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By the time he was twenty, Emile had decided he was an 

anarchist. He had flirted with a couple of different 

movements in the past, like socialism and spiritualism, but

both left him cold. His love of liberty – of total liberty 

- didn’t exactly chime with the restrictive ones offered by

political parties; and his love of science, of rationality,

quickly dispatched any curiosity in ghosts after a few 

séances. He wanted something more grounded, more visceral, 

more final. 

By the flicker of candlelight, crammed into his tiny 

bedroom, which was crammed into a tiny house, which was 

crammed into the one of the many slums that orbited the 

fiery electric glow of Paris’ city centre - he avidly 

gorged on any anarchist literature he could get his hands 

on: Mikhail Bakunin, Errico Malatesta, Peter Kropotkin, 

Johann Most, Emile Pouget…

Pierre-Joseph Proudhon’s famous words were a bolting 

epiphany to Emile:

“To be governed is to be watched over, inspected, spied on,

directed, legislated at, regulated, docketed, 

indoctrinated, preached at, controlled, assessed, weighed, 

censored, ordered about, by men who have neither the right,

nor the knowledge, nor the virtue. … To be governed is to 
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be at every operation, at every transaction, noted, 

registered, enrolled, taxed, stamped, measured, numbered, 

assessed, licensed, authorized, admonished, forbidden, 

reformed, corrected, punished. It is, under the pretext of 

public utility, and in the name of the general interest, to

be placed under contribution, trained, ransomed, exploited,

monopolized, extorted, squeezed, mystified, robbed; then, 

at the slightest resistance, the first word of complaint, 

to be repressed, fined, despised, harassed, tracked, 

abused, clubbed, disarmed, choked, imprisoned, judged, 

condemned, shot, deported, sacrificed, sold, betrayed; and,

to crown all, mocked, ridiculed, outraged, dishonoured. 

That is government; that is its justice; that is its 

morality.”

This is what he had been waiting for. Death hung over him 

in so many fragmented, shadowy forms all his life but these

words… they bound it all together. His dad had died when he

was nine. Lead poisoning from working in the copper mines, 

the doctor had said. Emile remembered clutching his Mum’s 

hand at the funeral, their fingers twitching together in 

grief as the priest’s words burbled into the breeze.

His Mum and Dad, in turn, had been active in the Paris 

Commune of 1871 – a revolution! – where for two and half 
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months the workers had taken over the city. The story had 

been whispered to Emile so many times that it felt like a 

phantom limb on a memory. And he also remembered being told

about the terrible fall of the Commune – the French army 

storming Paris and massacring twenty five thousand people 

in a week. A crass warning to the future: don’t ever try 

this again.

And now, in 1892, he witnessed his inheritance in the 

crimes of corrupt politicians and cut-throat capitalists 

every day on his way to work: open sewers that festered 

with disease; people forced to work twelve, fourteen, 

sixteen hour days for starvation wages, and that’s if they 

could find work at all.  And sometimes, on his way to work,

he saw tiny bodies covered in filthy sheets. 

And those who fed off this death, growing fat from this 

cannibalism, were still alive, always so fucking alive, 

drinking their wine, smugly shielded by the law. Capitalism

and the State. Hand in glove. 

The face of the world had been ripped off, revealing to 

Emile nothing but insanity and gore underneath– the eyes 

rolling meaninglessly in their orbits, and the muscle and 

sinew pulling as the naked mouth screamed and screamed.
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*

Around that time, if you knew where to look, or where to 

steal it from, getting hold of the stuff to make bombs was 

actually pretty easy. And crinkled pamphlets were 

surreptitiously passed around detailing exactly how to make

one.

In March 1892 a man named Ravachol, with some accomplices, 

placed two bombs in Paris. His targets: a judge and a 

prosecuting attorney who were involved in the case against 

some wrongfully arrested anarchists. Everyone knew they 

were going to push for the death penalty. Ravachol wanted 

to get there first.

The bombs went off. 

His targets? 

Unscathed.

He was arrested at a restaurant a few days later. He 

slipped up, openly chatting about anarchism with a waiter 

when his face was all over the papers. The waiter put two 

and two together and made the call. Apparently, it took ten

police to take Ravachol down.

He was sentenced to death.
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A couple of days after his execution, there was an 

anarchist meeting in a café in Paris. Ravachol’s name - his

bombings, his defiant arrest, his passionate defence 

speech, his head rolling on the boards – underpinned every 

conversation, and there was a lick of tension to the air, 

an undertow of anger, the kind of anger that only the 

stormy alchemy of cheap gin and burgeoning vengeance can 

conjure up.

A speaker was on the stage - a stout man with a tiny black 

moustache.

“Look I, um, I hate the rich, the justice system, the 

police, the State, as much as anyone, but er, it has to be 

said, lionising Ravachol would be a grave mistake.”

Silence. Deathly silence. A hundred eyes pinning him to the

wall.

“What we need is, um –“he looked down at the notes in his 

shaking hand – “mass mobilised action from workers to fight

capitalism…” 

Unsettled grumblings from the audience. They’d heard this 

stuff for too long. Meeting after meeting after goddamn 

meeting. And here they still were – still ‘organising’, 
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still wading through shit of Paris for the rich, still 

listening to people like… what the hell was his name again?

As the speaker began his undoubtedly really long 

recommended reading list just in case you wanted to brush 

up on your anarcho-communist theory, a voice from the back:

“FUCK YOUR THEORY! WE NEED ACTION NOW!”

Pockets of cheers from the audience.

The speaker buckled a little, but refused to relent. 

“And also, um… quite interesting, if you’re into that sort 

of thing, I heartily, um, recommend this pamphlet… 

admittedly it’s a little, ahem, dry in parts, but I think 

it really has some valuable…”

A woman at the front shot up, her face scarlet with booze 

and rage.

“BLOW THE BASTARDS UP!” 

“Look Madam – and Sir don’t think I didn’t hear you – I 

think you’ll find everyone has the right to have their say 

and…”

From somewhere unidentifiable, a screwed up bit of paper 

soared over the audience and hit the speaker in the 

forehead, followed by a cry of “VIVA RAVACHOL!”
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The chant swept through the audience, backed by clapping 

hands and stamping feet: 

“VIVA RAVACHOL! VIVA RAVACHOL! VIVA RAVACHOL!”

The speaker was crushed. He hung his head, pocketed his 

notes and shuffled offstage with the little dignity he 

could take with him. 

He was forgotten as soon as the next speaker took to the 

stage – young man, who passionately extolled the virtues of

the great leveller of their time: dynamite. The audience 

hung on his every word, nodding sagely along with every 

damning proclamation, occasionally possessed by a swelling 

righteousness, standing and yelling: “DEATH TO THE 

BOURGEOUISE!” 

As the weeks wore on, the myth of Ravachol was quickly 

spun: a poor man pushed down by poverty, shoved to the 

margins and finally striking back against a system that 

destroyed him and others like him. And the articles, poems,

songs and stories that poured from pens and mouths and on 

to the streets quickly twisted into war cries for bloody 

revenge.

As Emile quietly soaked all this in he imagined himself 

alone on a raft, floating down a river of spilt blood and 
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broken bones towards a cavernous black where these war 

cries swelled and died and swelled again. He was powerless 

to stop the current but prepared to meet any horrors that 

came his way.

He knew who the enemies were. But now he realised they had 

names. They had faces. And they had addresses. 

He was glad that, while he wasn’t exactly unsociable, he 

had kept a certain distance from people. 

This would make everything much, much easier.

*

The horse drawn carriage bumped and juddered over the 

boulevard’s uneven cobblestones and Emile, the only 

passenger, was nervous.

But he wasn’t nervous for the reasons we would probably be 

nervous in his situation. For example, he wasn’t nervous 

about killing people. He’d briefly considered the innocent 

and the loss of life… but then, what the does innocence 

mean in this crooked, decaying world? What does life even 

mean when children just down the road are starving and cold

while the wealthy are warmed by their brandy and log fires?

So he wasn’t nervous about that.

8



And he wasn’t nervous about being caught, arrested, 

interrogated and, most likely, executed either. Obviously, 

it would be better if these things didn’t happen… but he 

was ready. He had to be. He reasoned that you don’t go into

war without facing the possibility of your own destruction.

No. He was nervous about not hitting his target. He’d 

worked meticulously until dawn. Potassium chloride and a 

touch of sodium, mixed up in one compartment of a tin, and 

in the other compartment was some water, and if it was 

disturbed the mix would come into contact with water and 

then… 

He clutched the package tight against his chest. If it went

off now, it would kill him, the horse, the driver, a few 

bystanders, and the thought of his hard work being reduced 

to a stupid mistake, and his revolutionary obituary ending 

with him blowing himself up really annoyed him. History was

full of footnote fuckwits, and Emile refused to be one of 

them.

He asked the driver to stop a block away from the Carmeux 

Mining Company offices.

Okay, a bit of background: The mining company had recently 

crushed a miner’s strike, and while the strikers had dug 

9



their heels in for three months, the union funds had dried 

up, the army had intimidated them, and they were forced to 

go back down the mines.

Emile thought of his Dad.

He wanted to show the strikers, the unions, the mining 

company, Paris, France, no, fuck it, the world the true 

face of class war, with all the sloganeering and posturing 

boiled off, and the remnants distilled into pure violent 

reaction.

He stood outside the grand class doors that led into the 

building.

It’s worth mentioning at this point that he wasn’t a 

Ravachol - a ragged figure from the margins invading the 

high society that ignored him. No. While broke, Emile was 

firmly part of the middle classes, and had all the 

attending confidence that meant he could shift around the 

world of the affluent unnoticed.

And it’s with this confidence that he pushed open the grand

glass door, nodded hello to the concierge who nodded hello 

back, walked up the stairs to the mezzanine, laid his 

package outside the door of the mining company office, 

walked back down the stairs, nodded goodbye to the 
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concierge who nodded goodbye back, pushed the glass door 

open and slipped into the sunlight.

The news had spread all over Paris by the end of the day. 

Package found outside Carmeux Mining Company offices. Given

the political climate it seemed prudent to call the police.

Two diligent offers went to assess the situation and 

reasoned that the best thing to do was pick up the package 

and take it down to the station to be inspected. But as 

soon as they laid it on the table, well… 

Five police dead. 

It took days to scrape the remains from the walls. 

The news awed, stunned, shocked or appalled Paris, 

depending on who you asked. 

And no one knew who did it.

*

Emile needed to get out of Paris and fast. There was only 

one place he could reasonably go. And while London didn’t 

interest Emile particularly, it did have its bonuses. He 

didn’t even need a passport to get there, and he could 

easily squirrel himself away in the radical enclaves of 
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Fitzrovia or Soho that were stuffed with exiled European 

dissidents. 

And that’s how Emile found himself in London, crashing on 

mattresses and floors, or curled into corners surrounded by

snoring émigrés.

He was bored. Really bored. But he accepted that boredom 

was a necessary part of war. He drifted around, aimlessly 

strolling the streets, meandering in his own thoughts. He 

went to a few bohemian hang outs, talked books, skirted 

around the fringes of his interests but was careful not to 

talk too much – turncoats were everywhere. If the subject 

of the Paris police bombing came up, and he would feign 

innocence and interest until he found a moment where he 

could quietly and politely slip away.

In early December, 1893, Emile was still in London, sitting

in a pub, nursing the last of a pint. He’d just heard news 

of another anarchist bombing in Paris. A man named Auguste 

Vailliant, enraged by Ravachol’s execution, had made a 

bomb, snuck into the Parliament’s Chamber of Deputies and 

thrown it at the politicians. No one was seriously hurt and

he was arrested on the spot.
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Emile thought that if you were going to go through the 

bother of making a bomb, sneaking into Parliament and 

throwing it at politicians, you may as well take a few of 

the bastards out. He’d heard the device was weak. This is 

the problem, Emile thought, when people don’t have a decent

grounding in chemistry.

He mulled it all over.

He was going to continue his war, no doubt about that. But 

Paris would be on red alert now. The police would be 

swooping down: more spies, more raids, more interrogations.

And, even if they didn’t know he was responsible for the 

police station bombing, he was a known anarchist, and the 

fact they couldn’t find him would make them suspicious. 

They’d probably visit his old work, his family…

He imagined a heavy boot kicking down the door of his Mum’s

house, long shadows stretching over her terrified face. The

thought made Emile’s hands ball into fists so tight that 

his nails drove into his palm… 

No. This is what they want – to use their brutality to make

you feel guilty, to drag you out of hiding…

No. No surrender.
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Emile felt a dry tightness in his throat, and washed it 

away with the remaining dregs of his beer. Then he ordered 

another one. 

And then another. 

And then another.

*

“OI!”

Emile groggily rose his head, and realised he was 

completely and utterly hammered. A red faced barman filled 

his view, his thick fingers pressing down on the table. 

“Home time, go on, fuck off.”

Emile wanted to reconcile the situation, but everything 

that came out of his mouth was fragmented gibberish. 

The barman rolled his eyes, strode behind Emile, lifted him

by his arm pits and tossed him out into the street. The 

slam of the heavy wooden door and the clank of the massive 

metal lock cut through the boozy fog that plumed in his 

mind.

He had no idea where he was. But he did know, somewhere in 

the dim, pissed workings of his mind, that he was drunk. It
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was dark. And it was cold. And therefore he wasn’t supposed

to be here, he was supposed to be somewhere else.

And so off he staggered into the unknown, tracing mapless 

routes to a fictional home, stumbling on cobblestones, 

muttering half formed curses to himself.

After a little while of this, he felt a surge in his gut. 

In panicked instinct, he spun around to face the nearest 

wall, and, palms pressed against the freezing brick, he 

bowed his head, dry heaving a couple of times before the 

cathartic geyser spewed out, wet chunks splattering the 

wall and his trousers and shoes.

When he had finished, he remained bent over, spluttering 

and spitting the acid burn from his throat, tears flecked 

with relieved tears, heart pounding in his chest, heavy 

breath roaring in his ears.

As he calmed, sobering up a little, his heart beat slowing,

the roaring ebbed away, was replaced by something else.

Something entirely different. 

A dull, repetitive, low throbbing buzz, completely alien to

Emile, but he could feel its nameless power vibrating the 

bricks against his fingertips. It was the kind of sound he 
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imagined the awesome machines in science fiction novels 

made, the thrilling hum of the future. 

It was coming from an alleyway just around the corner and, 

entranced, he followed the sound, enveloping himself in the

alleyway’s dankness, and this was where the sound was 

loudest, a booming thud that shook Emile’s bones. 

He found himself outside a ramshackle building that seemed 

to stretch endlessly into the night sky. The only lights 

came from windows four stories up, bleeding a magical 

plethora of colours into the air above him, occasionally 

delving into a split second of darkness before exploding 

into a rapid flicker of blinding black and white, working 

in perfect symphony with the sound. Emile gazed up at them,

utterly transfixed. 

His reverie was shattered by a metal door at the side of 

the building bursting open and the sound rushed out like a 

gale, a scream from an electronic netherworld, and a gaggle

of dark figures spilled out after it, reeking of sweat and 

cigarettes and booze. They whisked past Emile and vanished 

as quickly as they’d appeared, their cackles lingering in 

the air for a second before being absorbed by the raging 

noise.
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The metal door hung open, light and smoke and noise, pure 

vicious sensation pouring out. Emile peered in.

He was sober enough to be slightly terrified, but drunk 

enough to obey the yank of curiosity within him. 

He could’ve also done with another beer.

And so, with that in mind, he stepped in.

*

Emile was lost in the heat and clamour immediately. He spun

around to escape, but the metal door had been swallowed up 

by a vast crowd that swarmed around him, a demented 

carousel of screeching and yelling and singing, all barely 

audible under the blistering beating sound that trembled 

the foundations of the building. Propelled by the insanity 

of the crowd, he tumbled down some corridor, and on his way

he could just about make out words that seemed scarred into

the walls:

TOTAL FUCKING FREEDOM

ANNHILIATE THE STATE

DEATH 2 COPS

Emile had only a moment to think what this meant before 

being forced on, deeper and deeper into this frenzied 
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warren. Panic seized his lungs, squeezing them in staccato 

bursts, his skull tightening against his brain, pressure 

rising, drowning in terror before he was spewed out into a 

vast space, a wall of sound crashing over him, each beat a 

brick smashing him in the face. Despite the raging noise, 

he was thankful to be alive, and he sucked this new space 

into his parched lungs, but on looking up a new madness 

presented itself.

A massive crowd of people, moving in jerky rhythms, limbs 

flailing, heads snapping forward and back, skin glowing and

glistening, silhouettes gyrating in some Hellish parody of 

fucking against the lasers, Emile glanced around 

desperately for a way out but he knew it was impossible, he

knew all the exits had been subsumed by this shape shifting

place, looping around and around, controlled only by the 

fury of the crowd, time and space rendered to nothing, and 

the crowd seemed so ecstatic, the only ritual being that 

there were no rituals, everything surrendered to the 

nihilism of the moment.

And so he ran, bouncing between bodies, slipping and 

sliding on the drenched floor, fleeing to nowhere, pleading

for it all to just fucking STOP STOPSTOPSTOPSTOP until, 

breathless, he found himself at something like a bar, and 
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behind the bar was a half naked man, ears and nose robed 

with steel. Emile leant in, screaming urgent and wild, a 

garbled French and English patois, saying he was losing his

mind and he had no idea if he was going to get it back.

The man furrowed his brow, reached under the counter, and 

placed an extra strong can of Polish lager between them. He

held two fingers up at Emile’s face to indicate the price. 

Emile leaned forward to scream again, but was stopped by a 

fist appearing between them, one of the knuckles crowned 

with a small pile of white powder. As the barman bent his 

head and snorted it up, Emile seized his opportunity, 

grabbed the beer and threw himself into the crowd.

He found a space on the edge of the pandemonium and 

observed the arrhythmic flow of bodies constantly exploding

into a thousand shadowy fragments before coalescing in a 

breath. Steam rose off them, the heat contagious, and sweat

trickled down the back of Emile’s neck. He drained his 

beer. He wanted more, but knew he couldn’t go back to the 

bar now. As he considered his options he noticed an open 

can of beer on a shelf nearby. He glanced around for a 

potential owner (there was no one) picked it up, shook it 

(three quarters full) and took a sip. 
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Warm. 

Disgusting.

But it was booze.

And that’s how Emile passed the next couple of hours: 

fruitlessly attempting to out drink insanity, staggering 

around, trying out any open can he found. Some cold and 

refreshing. Others stale and tepid. A minority had 

cigarette butts in them that made him gag as he swallowed 

but he didn’t care. He just wanted to cope. Or ignore. Or 

obliterate himself. Whatever.

After a slice of time falling down shapeless corridors and 

up meaningless stairs, seemed for hours, days, time 

elastic, eventually, he stumbled into a small room away 

from the chaos, the music muted back to that dull thud. 

People were sprawled everywhere – on armchairs and sofas 

and on the floor. Some kissing madly, some in varying 

catatonic states, others chatting animatedly, cigarettes 

disappearing and reappearing in rushed breaths, bottles and

glasses permanently clasped in their fists, everyone 

dabbing at tiny bags, snorting at lines of powder from any 

available surface but Emile was too exhausted to care 

anymore, his legs ached, the idea of rest, of sleep, of a 
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dreamless black. He slumped deep into an armchair, the room

spinning.

“You alright?”

Emile looked up. A young, olive-skinned woman, tattoos 

snaking up her arms and dreads cascading down her back, was

speaking to him. He thought her eyes looked bizarre, the 

pupils nearly blotting out all the whiteness. He felt he 

was staring into the centre of the universe.

This is Alicia. She had been pub crawling all day with a 

couple of friends, dipping into their MDMA and acid stash 

as they slowly made their way to this South London squat 

party. As soon as she had arrived her friends were absorbed

into the oblivion and now, at this point in her 

intoxication, the empathy rushing through her bloodstream, 

she just felt the desperate need for this hammered stressed

out guy to be on her level. 

She took out a tiny bit of cardboard from her bra - a tab 

of acid - tore the cardboard in half and handed one half to

him. Emile was looked at the piece of cardboard utterly 

perplexed. Alicia grinned and showed how to take it, 

placing it on the tip of her pierced tongue and swallowing.
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Whatever, Emile thought. Come on. Keep the madness coming. 

Whatever the hell this is, I can take it. 

He took the piece of cardboard, stared at it for a moment 

in his fingers before mimicking her and putting his head in

his hands. 

And, after about an hour, things really started to fall 

apart.

He drifted away from the olive-skinned woman, dragged by 

the terrible power of this place, eyelid slits of light 

expanding, stretching into a horizon, a dawn that blistered

and broke, spilling dark rainbows, laser lit night-time 

rivers, and it was all so strange and beautiful and awful 

that Emile could nothing but suck it in, mutter, half-

begging for it to stop, that dull thud from the street, 

seemed aeons away, but now it was back, grown into a 

crescendo of violence, a bludgeoning white roar, 

silhouetted figures twisted and pirouetted around him, 

shrieking skull faces, faces he knew he recognised, blasted

out of the darkness before receding once more, his lungs 

gave way, crushed, buried alive under this psychosis, his 

clothes now soaked with sweat, weighed him down, snaring 

his liberty, impeding his movements, so he ripped them off,

allowing the soggy garments to slap the floor, and naked he
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strode on, his heart a fist pounding his rib cage, he knew 

the bones were splintering, no one can hold back history he

thought, no one can hold back history but we can destroy it

and we can create it, but you have to know your place in 

all this fucking mess and it was then he saw the words, the

terrible words burnt into the wall, bordered with licking 

flames and smoke billowing up into the invisible ceiling, 

and they read:

THIS IS ANARCHY

Emile froze, reading the words over and over, looking at 

the carnage around him, muttering to himself “no this can’t

be anarchy this can’t be anarchy this can’t be anarchy” and

he knew the past was coming for him, he could feel it, 

shredding this place into tiny invisible fragments behind 

him, and in his final moments, naked, he fell to his knees,

bent his head down to the sticky floor, breathed in the 

stench of a wrecked wasted future, and he screamed. He 

screamed for the Paris Commune, he screamed for his Mum and

Dad, he screamed for Ravachol and Auguste Vailliant, he 

screamed for all the dead, and he screamed for the world 

that was never was.

And then the past washed over him.
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*

When he woke, it was February 12th, 1894, and he was sitting

in the Café Terminus in central Paris. He let the normality

sink in: a small round table, a half finished beer, a cigar

smouldering in an ashtray, and, beyond that, the band that 

had just kicked up a waltz that drifted into the fog of 

wine, perfume and smoke that rose from men in suits and 

women in frocks, who snapped their fingers at waiters who 

darted from the bar to table and back again, nimbly, almost

invisibly, weaving through dancing couples, silver trays of

drinks balanced expertly in hand.

Auguste Vailliant was dead, guillotined, even though he 

hadn’t killed anyone. As Emile had predicted, the police 

were cracking down on the anarchists of Paris. Things were 

desperate. And all the while, these people get to dance and

laugh and fuck, knowing that their joy is built on misery 

and death. 

These people, Emile thought. Honestly. Worse than 

politicians, worse than police. At least politicians issued

orders and the police did the dirty work, but the rich. 

They did nothing. 
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Emile knew had glimpsed the future, witnessed the rotten 

heart of it all, and he felt like a lone God gazing over 

the entire expanse of space and time knowing exactly where 

everyone had been, where everyone was now, and where 

everyone was going if someone didn’t act now. If someone 

didn’t tear the future from its roots. 

Emile had never felt clarity like this. He was so shorn of 

futility and so full of purpose. He knew his mission now. 

He would not only avenge the tragedies of the past and the 

oppression of the present. He was going to save the future 

of anarchism from being lost of the nihilism of that hell. 

And for that prize? For the future of anarchism? 

Anyone was expendable. And everyone was guilty.

He was going to blow a hole in history.

He finished up his beer, paid, and left the café.

A couple of months later, a prosecutor at his trial asked 

him: “Did you want to kill people at the Café Terminus?”

Emile fixed him with a cold grey stare, and calmly replied:

“Certainly. As many as possible.”

As soon as the winter hit him, Emile reached into his coat 

and pulled out a small kettle containing explosives, a 
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detonator, a fuse and one hundred and twenty pellets. He 

lit the fuse with the cigar, shoved the door back open and 

threw the bomb into the Café and ran.

Moments later. The smoke settled. The waltz had been 

replaced by discordant cries and weeping. A woman held her 

face in her hands, blood seeping through her fingers; a 

waiter writhed on the floor, breathing in staccato bursts, 

pellets and splinters dug deep into his belly. 

One person died as a result of Emile’s attack. Dozens 

injured.

Emile was arrested after a brief chase. 

The Café Terminus was open for business by the next 

afternoon.

At his trial, Emile made no attempt to excuse his actions. 

He had no wish for forgiveness from a system he loathed, or

for acts he didn’t regret.

And so, early one morning in May 1894, the moon bulging in 

the sky, Emile Henry was executed by guillotine. 

He was twenty one.

What a waste.

*
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The embers of the squat party pulse, glow and recede with 

diminishing enthusiasm, before, finally, fading into ashes 

of silence. 

The police have come, told everyone to shut up, and gone. 

Alicia stirs and realises she’s one of those left behind. 

Most other people have gone whooping like banshees into the

city towards after parties or have crawled under their 

quilts.

The remnants of the party twitch furtively in half dreams 

on the soft things they’ve cobbled together for makeshift 

beds.

The comedown shame creeps on and she tries to steady her 

mind with the mantra: Tea, toast, bed, tea, toast, bed, 

tea, toast, bed. 

Alicia stands, her muscles and bones creaking from the 

effort, grabs what she thinks are her things and asks the 

most conscious person to let her out. They open the metal 

door and she steps into the alley way, scrunching her eyes 

at the winter morning even though it’s a pale grey.

The alleyway, compared to the ecstatic chaos from just 

hours before, now looks so drab and every day. The crushed 

beer cans, broken wine bottles, fag butts mashed into 
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puddles, baggies with shards of powder stubbornly clinging 

to them, the uniform, plain, damp brickwork, the monotonous

drip drip drip of the drainpipe, the spilled over bin that 

exudes a ripe stench which broils in her stomach and 

bowels, all makes the previous hours seem so pointless, 

meaningless, and she thinks why the fuck does she always do

this to herself, what a waste of fucking time, what a -

Tea toast bed tea toast bed tea toast bed.

But despite the mantra she can’t help but ask herself: is 

this is it? Is this it? After all the revolutions, the 

martyrs, the strikes, the occupations, the assassinations, 

the lines in the sand and the blood on the street is this 

it? This one pathetic drizzly moment sandwiched between the

vicarious thrills of dead white anarchists and the debris 

of the drug fucked? Is this it?

Tea toast bed tea toast bed tea toast bed.

She forces the answer out of herself. No. It can’t be. It 

never has been. There’s always more, there’s always so much

more. 

But the bombs still go off. And tomorrow always comes. 

Hood up, head down, she hurries into the future.
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