
Side #1 – from Lullaby, City Stories 
 
It took sixteen days or so for me to become the last person conscious in England.  This process 
was mathematically predictable, it turns out, although no one was thinking about mathematics 
at the time. 
 
People, normal people, try to sleep about eight hours.  Our plague, it was gradual, it was 
simple, it proceeded logically.  At first it was people sleepy watching a film, in a warm bath, 
after a heavy meal.  Everyday things, things we’ve all done.  Things to be shrugged away. 
 
But the plague became greedy, our plague was an expansive plague, and it had a simple plan.  
Each day people slept an hour longer. 
 
7am became 8.  8 became 9.  Our rush hour shifting towards midday and then all sense of rush 
becoming lost from memory as if the business of being busy and our contacts with the living, 
present world were just a list of kings and queens, just facts written down somewhere once and 
now smilingly forgotten. 
 
It was the absence of panic that surprised me.  People slept through multiple alarms but woke 
feeling none.  We were a country of unacknowledged electronic bleeping, of unconsidered 
sounds of warning. 
 
Yes, we came to our end, to our devastation, to our absence shrugging our shoulders, soporific, 
stoned.  We disappeared from the conscious world largely without complaint, without 
acknowledgement.  We went away into that dark dream land as if it was the destination we had 
always secretly desired, as if the waking world, the world of difficulty and contradiction and 
pain had always been too much for us. 
 
Perhaps this was simply a symptom of the plague, like how a cold brings a runny nose.  Or 
perhaps we were always like that, inside, just waiting. 
 
So say eight hours sleep we started with.  An extra hour a day lost.  Sixteen days or so is how 
long it look to lose the world. 
  



Side #2 – from Narcissi, City Stories 
 
He was a mad wonderful lunatic, stutter stutter not in his speech but in his mind.  It was like 
living life by flashes of lightning.  And I became like him I think, a little bit, like starting to 
resemble your dog.  More than anything we wandered inside each other.  It was a talking till 
dawn sort of thing, me and him.  He was me and I was him. 
 
He knew I was always close to running out the door.  He bought me special blue trainers, 
especially for running he said.  He left them by the door, in case.  He had this faith that things 
would work out.  I liked it, secretly, although I pretended not to.  Each and every day he would 
leave to go and paint or work with his pictures in the little cathedral studio at Angel.  And then I 
leave and practice my piano, for little performances for even less money.  And after that we 
would wander the city together and talk and talk. 
 
I would say to myself, just one more week.  One more week and I would be gone.  I’d tell him, 
and he’d nod, and smile.  One more week.  One more month.  Free and away.  But then I forgot 
who I wanted to be.  I decided I didn’t want to run away at all. 
  



Side #3 – The Great Secret – City Stories 
 
I became obsessed with the tiny protests that happened day after day along Whitehall, just 
round the corner from my secret seedy hotel.  Iranian women and Syrian men and anti-abortion 
and Sikhs and anti-austerity and those from once-upon-a-time vanished countries like Baloch 
and Kurdistan. At first they were so different to me, exotic, a Victorian pageant all saturated 
color in a glass palace, but then day after following day the book revealed to me a truth: they 
were all the same, their grievances just one long similar sound.  They were the same.  There 
was no separateness at all. 
 
It was only sparely that I thought of my earlier life, of the gigs I was meant to be playing night 
after night. I slept shallow and ate simply, and walked through the crowds of Covent Garden 
and Trafalgar Square.  I studied the book.  I bought pads of paper and wrote notes and made 
textual evaluations.  Like the woman had said, it was nearly a biography, but it was more than 
that. 
 
She had not written it. Someone had written it about her.  It was a story and a path. 
 
Once someone had fallen in love with her, but then that someone had found that love was 
bigger than one person.  Someone had found that love is moral only when it is general.  
 
The book said, “The Great Secret is love and love is going out of ourselves and looking through 
the eyes of every one single other person – “ 
  



Side #4 – Occupy – City Stories 
 
Friday, on my break, looking down from the Whispering Gallery I saw her again. Alone, crowds 
around her.  The tourists buy those modern guidebooks that you hear through headphones, so 
they are each separate and sealed in their own personal cathedral. She had no headphones. 
She stood there, beneath the dome, looking up towards the altar and the choir beyond.   
 
And then she closed her eyes and she sang.  She sang out loud, an unashamed sacrilege, as if to 
sing was as logical as to breathe, she sang precise and passionate into this vast empty space –  
 
O her voice – 
 
It remembered me me. 
 
I had forgotten why I had pledged my life to this place in the first place.  I had forgotten what I 
had loved first about faith: that faith steps in when all facts fail.  That faith was love leaping 
unafraid, into the empty spaces between us and the unknown – 
 
I stood, the floor dizzy far beneath me.  And I heard a second voice, and I didn’t realize for many 
moments that it was mine.  I – who worried to clear my throat in a busy room.  My voice 
echoing down from the whispering gallery – 
 
And she looked up, up all those hundreds of feet.  Her eyes finding me.  Her eyes that knew.  
And I felt she saw me in that moment, she saw my doubts and fears, she saw my faith and its 
failures.  She knew the unacknowledged loneliness of my heart.  We sang across that great 
empty space, from the floor to the domed gallery up above, and my soul and her soul sang in 
tune. 
 
  


