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George Mpanga, the British Ugandan artist better known as George The Poet, is a Peabody Award Winning London-born spoken word performer. His innovative brand of musical poetry has won him critical acclaim both as a recording artist and a social commentator, and seen his words broadcast to billions worldwide.
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CHAPTER ONE

This chapter (or ‘series’ or ‘season’) was written without a plan. I started it in March of 2018 and ended up releasing one episode a month. This was a crazy schedule for the amount of work that went in, and I didn’t get much attention for it at first. But a small group of listeners got it. They sensed that Benbrick and I were onto something, and showed up every month to follow our creative journey. Much love to you guys! Honourable mentions to my youngest brother, Kenny, who probably connected with it the most out of the whole family. Also, to my guy, Darryl, whose name regularly came up on the ‘top listeners’ list.





CHAPTER TWO





EPISODE 10: A Bedtime Story

Extra Info:

	•	When I started the podcast in 2018, I challenged myself to write about whatever I had been through in the previous 24 hours (like talking to Dun D, or hearing my mum deal with my nephew’s tantrum). Most of Chapter One was written like this (apart from the episodes about Grenfell and the migrant crisis – these had been on my mind for a long time). For Episode 10, I returned to this 24-hour technique because I was struggling with writer’s block. So ‘A Bedtime Story’ starts with me in the middle of contract negotiations, since that’s what I was going through at the time.


	•	The dialogue between Dija and my character in this episode was meant to portray a young, Black, middle-class couple communicating with love. At the time I was single, but I wanted to depict a relationship like this. I believe it’s important to think carefully about the images we conjure in our work as writers, especially those of us with young audiences.


 

Fun Facts:

	•	So many scenes in the podcast take place in a car because that’s where I do most of my writing. These stories usually start by me staring out of the window into an empty car park.


	•	I wrote 75% of ‘A Bedtime Story’ without knowing where it was going. Months passed before I realised that this uncertainty could be the whole point of the episode. When I accepted that, I started to have fun with the concept of Writer’s Block as a physical place – because I could describe it clearly!


 

A lot of Have You Heard George’s Podcast? is pure sport to me. I’m just pushing myself like an athlete, to see how far I can take my abilities, and Episode 10 is the perfect example of this. I was still trying to figure out how to present my dreams to my listeners when I became inspired by that scene in Aladdin where he takes Princess Jasmine on a magic carpet ride. That’s basically what I wanted to do with the audience – take them on a ride through my imagination (show them ‘a whole new world’). So, I created a romantic character that would help me build this episode by teasing my thoughts out with playful dialogue. But for some reason, I was seriously struggling to write. It’s like I didn’t really believe I could do it. I was procrastinating and doubting myself, until enough weeks had passed, and I finally acknowledged what I was going through: writer’s block. Once I accepted this, I had fun with it, writing honestly but creatively about my urge to explain my vision, versus fear of not being understood. Sanyu prepared me for this. At the time, I’d had a random conversation with radio host and online personality Julie Adenuga. She was so charismatic that I basically cast her on the spot to provide the voice of my fictional girlfriend. All credit to Julie for going along with my crazy story – she did an amazing job. Special shout out to Benbrick, who took his world-building sound design skills to another level in this episode.

[Soundtrack: Ari Lennox ‘Up Late’]

SCENE 1: DIJA & GEORGE

[Dija exits the en suite shower into the bedroom to get ready for bed. Her boyfriend, George, is on the phone outside the room. First, she closes the bedroom door to give him privacy, then she opens it to ask him a question]

 

Dija: George . . . 

 

George: One second, my brother. Yes, Dija?

 

Dija: Sorry to interrupt you, baby. Where did you leave the coconut oil?

 

George: Try by the bed. On my side.

 

Dija: You left it on the floor.

 

George: I might have done.

 

[Dija laughs]

 

George: Come here.

 

[They kiss]

 

Dija: Is that on mute?

 

George: Nah don’t say nothing cruddy.

 

Dija: Mmmm you’re lucky. Hurry up!

 

George: Alright, I’m coming.

[Dija exits. Narrative perspective stays on George, who is still on the phone]

 

George: Sorry about that, John. Carry on.

 

John: We were just debating the idea of the contract as generic.

 

George: Yeah, the problem with this contract is . . . 

To me it doesn’t reflect the energy you brought to our last encounter.

And instead of fixing that, you’ve called me

And kind of waffled for the past half an hour.

No disrespect.

 

John: Well, it’s not waffle, is it?

I mean these things are sort of—

 

George: You don’t wanna commit to any of my requirements

But you want final sign off – for that alone you’re mad

You might as well write your mind off.

On top of that you want twenty-two of the gross?

Come on man, you’re doing the most.

 

John: Well, George, to be fair this is business,

You are playing with the big boys now . . . 

 

George: Listen, I’m perfectly happy to leave this to the lawyers but

Let’s not forget: you called me, bro.

One sticking point in a contract I can deal with,

It’s a little different when it’s two or three, though.

And even then, I can deal with two or three but

After the third one I’ve seen a few more, b.

Now I’m pushing the lawyers past their usual fee

And after all of this, you’ve called me.

 

Listen, so hear what you do, yeah . . . 

Wait to hear from my man.

John: This being the lawyer, right?

 

George: Yeah, the lawyer.

 

John: Right, well I guess I’ll do that.

 

George: Alright, man. Have a good night.

 

John: Night.

 

[George hangs up, breathing deeply before re-entering the bedroom]

 

Dija: Hi handsome.

 

George: Wagwan.

 

Dija: Wanna talk about it?

 

George: � talk about what?

 

Dija: Ohhh, so that’s what we’re doing. Come. Sit down.

 

[Dija walks George to the bed]

 

George: What’s all this, what we doing, therapy?

 

Dija: Close your eyes.

 

George: Alright.

 

Dija: Listen . . . 

 

[George closes his eyes. Dija closes a laptop that was playing music. The music stops, but the laptop’s fan keeps working loudly]

 

Dija: Can you hear that? Just ‘cause you shut the laptop doesn’t mean it’s off.

 

George: Lol. I see what you did there.

 

Dija: I’m serious.

I can hear the fans and stuff whirring around in your brain . . . 

Trying to cool you down.

You should talk to me.

 

George: D, you know I don’t like to talk to you about contract stuff.

 

Dija: You don’t like to talk about contract stuff.

 

George: You’ve got a phone full of family and friends trying to get free advice and I don’t wanna add to the list, babe.

 

Dija: Listen, what’s the point of spending every night with a contract lawyer if you’re not gonna take advantage of the privilege?

 

George: I think we need to respect certain boundaries.

 

Dija: I think you need to respect my expertise.

 

George: Lawyers are supposed to give impartial advice.

If you could be impartial with me . . . it would kind of hurt my feelings.

 

Dija: Alright, by way of compromise

Why don’t you just . . . tell me what’s on your mind?

And if I should so happen to give you advice – that . . . is of a legal nature

Babe, you can take it or leave it.

 

I don’t need even need details,

Just be creative with it . . . tell me a story.

 

George: You want a story, that’s what you want?

Dija: Babe, that’s exactly what I want.

Just a story.

 

George: Alright, your turn. Sit down.

 

[Dija sits on the bed beside George]

 

George: Get comfy.

Close your eyes.

SCENE 2: THE STORY BEGINS

[Dija closes her eyes and pictures everything George is describing]

 

One warm August evening,

While George was sleeping

Khadija saw his keyring

And it made her gorgeous teeth skin.

 

Dija: [Laughing] Was I skinning teeth, yeah?

 

George: You were skinning teeth, Khadija, yes.

 

She wanted to leave him a little surprise

Like one of her G-strings, but triple the size,

Because she liked to prank him,

Because she thinks she’s funny like that.

That’s the kind of ediat ting she’s on.

 

[Dija laughs loudly at the memory of her pulling this prank on George]

 

George: Babe, weren’t you kind of concerned that I didn’t actually know your size?

 

Dija: It was all a test to see if you knew my size!

George: Lol you’re a fool.

 

Soon as Khadija sat in George’s car

Her first thought was ‘Rah . . . 

In here it feels different’

And that’s when she saw the steering wheel stiffen.

In fact, she could hear the wheels shifting.

And you won’t believe this . . . 

But all of a sudden, the car starts elevating.

 

She thought she was tripping on some Ella Mai ting.

Khadija froze like a mannequin.

Then she started panicking.

Trying to unlock the doors and stop this force

What kind of witchcraft is this? Which car is this?

In the darkness she started making quick decisions.

She recognised she was in need of witnesses and

Began scanning the ground for anyone standing around.

Was anybody out there late this Friday

Seeing wagwan in the neighbour’s driveway?

 

Nope.

 

Dija couldn’t believe how fast her heart was beating,

She tried to stay calm, but she wasn’t far from screaming.

The only reason she held out was self-doubt ‘cause there

Was a chance she was dreaming. I mean she’s

Locked in her boyfriend’s car, dangling in

mid-air two metres off the pavement.

Apparently beyond anyone’s observation.

That’s a lot to take in.

 

Suddenly the car started changing.

Physically it felt like the same thing, but

All along the upholstery’s surface, Dija

Noticed these words from George’s poetry verses.

The whole interior reorganised

Right – before – her eyes.

And within the shortest time Dija was

Basically cocooned in George’s rhymes.

 

Dija: Babe, is this a metaphor?

 

George: Khadija, you don’t miss a beat, do you?

 

Dija: So, your words are the vehicle?

 

George: Can I proceed?

 

Dija: Of course.

 

George: Yeah, so Dija realised the whole thing was a metaphor.

 

[Dija giggles]

 

George: By the way, the most incredible metaphor she ever saw.

Which she had to give George credit for.

 

Dija: OK, relax.

 

George: What, you trying to front?

 

Dija: Yes, it was a good metaphor baby.

 

George: That’s what I thought.

 

She’d always said that George’s words were a vehicle

To drive change people had never seen before.

Looking around now she was proud how his

Bars had grown from Soundcloud to surround sound.

This guy had more words than Countdown.

And they’d taken him from St Raph’s to a nice place downtown.

[Dija smiles in agreement]

 

George: Seeing no need to stay here and chill, Dija

Cautiously placed her hand on the steering wheel.

Instantly the car came to life and gave insight into

What George’s brain is like.

 

Different hues of light started flitting through the lines George had

Written through the times. Different colours represented

Different moods and vibes. All Dija knew was

She was in for a different cruise tonight.

 

[Soundtrack: IAMDDB ‘Running’]

 

George: Settings? She didn’t know which to utilise so she

Picked one that looked like it would hit the smoothest glide.

If Dija saw this on a show, she’d say this was suicide but

Tell Michael Knight and KITT to move aside . . . 

It’s about to be a futuristic Uber ride.

 

Stealthily, the ride started dipping through the night.

I mean not even whipping – it was doing flight.

No one clocked this apart from one fox in the park,

Who was watching the stars ‘cause the moon was bright

When she saw Khadija zooming by.

The fox started to wonder if her food was right.

She thought: either I’m super high.

Or I just saw a human drive through the sky.

 

[Dija laughs]

 

Dija: Wait. G I just got an idea.

 

George: Go through.

 

Dija: Alright, disclaimer:

Nowadays when you talk

I hear your thoughts like podcast episodes.

And this story could become one, heaven knows.

So, what do you think of this?

 

The car could be endorsed by an actual car company.

I mean I’ve never worked with one myself but I’m

Sure I could ask somebody.

 

George: [Thinks] Go on.

 

Dija: All you’d need is a company that aligns with your message, your

Mind and your ethics. Cos, G,

I see you becoming a

Leading content provider for Netflix.

And you need partners who recognise and respect this.

 

George: You don’t miss a beat.

 

Dija: Okurrrr!

 

George: I get you, b.

We gotta do celebrity with integrity.

 

Dija: Definitely.

 

George: But technically, since I

Signed with the BBC finally, that’s—

 

Dija: Finally!

 

George: That’s funded by the licence fee. And

Obviously, that makes it public property . . . 

So I don’t think we can’t get advertising p.

 

Dija: But isn’t that just in the UK, though?

 

George: Wait. Did you hear that?

 

Dija: What?

 

George: It sounded like . . . 

Like Khadija trying to make George discuss contracts.

 

[George laughs]

 

Dija: You!

 

[Dija playfully hits George]

 

Dija: Do you not trust me?

 

George: Deej if I didn’t trust you then I wouldn’t be here right now, you feel me?

 

Dija: Was that supposed to be romantic? Because it gave me anxiety.

 

George: Babe, it’s not the trust. It’s just . . . 

There’s things I’d rather not discuss, what’s the fuss?

 

[Dija sighs]

 

Dija: The fuss is George,

you spend a lot of money on lawyers.

And I’m trying to escape my scummy employers

‘Cause like I’ve always said, that office is rotten.

Babe, we’ve got problems in common.

 

George: Yeah, but what we haven’t got is time.

D, we ain’t got time for ourselves, I ain’t got

Time for my guys, you ain’t got time for your girls. And you know

Time is more precious than diamonds and pearls but

Babe, that’s where this environment fails.

You . . . you make good use of your time, which is

Just as well because you have a beautiful mind. That’s

Part of what drew me to you in the first place. But

This level of emotional involvement is

Something I don’t have time for in my workspace.

 

Dija: Wow! ‘Date a poet’ they said.

 

[George laughs]

 

Dija: So what happened next in the story? Go on.

 

George: Well George recognised the tension in the room

So he decided to be a man about it.

He carefully collected Khadija’s injured feelings,

Lovingly placed them in a shoe box,

And slid them under the bed.

 

Then he got back to the story.

No laughs, nah?

 

[Dija kisses her teeth]

 

George: Tough crowd.

SCENE 3: DIJA GOES UNDERGROUND

[George’s story continues. The flying car has taken Dija to a dark, eerily quiet open field]

 

The car took Khadija to a part of town where

There were no people or cars around. The

Windshield turned into a TV screen,

Repeatedly playing these three scenes:

Aladdin, on the magic carpet with Jasmine.

Rick from Rick and Morty making Morty small,

And one from the Space Jam storyboard:

You know the part when Michael Jordan goes underground.

 

The screen disappeared and there was no one around.

Dija could see this from here.

The car was softer than snow coming down, but a hole in the

ground started to open around them.

Opening like the first act of the show for an

Artist promoting an album. Opening

Like the dome of a shaolin monk when he

goes to the mountain.

 

So now it’s fully an underground thing.

The opening closes in overhead. And there’s

No more sign of the hole that led them to this

Dead end.

 

They land in a cave.

Dija just wants to be home in bed but she’s

trying to hold it down. Like how mandem behave

When certain man see certain man in a rave.

 

[Cut to George and Dija on the bed]

 

George: Rah you’re not gonna laugh at none of my—

 

Dija: Keep calm and carry on.

 

George: Alright.

Out of nowhere the car doors fling open.

Dija’s eyes adjust for one awkward moment.

She decides to trust her gut ‘cause if anyone or

Anything tries her they’re getting an uppercut.

No sooner than she slipped off the driver’s seat did the

Floor of the cave and the bottom of her sliders meet.

As far as the eye could see, there was

No light – at least for hundreds of metres.

Except from under Khadija’s feet. And the car.

There seemed to be a glow around both of them.

Something was watching over them.

 

The glow extended like the roots of a tree

Revealing a cave as huge as can be.

Stalactites hung so beautifully, and

Stalagmites stood up like you do for me.

 

The light Khadija had brought travelled

Just far enough for her to see there was more.

She was at the start of a path in a tunnel and

Ahead of her the darkness was asking for trouble.

 

See, it was in her nature

To find out where this path might take her.

 

She jumped in the car and touched the steering wheel, but

This time she didn’t just hover there and chill.

The car knew where she was going

Once again, it turned into a poem.

This time the words were reaching Khadija,

Like sound waves from a beat in a speaker.

George’s poetry was taking her down this passage

Deeper and deeper.

 

And by this point he knows Khadija’s asleep, but,

He needed to speak up.

 

[Cut to the bedroom, where Dija has dozed off]

 

George: Dija? You really sleeping?

Guess that makes this speech a bit easier.

Confidence is a funny feeling to keep up.

It’s like being the guy behind the curtain that everyone

Thinks is the Wizard of Oz.

Half the time thankful that I’m not ‘that guy’,

The other half, wishing I was.

 

Sometimes I wonder

What will these people do when they

Realise the me they knew isn’t even true?

Yes, D, my boo. Even you.

 

[Narrative perspective drifts from the bedroom back into the car ride, but now George is in the driver’s seat, and not Dija]

 

When the chips are down and no one’s feeling Season 2,

And all of my live shows are receiving weak reviews,

And your own friends are tweeting me abuse.

And you’re forced to let go of the fact you

Never really expected me to lose . . . 

Then we’ll see who’s who.

 

[Car slows down. There seems to be a block party in the middle of the passageway]

SCENE 4: GEORGE GETS LOST

[George finds himself in an unfriendly place, unaware that he has fallen asleep into a dream that follows the story he was just telling Dija. Here he is confronted by Insecurity Guards]

 

George: Nah this wasn’t here before.

What’s going on?

Coming like the mandem locked off the road . . . 

 

[George exits his car]

 

IG 1: Wagwan, my brudda.

 

George: Yeah wagwan, g.

 

IG 1: You’re looking kinda lost still.

 

George: Yeah, I’m not gonna lie—

 

IG 2: Oi who’s that?

 

IG 1: That’s what I’m tryna find out, bro.

 

George: That’s not even all necessary . . . 

 

[IG 2 approaches]

 

George: If anyone can tell me—

 

IG 2: Wagwan my guy. You’re looking kind of lost still.

 

George: Yeah, cuzzy, I was on the mains,

And I just must have got a bit side-tracked

So, I’m trying to figure out—

 

Trudy: Who’s this new yout on the block?

 

IG 1: That’s what we’re tryna figure out.

 

IG 2: My man just come to the Dub like it’s calm.

 

George: Yo hear what I’m saying—

 

Trudy: Is that your car, brudda?

 

George: Yeah, that’s me still.

 

Trudy: Why’s it got writing all over it?

 

George: Long story. Listen I’m just trying to get—

 

Trudy: Yo I like that car, you know.

 

[Tense silence]

 

George: I like the car, too.

 

Trudy: What fuel does it take?

 

George: This car is a metaphor.

I built it with my words,

So, the only fuel it takes is my brainpower.

You understand what I’m saying?

 

Trudy: Mmm. So, your brainpower . . . 

Brought you to the block?

 

[IGs chuckling]

 

George: Yeah. I got distracted.

I was telling my girl a story using my words as my vehicle and

Obviously, I lost my way.

So, I’m trying to make my way back and if you lot could help me

I’d appreciate that.

 

Trudy: Well, I know how hard it is for men, admitting when you’re lost. So how much?

 

George: How much what?

 

Trudy: For the car. How much?

 

George: The car’s not for sale.

Trudy: Didn’t say it was. How much did it cost?

Just ’cause you didn’t pay money for it doesn’t mean it didn’t cost you.

 

IG 1: Where you from, cuz?

 

George: That’s not relevant.

 

IG 2: Yo answer the question, bro.

 

Trudy: Mandem listen. That’s not the issue.

Doesn’t matter where he’s from.

I’m trying to know . . . where’s my man going?

 

George: My girl wanted to know what was on my mind.

I’ve been working on a lot of ideas.

So, I thought lemme just take her to my intellectual property, so she can see it for herself. Like I said, I lost my way. If you lot can give me directions back to the mains, we ain’t got a problem.

 

Trudy: Yeah but, how you gonna get back to the mains with no car?

 

George: What?

 

[Laughing all around. George turns and sees the car has vanished.]

 

Trudy: Welcome to Writer’s Block.

 

[Soundtrack: Skepta ft. J Hus ‘What Do You Mean?’]





EPISODE 11: Writer’s Block

Extra Info:

	•	Unlike the previous episode (which started with my character wide awake), this one starts with me asleep. My character still hasn’t realised that he fell asleep at the end of Episode 10, so he is wandering through a dream trying to recover his stolen car.


	•	This episode was inspired by my habit of planning my future as if I’m writing a TV show. I recommend this practice to everyone. Seeing your life like a TV series allows you to think clearly about your decisions and the characters around you.


	•	By looking ten years into the future, I am able to share my dreams with the audience, which is what my character was trying to do in ‘A Bedtime Story’ before he lost his way.


 

Fun Facts:

	•	In Scene 1, when The Oracle offers my character Thai food, all the dishes are named after movies with flying cars.


	•	Legendary newsreader Sir Martyn Lewis was kind enough to come and voice some of the fictional new clips for us. Thanks, Martyn!


	•	The characters Genna and Spinna are voiced by two of my childhood friends who really are from rival areas. Art brings people together.


 

As I was becoming more and more enticed by Matthew Walker’s book, Why We Sleep, Episode 11 almost wrote itself. The previous episode, ‘A Bedtime Story’, was about me introducing my dreams to the audience (via a conversation with a fictional girlfriend). In real life, a loss of confidence stopped me from getting to my dreams within that episode. But once I confronted this feeling, I unlocked the ability to write about it. This is how I came up with the idea of Writer’s Block as a physical place. Of course, the double-meaning of the word ‘block’ was attractive to me, as someone who loves wordplay (‘block’ means ‘barrier’, and it is also slang for a residential building in the Ends). When most people refer to ‘writer’s block’ they mean the mental barrier preventing creativity. But for Episode 11, it would refer to the state of stagnation, portrayed as the ghetto of my mind. Because I approached this chapter as a TV producer, I wanted ‘Writer’s Block’ to flow from ‘A Bedtime Story’; if the first chapter was a notebook, this second one was a storyboard. By writing about my time on Writer’s Block, I could explain my frustrations as an artist, and hopefully uplift anyone who has ever felt the same. Once again, shout out to Benbrick for raising the bar with his audio world-building. I asked him to construct the craziest scenarios, and instead of doing the minimum, he always did the most.

SCENE 1: GEORGE MEETS THE ORACLE

[George has spent hours on Writer’s Block trying to find his car, after it was stolen at the end of the previous episode, ‘A Bedtime Story’. He doesn’t realise that he is asleep, dreaming about what direction to take his career in. He has been pointed to a mysterious character called The Oracle. George finds her apartment on Writer’s Block and knocks on her door]

 

The Oracle: Who’s there?

 

George: Yo, my name’s George. I’m a poet.

I was told to come here for The Oracle.

 

The Oracle: Told by who?

 

George: Listen, I’ll be honest with you. I’m not from this block. My car got stolen and I’ve been stuck here for way too long. I asked around and one name keeps coming up. Now if I’ve got the wrong place can you please just tell me where I can find The Oracle?

 

[Door opens]

 

The Oracle: Come in.

 

[Door closes]

 

The Oracle: This way.

 

[They walk through a dimly lit apartment]

 

The Oracle: Have a seat. So, Mr Poet. What brings you to Writer’s Block?

 

George: So, my girl’s been telling me to open up,

‘Cause apparently I don’t enough. And it makes

her upset when she feels like

she can’t help me cope with stuff. So—

 

The Oracle: Would you like some water?

 

George: Yes, please, my throat is rough. [Coughs]

 

[The Oracle pours George a glass of water]

 

George: But putting my thoughts into words is long.

So, she suggested that I tell her a

Story about what I’m working on.

 

[The Oracle passes the water]

 

George: Thank you.

 

[George sips]

 

George: The story was supposed to take her

Through my intellectual property.

Obviously, the plan didn’t pan out properly.

 

I got distracted and ended up on the block.

Must have stepped out and left my car unlocked

Then it got stolen by this girl and her friends.

And ever since then I’ve been searching the Ends.

I’ve asked around. I asked one guy called James and

Another brother whose name I can’t pronounce.

Obviously, no one knows where stolen cars are found but they

Say The Oracle is my best chance at getting an answer now.

 

The Oracle: Trudy.

 

George: Excuse me?

 

The Oracle: The girl you met. Her name’s Trudy.

Trudy didn’t steal your car.

So don’t let negativity fill your heart—

 

George: I’m too old for ops.

I should be coming for someone’s head top,

But all I’m trying to do is get in my car and get off this dead block.

If it’s me that’s moving mad, tell me who’s been grabbed.

Real talk. Tell me who’s got clarted.

After the drama that you lot started—

 

[The Oracle’s voice becomes other-worldly]

 

The Oracle: RELAX!

 

[Silence]

 

The Oracle: Everyone is here . . . for a season.

And everyone is here . . . for a reason.

But, you see with these two guarantees

There’s a trade-off . . . 

Tell me something, what’s your car made of?

 

George: My words.

 

The Oracle: Exactly. How can words be stolen?

Everyone on Writer’s Block has lost their words,

For the moment.

You’re here ‘cause I can help you.

But you need to help yourself too.

 

[George breathes deeply]

 

George: I’m on the horns of a dilemma.

There have been a lot of wars within my era.

And that’s just within my area.

The macro-vision is much scarier.

I’ve been promising change to my audience

For about seven years.

And I now believe there are some prayers God never hears.

 

There’s been a bit of gun violence in my Ends

Some of it among my friends.

And if it’s not guns then it’s knives,

These young boys love to make each other run for their lives.

 

So obviously, the only way of knowing if my poems

Are effective or feeble is to

Test their effect on my people.

So, every word that I write has to

Serve the dual function of

Entertaining and providing an intellectual junction.

I try to do this with stories, since

Adults, teens and children love them. But

That’s driven by brainpower. It’s a lot of fuel consumption

 

The Oracle: Alright. Let me explain how I work . . . 

I’m drawn to the strongest vision.

I cannot prevent you from making the wrong decision.

I sense you see beyond yourself, so I’ll help you on your mission.

But I’ll only do so on one condition.

 

I like Thai food.

Cooking it puts me in a nice mood.

And I’d like you . . . 

To try my food.

 

George: Huh?

 

The Oracle: Yeah.

 

George: Hold on . . . as in actual food?

 

The Oracle: Actually, wait there I’ve got some ready.

 

George: [Mutters] Course you got some ready.

 

[The Oracle goes to the kitchen where Matthew Walker’s Why We Sleep audiobook is playing from a speaker. It’s the part about time distortion in sleep]

 

The Oracle: OK now I don’t know if you’re new to Thai but I’ve

Got a few dishes for you to try.

All plant based. And they got

That fresh-off-the-farm taste.

 

Let’s start off with a batch of the new stuff.

It’s called ‘Back to the Future’.

Does what it says on the tin.

 

George: Swear down?

 

The Oracle: Alright, now let’s bring the second dish in.

This is some Thai green curry called Flubber.

See Flubber . . . brudda!

 

And over here we got a spicy dish,

I call it Chitty Chitty Bang Bang . . . 

And over here we got the finger foods,

That’s Men in Black and that’s Batman.

So . . . you know, lemme know where you wanna go.

 

George: I mean . . . much as I appreciate these beautiful dishes

You have to understand you do look suspicious.

 

The Oracle: Bro, you came to my Ends who are you to talk?

Anyway, on Writer’s Block you need food for thought,

Which, since you’re so clever I’d assume you’d support.

 

George: Alright, gimme a batch of the new stuff.

What you call it? Back to the Future.

 

The Oracle: Good choice.

Alright, quickly: there’s no side effects from my products,

But there are by-products.

 

George: What? What you mean ‘by-products’?

 

The Oracle: Back to the Future takes you ten years ahead.

But with that said, it eliminates what you

Get to see from your destiny.

 

[The Oracle sets the plate down in front of George]

 

George: Why you even telling me that?

 

[George starts eating and loves it]

 

George: Yo, this is good, though!

 

The Oracle: Yeah? You know I did spend a lot of time making it.

 

George: This is— yo!

 

The Oracle: Oh, thank you.

 

George: I’m not really a man to talk with my mouth full but this is— yo!

 

The Oracle: Nah it’s calm. But listen . . . 

Back to your car.

 

George: [Distracted by food] Hm?

 

The Oracle: Your car.

George: What you say?

 

The Oracle: You see your car, yeah?

 

George: Yeah.

 

The Oracle: Hopefully, this food for thought

Can open your mind as to where it might be.

 

[George is uninterested in the car, engrossed in the food]

 

The Oracle: You’re not thinking about this car right now, are you?

 

George: Hm?

 

The Oracle: The car. It’s like I’m not even here, init? Yeah . . . 

 

[The Oracle cackles and disappears]

SCENE 2: GEORGE FALLS ASLEEP AGAIN

[George slips into another level of sleep and hears quotes from Matthew Walker’s audiobook Why We Sleep. George’s memories play in his mind]

 

Diggy Ustle: I like your vibe. You’re bringing in different characters, you know what I’m trying to say? I like it. I just feel like you’re a genius, bruv . . . 

 

Kendra Houseman: I had a boy that was involved in a gang, and he was going out for a fight, took a knife. And I brought him into my room, and he listened to your podcast, and he didn’t have a fight, last Thursday. And you saved his life.

 

J Man: Maybe going to all them schools that you went to was for a reason, fam. Do you understand? ‘Cause I remember when you used to come and check man . . . you used to come up with some next words and I was like . . . this guy was super-smart you know!

 

George’s Mum: There was no stopping George so, I haven’t always understood what he’s done. I wanted him to be an MP, and he told me flatly, no. I said ‘fine’. He went into entertainment, music, and now podcasts, and I went from being the mother who led him to the mother who follows him. But as a practising Christian, I give all the praise to God.

 

George: Am I supposed to be more of an MP? Or of an MC?

I choose both.

 

[Soundtrack: Headie One ‘Both’]

 

George: Yeah . . . I chose both.

SCENE 3: MONTAGE OF THE NEXT DECADE

[As The Oracle said, her food allows George to see 10 years into the future. He watches his career grow through the eyes of the media]

 

Sir Martyn Lewis: Spoken word artist George The Poet,

Real name George Mpanga was the

First of his kind to record a banger.

Following that his foray into podcasting,

Earned the loaded nickname ‘God-casting’.

 

[Cut to George in front of an audience]

 

George: You gotta know, I never called it ‘God-casting’.

I want the people to know, I never once called it ‘God-casting’.

 

[Cut to one of George’s critics giving a radio interview]

 

Critic: . . . ’God-casting’. It’s this idea that the leading podcasters

have sort of got answers to some serious challenges

And I think it really is damaging . . . 

 

[Cut to a montage of news reports]

 

Newsreader 2: Social entrepreneur George the Poet was part of a team that raised six hundred and forty million pounds for an affordable housing development in Milton Keynes, a place he says, designed for residents to fulfil their dreams.

 

Cristale: George is literally rebuilding the hood from scratch. It’s mad.

 

Sir Martyn Lewis: At 28, he pioneered the practice of using his

Podcast to announce his biggest plans. And

Then funding and implementing these plans

Entirely with his fans, collectively referred to as ‘George’s Search Party’.

The model is not without its flaws, but it works – partly.

 

Mixed Young Voices: GSP! It’s Generating Solutions for Poverty. Global Sustainability Programme. It’s like it’s a Ghetto Social Policy.

 

News Interviewee: I don’t know who these people are or why they care but they’ve changed everything. God bless GSP.

 

Sir Martyn Lewis: The Guardian newspaper describes George’s Search Party as

A ‘Social Action Reserve Army’, whose

Members bear no real resemblance to each other, and in

Fact, some of whom are serving a custodial sentence.

 

Critic:  . . . George the Poet has positioned himself as this twenty-first century artist,

And there’s no denying how impactful his art is,

But what he’s actually doing is selling the idea of change,

Profiting and pocketing higher and higher dividends

While things get harder for women, working families and immigrants.

 

Sir Martyn Lewis: Despite the criticism, Mpanga insists his followers

Are simply well-informed private citizens.

 

[Cut to George 8 years down the line at a press conference, answering questions about his movement]

 

Older George: There’s always gonna be cynics around any social movement, but

My supporters are normal people: families, professionals, students—

 

[Cut to George being interviewed in front of an audience]

 

Interviewer: But they are making you incredibly rich.

 

Older George: Why is that a ‘but’? Why would I spend my whole life building social businesses – that work – and not take a cut?

 

Interviewer: Well, I guess for a lot of people you represent the neoliberal idea that business can fix society’s problems. What do you say to that?

 

Older George: Listen, I would say the biggest group of policy influencers in the country is the electorate. But the policy-making process needs to do more than we currently expect of it. As a country our policy-making operation should take into account the observations and conversations of the entire population.

 

[Cut to a political talk show, with George responding directly to one of his biggest critics]

 

Critic: I’m sorry everything you say reeks of hypocrisy.

How can you sit there and talk about democracy,

When you have such a disproportionate influence on the economy?

 

[Mixed boos and applause]

 

Older George: It’s not a—

This is all part of my economic theory.

 

Critic: Argh let me guess, another hypothesis.

 

Older George: Yeah, this is one of my hypotheses.

I strongly believe that the secret ingredient of democracy

Is accessible and engaging information of a high quality.

Now like you said, this is my hypothesis, so

Solving it is my problem, Miss.

 

[Applause]

 

Critic: Typical. But you would say that wouldn’t you?

I mean, this is exactly what the problem is!

 

Older George: My role in the economy reflects my

Own investment in my own intellectual property.

Eight years ago, when I released the second chapter of my podcast

I made this clear—

 

Critic: So why don’t you tell us how much money you’ve made this year?

 

Older George: Eight years ago, when I released Chapter Two of my

Podcast I said exactly what I wanted to achieve; everyone was relaxed.

But now I’m in a position to come with the stats and a couple of facts,

Every time I speak someone attacks.

Critic: I’m sorry, we do not owe you our support just ’cause you call yourself a man of the people.

 

[Cut to social media users reacting to news of George being caught up in sex scandal]

 

Social Media User 1: Fam, this guy George the Poet is a mad man.

 

Social Media User 2: That’s George in the video!

 

Social Media User 1: That’s him in the video, you know.

 

[Cut to news coverage of George’s scandal]

 

Sir Martyn Lewis: Today, the controversial spoken word artist has come under fire, after a video emerged of him allegedly engaged in a sex act with an adult performer.

 

[Cut to George at a press conference, answering questions about the scandal]

 

Older George: Of course, I fully understand the public outrage.

The person in the video clearly is me.

I take my role very seriously as a public figure, and I’ve never lied to the public.

But now this is an issue in my private life,

And to be honest I don’t feel apologetic towards anyone beside my wife.

 

[Cut to Dija, now George’s wife, switching off the TV after watching the press conference]

SCENE 4: GEORGE APOLOGISES TO DIJA

[George’s wife, Dija, feels humiliated by this scandal. On a rainy night, she sits in their bedroom silently as George tries to apologise]

 

George: I used to think the word ‘mistake’ was overused.

‘Cause how can it be a mistake if it’s something you chose to do?

But now I get it.

 

Choices become consequences.

There are guys inside riding time for a

Minor crime . . . ended up with a much longer sentence.

 

I see my story in two parts:

Before and after you arrived.

Before you, I lived a fast and ruthless life.

I never had anyone to answer to, besides

My character was marred by foolish pride.

Just as I started to decide . . . 

That I can’t pursue this life . . . 

You gave me a chance to do it right.

Khadija, I took that. I never looked back.

I committed my heart to you and I . . . 

 

Now with all these people digging through my business

Baby, please don’t lose sight of this.

I know it’s hard for you but try,

Please. That’s all I ask of you tonight.

 

You have to know I’m so sorry for the strain I’ve put on this marriage.

Ever since the miscarriage—

 

Dija . . . 

 

[Dija leaves]

SCENE 5: BACK TO THE ORACLE

[Jump back to the end of the first scene. After serving George, The Oracle waits to see if it manages to send him to sleep]

 

The Oracle: You’re not thinking about this car right now, are you?

 

George: Mm.

 

The Oracle: It’s like I’m not even here innit?

 

[George murmurs distractedly]

 

The Oracle: Yeah hahaha . . . 

 

[George is immersed in eating and becomes unresponsive]

 

The Oracle: Hello . . . Mr Poet?

 

[Silence, confirming the food has consumed George’s mind]

 

The Oracle: He’s done out here.

 

[The Oracle cautiously walks over to the front door. George isn’t aware of anything other than the food]

 

The Oracle: He’s finished!

 

[The Oracle leaves the apartment]

 

[Soundtrack: SL ‘Gigantalous’]

SCENE 6: ON THE BLOCK

[The Oracle walks through the Block and runs into her neighbour, Genna, who addresses her by her real name: Samira. Genna is the typical Writer’s Block resident: stuck, unsure how to move his story forward. The Oracle reveals that she is going to meet her boss on the other side of the Block. Genna needs work, and would like to meet the boss, but fears for his safety on the other side]

 

Genna: Yo! The Oracle yana!

 

The Oracle: Wagwan my Genna.

 

Genna: What’s good, Samira?

 

The Oracle: I’m just here blud.

 

Genna: Yo, I never see you deh pon the Block.

 

The Oracle: Yeah, more time I’m in by 11 o’clock.

 

Genna: OK, OK. So why you out so late today?

 

The Oracle: I got a meeting with the big man.

 

Genna: Say swear!

 

The Oracle: Yeah. If you want, I can bring man.

 

Genna: What you saying, what, you think he’s got work for me?

 

The Oracle: Personally, I don’t know if he’s got work for you

But I can put in a good word for you.

 

Why d’you think I’m inside a lot?

Serving food when it’s piping hot.

Prices dropped, my man’s got the nicest crop

I just buy his stock and supply this Block.

Yo, if I get it by eight, best believe it’s gone by nine o’clock.

 

Genna: Alright. Where’s the meeting, though?

 

The Oracle: It’s on the other side of Writer’s Block.

 

Genna: Ooh I don’t deal with the other side.

You know the mandem can’t let nothing slide.

 

The Oracle: Well, if you ever change your mind

I can arrange a better place and time.

Just stop by.

 

Genna: I appreciate that, Samira.

 

The Oracle: Say nothing, my guy.

 

Genna: Yo by the way, you got Thai?

 

The Oracle: How much you need?

 

Genna: Like a zed.

 

The Oracle: Alright, I’ma shout you before bed.

 

Genna: Respect. Say nothing.

 

The Oracle: Alright, safe. In a bit.

SCENE 7: ON THE OTHER SIDE

[Cut to The Oracle on the other side of the Block, where she runs into her friend, Spinna. Like Genna, Spinna is stuck on the Block. He is also unable to visit The Oracle on the other side, because, like Genna, he fears for his safety. The Oracle advises him to work on his story]

 

Spinna: Wagwan, Samira.

 

The Oracle: Man like Spinna! When you coming round for dinner?

 

Spinna: About dinner. After you forgot man.

I can’t see you on the Block fam.

 

The Oracle: You know where my door is

You just gotta knock, fam. I

Got that new Thai food. You need to

Slide though, bruv.

 

Spinna: Man can’t chill round your sides too tough.

 

The Oracle: Boy, guess you won’t get to try the new stuff!

How’s your story coming along?

 

Spinna: You know. Still finding the words.

 

The Oracle: If you like rap try rhyming a verse. I’ll see you later yeah.

 

Spinna: Alright then. Likkle more, my darg.

SCENE 8: THE ORACLE MEETS THE BOSS

[The Oracle walks away from all the noise to meet her boss, Busy. Busy was introduced in Episode 8 as the head of the Ambition Commission]

 

The Oracle: I know we agreed to meet late but

Midnight is dread! I like spending this time in bed.

Anyway . . . I did like you said.

When he got to my door, even though he was deep in,

George didn’t know he was sleeping.

I’m guessing Stage One NREM.

But I hit him with the Ten-Ten.

That Back to the Future, made him act a bit looser.

Yo the way his brain works . . . I feel like I just hacked a computer.

 

But I left him too lost in the sauce to talk.

I’m pretty sure the only thing he saw was the fork.

That’s how I managed to creep out.

Chances are my man is asleep now.

 

Boss I don’t know where you’re getting this food from,

but it’s the pengest peng in the ends.

You should see how fast it moves when I sell it in tens

And you know the visions it gives man are hella intense.

It’s crème de la crème! Guaranteed to take George from NREM to REM.

 

Busy: You’ve done well here, Samira.

This will help George see himself a bit clearer.

You know we all want the best for him innit?

Sometimes that means you gotta pressure him a bit.

So tell me, what’s the strongest vision?

 

The Oracle: Well in 10 years he won’t have any competition.

I see him succeeding and leading, but true his girl’s gonna leave him . . . 





EPISODE 12: A Night to REMember

Extra Info:

	•	This episode makes the most sense when you’ve listened to Episodes 8, 10 and 11.


	•	Since the first chapter of ‘HYHGP?’ was predominantly nonfiction, I wanted to experiment more with fictional writing in Chapter Two. This is why these episodes are so imaginative.


 

Fun Facts:

	•	The Episode is called ‘A Night to REMember’ because it is all about the effect of REM sleep on the brain.


	•	My little brother, Michael, says Busy is basically the real me lol.


	•	The film that Busy talks about in Scene 6 is called ‘BLACK YELLOW RED’. It’s a fifteen-minute piece on Ugandan politics that I adapted from Episodes 6 & 7 of the podcast. This episode was written in 2019, when I had just started the film and was unsure what to do with it. In the end, I released it on 14th January 2021 – my thirtieth birthday and the date of Uganda’s presidential elections. Concern about Uganda’s political future was weighing heavy on my mind when I wrote ‘A Night to REMember’.


 

From reading Why We Sleep by Matthew Walker, I had learned that sleep occurs in two alternating stages across the night: rapid eye movement (REM) sleep and non-rapid eye movement (NREM) sleep. Apparently, both of these stages help the brain organise memories, but REM sleep is where dreams happen. Reading about this blew my mind. The book described a cinema that opens up in the brain during sleep, as it separates important memories from unimportant ones, filing them away in different places and making random connections between them. The educator in me was drawn to the challenge of explaining this in the podcast, especially because it fed into my plan of sharing my dreams with the audience. So, I told the story of ideas in my mind scrambling to make the most of my sleep before I wake up and get distracted. This gave me a reason to portray Britain and Uganda as women in my life, and develop some of the characters introduced in Episode 8, ‘Sanyu’s World’, as well as new ones, who were expertly played by my friends and fellow artists, Barney and Mandi. And again, all credit goes to Benbrick for continuing to raise the levels with his music and sound design. This was the third consecutive episode that made me feel like we had achieved the impossible. Special shouts out to Sandra and Petra too, whose sharp humour and brutal honesty had been making me laugh for over a decade by the time I asked them to close this episode. Back then, we had no idea that Sandra and I would soon fall in love and get married.

SCENE 1: GEORGE & BRITAIN

[George is on the phone to a female personification of Britain]

 

George: Hello, Britain.

Quick disclaimer – you know my words are never ghost-written.

Yeah, so, before you take them apart

Just remember this comes straight from the heart.

 

Are you still there? Can you hear me?

 

Britain: Yeah. Yeah, I’m still here.

 

George: Brit, honestly . . . I owe you an apology.

You’ve done a lot for me, and I don’t think I’ve thanked you properly.

Because of you I believe in democracy. I have faith in the power of policy.

But before I die . . . Britain, one thing I’ve got to see is my people rising out of poverty.

Now, your ancestors interrupted the—

 

Britain: George, I don’t really have time—

 

George: Can I finish? Britain, can I finish?

 

Britain: Sorry.

 

George: Your ancestors interrupted the momentum of my ancestors.

And without legally binding acknowledgement of this fact

There’s only so much momentum I can recover.

This is the bit where we misunderstand each other.

Now, I know you’re going through a lot right now.

And I say ‘you’ because even though I live here it’s not my house.

You’re not my spouse; you’re just my host.

And yeah, we’ve become quite close.

Brit, I wanna make this work, but you don’t have space in your heart to accommodate this hurt.

I feel like you’re getting defensive when I haven’t even said anything offensive.

 

Britain: Hold on, George, one second.

 

Britain’s Advisor: Ma’am, Theresa May has just announced her resignation.

 

Britain: George, I’m going to have to call you back.

 

Busy: Pause that.

SCENE 2: AMBITION COMMISSION HEADQUARTERS

[Cut to a futuristic lab. This lab exists in an area of George’s Mind run by a team of ideas called the Ambition Commission (AC). AC is ruthlessly driven by the desire for greatness – no matter the cost. AC is led by a character called Busy (who features in Episodes 8 and 11). Busy works with the Insecurity Guards (IGs) to keep George motivated by fear. Busy is currently manipulating George’s dreams while he sleeps, in order to influence Chapter Two of HYHGP]

 

Busy: Why are we bringing in Theresa May?

 

IG 1: What was the reason again?

 

IG 2: Theresa May’s a reminder—

 

IG 1: Of what can go wrong when you try to lead the way.

 

IG 2: It might motivate G, might put him off—

 

IG 1: Yeah, either way, it’s gonna make him feel a way.

Busy: Fair enough. Alright, last cycle of REM sleep, make sure that everyone knows—

 

[Knock at the door]

 

Intern: Busy, you’ve got a visitor.

 

Busy: What visitor?

 

Intern: Serena from CC.

SCENE 3: BUSY & SERENA

[Busy is visited by Serena, who chairs the Contentment Council (CC) of George’s Mind. CC is the opposite of Busy’s AC because it prioritises peace and self-care over everything. Serena is calm and caring, while Busy is cold and calculating. Serena knows Busy is manipulating George’s dreams and has come to warn him against this. Serena disapproves of Busy’s ruthless methods because they trigger George’s anxieties. It is raining in George’s Mind because dreams created by Busy have unleashed a ‘Brainstorm’ of ideas]

 

Serena: Good morning, Busy.

 

Busy: Serena. To what do I owe the pleasure?

 

Serena: [Chuckling] Busy, I do admire how you cope with pressure.

I see you’ve been true to your name, as ever.

You must be having fun in this heinous weather.

 

Busy: A Brainstorm is a Brainstorm.

You gotta catch them ideas before they change form.

 

Serena: Yes, except you don’t just catch them anymore, do you?

You feed them into George’s subconscious through his dreams.

Or you have your helpers do it for you.

 

Busy: Yeah, Samira’s talented still. Do you know where we are, Serena?

 

Serena: You mean apart from the Ambition Commission Headquarters?

 

Busy: Nah. Not ACHQ.

I mean what part of George’s brain is this?

 

Serena: I don’t work on George’s brain, I work on his mind.

 

Busy: And yet still you know the answer to the question.

 

Serena: We are in the prefrontal cortex, I believe.

 

Busy: Exactly. And why would Ambition Commission Headquarters be here . . . 

Of all places?

 

Serena: The pre-frontal cortex processes high-level thought and reasoning as well as helping keep emotions in check.

You’re positioning yourself as George’s rationale.

You’re doing it for Chapter Two of the podcast!

 

Busy: Listen, I respect what you guys do at Contentment Council.

You reassure George that everything’s gonna be OK.

But you see Ambition Commission, yeah . . . 

We make George know say everything’s OK.

 

Serena: Busy, does it ever occur to you that George needs less on his mind, not more?

 

Busy: What for?

So he can build up a false sense of security

Until his work falls into eventual obscurity?

 

Serena: He’s losing sleep. You’re putting too much on his plate.

 

Busy: George got a big appetite.

 

Serena: Maybe the work keeps him hungry.

 

Busy: Maybe the hunger keeps him working.

 

[Knock at the door]

 

Busy: Come in.

 

Intern: Er, Boss, we just got word from the pineal gland.

 

Busy: Yeah?

 

Intern: They’ve locked off melatonin secretion.

 

Busy: Swear down?

 

Intern: We might have 5 minutes before G wakes up.

 

Busy: Alright, if we continue at a steady pace, we could stretch 5 minutes to 20 days. Has that dream finished processing?

 

[Cut to computer]

 

Alexa: Dream pending, 61% . . . 

 

[Cut back to Busy, Serena and Intern]

 

Intern: Not yet, sir.

Busy: Make that happen.

 

Intern: Yes, sir. But sir, the circadian rhythm is still beating towards wakefulness. George might regain the use of his senses before we finish.

 

Serena: He never lost them.

 

Intern: Sorry, ma’am?

 

Serena: George doesn’t lose his senses when he sleeps, they just . . . wait at the gate.

 

Busy: [To Serena] Good point. [To intern] Yo, I want you to go to the sensory convergence zone, make sure—

 

Serena: Busy is this a good idea? I strongly—

 

Busy: Serena, do I interrupt you when you’re working though?

Go to the sensory convergence zone and find the Thalamus.

Take an analyst.

Find the what?

 

Intern: Thalamus.

 

Busy: And take a what?

 

Intern: Analyst.

 

Busy: Yeah. It’s a gate.

When you get there, don’t make it bait,

But I’m gonna need you to gotta keep that gate shut . . . 

 

Intern: Understood, Boss.

 

[Intern exits]

Serena: Busy . . . we all accept that you’re crazy and driven

But you do not mess with the circadian rhythm!

 

[Announcement heard overhead]

 

Announcer: Melatonin is down 20%. Repeat, Melatonin down 20%.

 

Serena: You’re pushing George to an unhealthy extent

Because you know I’ll clean up your mess, in any event.

 

Busy: Have a nice day, Serena.

SCENE 4: THE INTERN & THE ANALYST

[The Intern follows Busy’s instructions and finds an Analyst to join him on his journey to the Thalamus. Intern and Analyst are friends. Intern is young and naïve; he just wants to do a good job. Analyst is also young, and highly intelligent, but she is used to desk work – not going out into the field – so she finds this exciting. Analyst has technical knowledge about how George’s brain works. Intern admires this about her]

 

Intern: Psst.

 

Analyst: Hey.

 

Intern: You busy? I got a job from Busy! He’s editing a dream.

You know what he’s like, he’s got an idea and he’s trying to embed it in a scene.

 

Analyst: What?

 

Intern: Problem is, it’s time for G to wake up.

So Busy sent me to keep the gate shut.

 

Analyst: You mean the Thalamus?

Intern: Yeah, the Thalamus.

And he told me I gotta go with an analyst,

So, I was wondering if you would like to come with me . . . 

I wouldn’t mind the company.

 

Analyst: Well, I’ve been cooped up in here all night,

Would be nice to get some exercise.

 

Intern: Perfect! You can be my extra set of eyes.

There are parts of George’s Mind I have yet to recognise,

So I really would appreciate some step-by-step advice.

 

Analyst: [Typing] Alright, well says here melatonin is down 20-odd percent.

 

Intern: I don’t really know what that means, let me not pretend.

 

Analyst: That’s fine, so melatonin is a hormone.

 

Intern: Got that much.

 

Analyst: And do you know what it does?

 

Intern: Not as such.

 

Analyst: Well, we’re pressed for time so without diving deep,

Melatonin tells the brain when it’s time for sleep.

When it’s had enough, melatonin slips away

And in its absence, the brain realises it’s awake.

 

Intern: So, if there’s already 20% less melatonin . . . 

G
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































CHAPTER THREE

Even though Chapter Two of Have You Heard George’s Podcast? earned a Peabody Award, an NME Award and two gold ARIAs, Chapter Three needed a different approach. Anyone who says awards don’t matter isn’t telling the whole truth, because they do. They represent a value system. They teach future generations what mattered in the past, and to whom. So, since this podcast was always meant to be a conversation with society about society, all these awards told me that society heard me loud and clear – for which I am deeply grateful. Thank you to all the listeners who pushed this podcast to the heights it has reached. Without you guys, it would be hard to argue that I’m not crazy. 

I can see how an artist might get overwhelmed by the success of their own instincts. Things that you did without thinking can look superhuman once enough people celebrate you, and that can make you self-conscious – like you can’t afford to be less than great. It’s natural to want to recreate whatever worked previously, but it’s unnatural to actually do that. We can’t rewind time; we have to move forward, and for me that meant empowering my audience. I always thought the best way to do this would be to give them a voice using my platform. 

 

A Whole Digital Platform

But before I wrote a word of Chapter Three, the Coronavirus pandemic hit. This kept Benbrick and I away from the studio, and in that time, I sat at home listening to music that he’d send me for inspiration. Benbrick is resourceful like that – nothing can stop him from creating. Eventually, I wrote a poem outlining my vision of a digital platform that let audiences share their thoughts about the world by reacting to art. In my case, that art was Have You Heard George’s Podcast? I wanted the audience’s reaction to be respected as a social force. These lines show my thinking:

So if I’m gonna continue to write poetry – or articles, like I did for Time magazine – I could make it so that every line has a theme that becomes a reference point like “I Have A Dream”. And if this mobilises my network, there should be a platform that captures that; imagine an app doing the leg work of turning feedback into creative maps and stats.

I made a rough recording of the poem using my home studio setup, and sent it to a few trusted friends – Darshan, Anne and Benbrick. Over the next year, through countless Zoom calls, we grew the idea into a real-life digital platform called Common Ground. It created dialogue between me and my audience by inviting them to share their thoughts on each episode of Chapter Three, right after listening. Once we got feedback on all episodes, our plan was to turn it into a creative presentation that conveys the Common Ground community’s thoughts in all sorts of fun ways. This was my first attempt at using my platform to give the audience a voice.

 

A Whole PhD

Around the same time, world-famous economist Mariana Mazzucato had invited me to do a research degree at her department in University College London (UCL) – the Institute for Innovation and Public Purpose (IIPP). Mariana was introduced to me by our mutual friend, Tanya Moti, a sweet, sharp woman with a great mind for connecting people. When I first met Mariana, I was surprised at how quickly she took to my idea that Rap music could be used to organise community investment. Usually people respond to that with “Not everyone raps though”, but Mariana understood my view of Rap as a storytelling system, developed from shared experiences (or, as Mariana would put it, “public value”). Another guiding light in my educational life has been my friend, Dr. Karen Edge, who once booked me to talk at the London Festival of Education. As a Reader in Educational Leadership at UCL, Karen agreed to supervise my degree with Mariana, helping me sharpen my concept of Black creativity as a learning system.

So, despite the success of Chapter Two, Chapter Three had to be different. It couldn’t be a one-way delivery – art to consumer. It needed a feedback system to turn that delivery line into a loop, and unlock the potential of the artist/audience relationship. What if, one day, every artist created space in society for their fans to explore . . . whatever. An artist doesn’t need a PhD to have something worth sharing, but ten years into my career, I was ready to have the kind of conversations governments couldn’t ignore. The PhD was my way of learning how to improve my community’s economic and educational life, at the level of Government.

 

A Whole Wedding

In the middle of the pandemic, I got down on one knee and asked my girlfriend, Sandra, to marry me. She said yes, and since then I’ve been amazed by how much happiness and inspiration our love has brought to others. We met as teenagers and quickly became each other’s biggest fans. Over a decade later, Sandra helped me recruit new GTP team members and design better systems for the business. From there she grew into a Project Manager, then an Operations Director, and Events Producer.
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