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Kate Tempest

We are still mythical

In the old days
the myths were the stories we used to explain

ourselves.
But how can we explain the way we hate ourselves,
the things we've made ourselves into,
the way we break ourselves in two,
the way we overcomplicate ourselves?

But we are still mythical.
We are still permanently trapped somewhere

between the heroic and the pitiful.
We are still godly;
that's what makes us so monstrous.
But it feels like we've forgotten we're much more

than the sum of all
the things that belong to us.

The sky is so perfect it looks like a painting
but the air is so thick that we feel like we're

fainting.
Still
the myths in this city have always said the same

thing - about how all we need is a place to belong;
how all we need is to know what's right from

what's wrong and
how we all need to struggle to find out for ourselves
which side we are on.

We all need to love
and be loved
and keep going.

There may be no monsters to kill,
no dragons' teeth left for the sowing,
but what there is, is the flowing
of rain down the gutters,
what there is is the muttering nutters.

What we have here
is a brand new mythic palette:
the parable of the mate you had who could have

been anything
but he turned out an addict.

Or the parable of the prodigal father
returned after years in the wilderness.

Our morality is still learned through experience
gained in these cities in all of their rage and their

tedium and yes -
our colours are muted and greyed
but our battles are staged all the same
and we are still mythical:
call us by our names.

We are perfect because of our imperfections.
We must stay hopeful;
We must stay patient -
because when they excavate the modern day
they'll find us: the Brand New Ancients.

See - all that we have here is all that we've always
had.
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There's always been heroes
and there's always been villains
and the stakes may have changed
but really there's no difference.
There's always been greed and heartbreak and

ambition
and bravery and love and trespass and contrition
we're the same beings that began, still living
in all of our fury and foulness and friction,
everyday Odysseys, dreams and decisions...
The stories are there if you listen.

The stories are here,
the stories are you,
and your fear
and your hope
is as old
as the language of smoke,
the language of blood,
the language of
languishing love.

The Gods are all here.
Because the gods are in us.

Kate Tempest: Brand New Ancients, 2013.
Die Zitate stammen aus der zweisprachigen Ausgabe
von Suhrkamp Verlag, Berlin 2017: S. 10,12,14,16.

Das Bild aufdem aktuellen Album «Let Them Eat Chaos»

von Kate Tempest stammt vom bekannten politischen Künstler

Peter Kennard (*1949, London). Bild: katetempest.co.uk

If! THfM EAT CHAOS

Kate Tempest, geboren 1985, ist eine
britische Lyrikerin, Theaterautorin
und Rapperin. In ihrem laut zu lesenden

Text Brand New Ancients
beschreibt sie mit starken Sprachbil-
dem die Misere einer Gesellschaft,
die ihre Geschichten vergessen hat
und die glaubt, dass die Gegenwart
alles sei. Das ist eine Gesellschaft
ohne Religion. Das Verdrängte ist
aber nicht einfach weg, sondern
kehrt wieder - «die Götter sind in
uns». «Wir sind immer noch
mythisch», heisst dann, dass wir als

begrenzte Wesen damals wie heute in
unseren «Odysseen, Träumen und
Entscheidungen» über das

hinauszugehen versuchen, was da ist. Man
kann in Tempests Versen jene
Mangelerfahrung beschrieben sehen, aus
der Religion entsteht. Und ebenso,
dass Religion das Bewusstsein davon
ist, dass «die Geschichten da sind
und die Geschichten du bist». Wie
eine zweite Haut prägen uns
Geschichten und Traditionen, die auch
ambivalent und schmerzhaft sind.
Das passt zu Weihnachten, zur
Geschichte der Menschwerdung - ein
brandneuer Klassiker.

Benjamin Ruch
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