
You Dream of Eyes 
 

1. Acknowledgement 
  
You dream of a bull cornering a matador. Sweat seeps through his flamboyant shirt. Trickles down his face. He 
swallows over and over. It chases him down, spears him with its horns, break his body in places you never knew 
could be broken. The crowd stares in stunned silence. The perspective changes. You are a bull. You see red. You 
taste justice. 
 

  * * * 
      2.  Resolution  
 
 
I’m used to the weird dreams. They tend to happen when I’m stressed, and some nights I’m lucky enough to get a 
nice 2-in-1 package. Sometimes violent, sometimes surreal. Always vaguely disturbing for a reason I can’t quite 
figure out. 
 
When I get to school I put my bike in the shed and and drag myself into class. It’s a small, grimy building, 
discoloured and damp. Three kinds of students attend this school: “troubled” institutionalised kids who had been 
kicked out of every other school, kids whose parents voted for Brexit to keep the Muslim immigrants from 
stealing their jobs, and me. A  black French-Muslim immigrant. Just my luck.  
 
When my dad told me I had to attend this shithole I thought it was some kind of sick joke. After what happened in 
Paris he said we had to “lie low”. I guess this as low as it gets. Looking back on it, it was a smart move. Hiding a 
known fugitive in the biggest dump he could find next to the slums of Paris, the kind of place the police wouldn’t 
even want to look. I remember the day we went to fill out the application forms and stuff. The receptionist gave 
off a strong vibe of  “Can we please get this over with so I can go on my cigarette break”, quickly scanning her eyes 
over my fake passport before going back to her emails.   
 
Mo  
 
Here sir 
 
After a couple of weeks everyone just started to call me Mo. My form tutor choked on the name “Mohammed” 
the first time he said it, like it was rotten fruit he couldn’t wait to spit out. Mo was easier for him.  
 
It’s only been a month but no one seems to want to come near me with a ten foot pole. Of course I got the looks 
and the whispers but that’s gonna happen when you’re the new guy. It happened when we spent a month in Spain 
and it was even worse because I didn’t speak a word of Spanish at first. Bunch of blond kids muttering shit under 
their breath and laughing whenever I walked into the room. There’s really nothing too out there about my 
appearance so to this day I still don’t have a clue what was so fucking funny about a black person existing but I 
guess I’ll never know. Spain was the first place we moved to after the “Incident” and I hated everything about it. 
The climate was too different, the language felt strange in my mouth. I still don’t know who we’re running from, 
why we’re dashing around the continent like the fucking Eurostar but recently I’ve come to the conclusion that I 
don’t want to know. The last time I tried to remember I almost blacked out.  
 
Two women cross the road when I walk near them on my way home. I hear a car door lock as I approach it. C’est la 
vie I guess. People have been looking at me like I’m this exotic specimen everywhere I’ve gone but honestly as 
soon as you step into Chateau Rouge you’ll see about ten other guys that look exactly like me. I think about that 
on my bad days. Makes me feel a bit less like a zoo animal. One day I made the mistake of asking my dad when we 
could go back. He laughed darkly and gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles went green. “Laisse tomber.” 
he told me. I knew not to press the subject. 



 
I have to force the thin wooden door open with my shoulder. The lock jams sometimes cos the place is falling 
apart. Dad’s favourite jazz record is playing - Coltrane’s “A Love Supreme” 
 
Baba? 
 
I walk into the flat and almost trip over my suitcase at the door.  

  * * * 
3.   Pursuance 

 
To this day it still amazes me that he can’t remember anything from that day. I’ve always been careful, never 
pushed the limits of his memory too  far. He was so traumatised he had no recollection of the event. I thought I 
was protecting him from who he was. From what he did. Now I know that I’d been protecting myself from the fact 
that I let it happen. I’ve always been an avoidant type of person. If I don’t acknowledge it then it didn’t happen,no? 
Hamburg, Alicante, Bologna, Blackburn. Four cities, six months of running. We wouldn’t have made it this far if it 
wasn’t for my connections and his co-operation. But now he’s asking questions, now he’s got that dangerous look 
about him, that “nothing to lose” look, the eyes of a starving tiger. And I know I can’t keep it from him any more.  
 
His hands shake as I start to explain , eyes searching in mine for answers. Then he collapses into a heap in front of 
me. 
 
        4.  Psalm 
 
You see their unmoving bodies, blood slowly leaking out of all the holes you put in them. They can’t hurt you 
anymore.The rifle is hot, your face is hot, the sun is hot high above your head, beating down his judgment.  
 
Some people scream and run, others surround the dead cops, calling for help.  They can’t see you. You’re a 
shadow in their peripheral, you’re no one.  
You’re the bull who conquered the matador, the harsh bringer of justice. 
 
You dream of eyes, your mother’s light brown eyes. She cries blood, red rivers run down her face.  
 
Come home 
 
But you can’t go home, you don’t have one anymore.  


