“A retelling”

I saw the photos
The mess in the flat
Our wedding albums
That we’re not getting back

Two days in bed
From image alone
Turn off those old songs
They remind me of home

Speak now my children
With different voice
Learning new language 
From the neighbourhood boys

You won’t know our garden
But you won’t fear the gun
Our fruit trees unpicked
The paint fades in sun

Songs go unspoken
Torn books unread
Phones go unanswered

A dialling tone

The doctor is sailing 
A coast line recedes
The twilight is fading
A life begins 
A life begins
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"The Blanket Of Night"

Paper cup of the boat
Heaving chest of the sea
Carry both of us
Carry her, carry me

From the place we were born
To the land of the free
Carry both of us
Carry her, carry me

The ocean
That bears us from our home
Could save us
Or take us for its own
The danger
That life should lead us here
My angel
Could I have steered us clear?

Gone, the light from her eyes
With the lives that we made
Just the two of us
In the night on the waves

Moving silent her lips
By the moon's only light
Sowing silver prayers
In the blanket of night

The ocean
That bears us from our home
Could save us
Or take us for its own
The danger
That life should lead us here
My angel
Could I have steered us clear?

Paper cup of the boat
Heaving chest of the sea
Carry both of us
Or, swallow her, swallow me
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"Who are you?"

Who are you?
Where are you from?
What do you do?
These questions are destined to stick with you
Who are you?
Where are you from?
What do you do?
They define yet they barely scratch the surface too

VERSE 1 (DRC):

Right now I am the enemy in my own homeland
Turned in moment from a friend to a nomad 
Spurned now slinging everything I can in this throwbag
Burned by a fire that I did not ignite

Right right 
no time to have a plan of action need traction under my feet an extraction in action RIGHT NOW
No time to think of any more than the war and the storm that awaits in the form of the threats to LIFE NOW

Just need to leave: land, air or sea.  And its scaring me to leave my family. 
But in spite of the pain in my heart to leave staying here is an option that I can’t achieve.
(Who are you)
I am an enemy in my own homeland
(Where are you from)
Yesterday I thought I knew but today I don’t know man
(What do you do)
I do every single thing that I can 
To get away and place my feet on another land.

(Who are you)
I am an enemy in my own homeland
(Where are you from)
Yesterday I thought I knew but today I don’t know man
(What do you do)
I do every single thing that I can 
To get away and place my feet on another land.

VERSE 2 (UK ARRIVAL):

Its early the journey has lasted weeks now
But the past is the past as the sergeant speaks now
He asks if asylum is what I seek now
I say I seek the right just to peaceful sleep now
But the greeting I get isn’t what I’d hoped
As I land in this land with my bag and coat
A hand would be grand to keep my head afloat
But it’s better than death right? So I guess I’ll cope

Life on the streets ain’t a walk in the park
Fireworks make me freak out after dark
Too many memories, not enough light ahead
Is the simple act of living reason not to be dead?

(Who are you)
I am one of the great unwanted
(Where are you from)
I ain’t from here and that’s all that’s recorded
(What do you do)
I do my best to go by unnoticed
So look right through me and don’t approach this

(Who are you)
I am one of the great unwanted
(Where are you from)
I ain’t from here and that’s all that’s recorded
(What do you do)
I do my best to go by unnoticed
So look right through me and don’t approach this

VERSE 3 (UK ACCEPTANCE):

So I moved from a country that wants to kill me
To a new place that treats me like I’m guilty
They tell me to leave so I do my best to 
And when you do that they come right along and arrest you

Maybe I should just throw in the towel
Maybe I should take the towel and choke on it now
Then out of nowhere they go there and let me out
Is this the light that the tunnel guys were talking about?

Third time lucky, everytime determined
This time I do not let them call me vermin
This time I access education
Three years on, happy graduation

(Who are you)
I’m proud to say I am a graduate
(Where are you from)
A place I don’t miss but I don’t regret
(What do you do)
I stand proud and I stand up straight
[bookmark: _GoBack]And I play my part in making Britain great

(Who are you)
I’m proud to say I am a graduate
(Where are you from)
A place I don’t miss but I don’t regret
(What do you do)
I stand proud and I stand up straight
And I play my part in making Britain great
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