least




  of terror




  Now,




  in amongst all this space,




  see that speck of light in the furthest corner,




  gold as a pharaoh’s deathbox




  Follow that light with your tired eyes.




  It’s been a long day, I know, but look –




  watch as it flickers




  then roars into fullness




  Fills the whole frame.




  Blazing a fire you can’t bear the majesty of




  Here is our Sun!




  And look – see how the planets are dangled around it




  and held in their intricate dance?




  There is our Earth.




  Our




  Earth.




  Its blueness soothes the sharp burn in your eyes,




  its contours remind you of




  love.




  That soft roundness.




  The comfort of ocean and landmass.




  Picture the world.




  Older than she ever thought that she’d get.




  She looks at herself as she spins.




  Arms loaded with the trophies




  of her most successful child.




  The pylons and mines,




  the power-plants shimmer in her still, cool breath.




  Is that a smile




  playing across her lips?




  Or is it a tremor of dread?




  The sadness of mothers




  as they watch the fate of their children




  unfold.




  In now.




  In




  fast.




  Visions.




  The colours like drugs in your belly,




  churning.




  Your skin pulled loose as a pup’s,




  shaken




  then tightened.




  Now everything’s flashing.




  The waves are magnified as they roll up




  towards you




  And you’re tiny as sand,




  just a speck.




  As you approach the surface




  all of that




  peace




  that you felt is replaced with this




  furious




  neverknown




  passion.




  You’re feeling.




  The people. The life.




  Their faces are bright in your body.




  You’re feeling.




  You want to be close to them.




  Closer.




  These are your species,




  your kindred.




  Where have you landed?




  Uncurl yourself.




  Stand up and look at your limbs.




  All intact.




  Clothed in the fashion of the hour.




  This is a city.




  Let’s call her




  London.




  And these




  are the only




  times




  you have known.




  Is this what it’s come to?




  You think




  What am I to make




  of all this?




  At any given moment in the middle of a city




  there’s a million epiphanies occurring,




  in the blurring of the world beyond the curtain




  and the world within the person




  There’s a quivering.




  The litter in the alleyway is singing.




  People meet by chance, fall in love, drift apart again.




  Underage drinkers walk the park and watch the dark descend.




  The workers watch the clocks, fiddle with their Parker pens




  while the grandmothers haggle with the market men.




  Here, where the kids play and laugh until they fall apart,




  it’s kiss-chase and dancing




  till it’s mistakes and darkened rooms.




  Too fast too soon




  too slow too long




  We move around all day




  but can’t




  move




  on




  Is anybody else awake?




  Will it ever be day again?




  Overflowing plant pots.




  Fence-posts.




  Decorated door numbers.




  Motorbike beneath a tarp.




  Beaten-up Punto.




  Goalposts painted on that green garage door.




  There’s a rainbow on that wheelie bin.




  There’s stickers in that window.




  Smart flats. Rough flats.




  Can’t-get-enough-cat flats,




  you know, seventeen cat-flaps.




  Rich flats, broke flats.




  New flats.




  Old flats.




  Luxury bespoke flats.




  And this-has-got-to-be-a-joke flats.




  Pensioners, toddlers.




  Immigrants and Englishmen.




  Family with six kids.




  Single businesswoman.




  Everybody’s here trying to make or scrape a living.




  The fox freezes on the alley wall and stands still, sniffing.




  Bare branches sway in the front garden.




  The lionmouth door knocker flaps in the breeze.




  Streetlights glint on the Beware of the Dog sign.




  The beer cans and crisp packets dance with the dead leaves.




  It’s 4:18 a.m.




  At this very moment, on this very street,




  seven different people in seven different flats




  are wide awake.




  Can’t sleep.




  Of all these people in all these houses,




  only these seven are awake.




  They shiver in the middle of the night




  counting their sheepish mistakes.




  

    

      Is anybody else awake?




      Will it ever be day again?


    


  




  Is anybody else




  awake?




  Will it ever be day




  again?




  We start on the corner,




  with our backs against the wall




  next to the old phone box




  where the tramp leaves his bedding.




  The road runs ahead of you




  Houses and flats either side.




  Walk down it;




  go past the yard with the caravans,




  there behind the hedges.




  In the house opposite:




  black gate-post




  with the concrete frog squatting on top of it.




  Through the hallway,




  ancient wallpaper,




  nicotine gold.




  Up the stairs, rickety,




  loaded with history.




  Here in the top flat – flowers on the windowsill,




  little breeze




  fluttering the petals




  as they stare out at the city streets.




  Jemma is awake.




  What woke her?




  Open eyes.




  Streetlights float slowly through broken blinds.




  She watches as the light plays across the tattered carpet,




  and she holds herself tight in the room’s half-darkness.




  It’s cold.




  She wedges her hands underneath her armpits,




  It’s 4:18.




  And Jemma’s thinking




  

    

      Before I was an adult, I was a




      little wreck,




      peddling whatever I could get




      my grubby mitts on.




      Ketamine for breakfast,




      bad girls for drinking with.




      I gave them puppy-dog eyes




      for the acid on their fingertips.




      Heads in the bass bin.




      Lips without faces,




      getting feisty,




      halfbaked in the bakery




      eating pastries.




      Desperate for a body




      who could save me.




      But I never really wanted




      what they gave me.




      Boiling in the chill of the dawn.




      Sweating in the dole queue.




      Spitting like a villain in a pantomime,




      old shoes,




      bad teeth.




      Drinking in the rain




      with my ghosts,




      sitting in the back of the class,




      comatose.




      Villains on my back in the dark




      hold me close,




      but you never held.




      I did some things I swore I’d never tell.




      That night you tried to kill me,




      run me down with your car in the snow.




      I didn’t realize




      how far you would go.




      Every day I’ve lived
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