Imagine *
Voices now are raised,

in calls for retribution,
tears are shed where blood

has stained mid-evening

streets, long broken tears 
of shattered glass.
Cries caught across the night, 
of those lifted by medics

on their way to hospital

in this European city.

Countless times, the normality of life

has been fractured in other places, in
Market squares, in streets, on buses,
at the gates of embassies, in mosques.
But this? 

A city in the West, haphazard terror

on a Friday in November.
*A pianist arrived on Saturday afternoon

outside the Bataclan Concert Hall in Paris

and played John Lennon’s song Imagine.
