
CAMDEN RAPPER 

Ed Little 

 

‘Didn’t even see you there, bruv, looking all sexy,’ says the Camden rapper.  

 I stand there eating a chicken sandwich. He corners me.  

 ‘You been to an interview, yeah? I need to get a suit as tight as that, I’m tellin’ ya.’  

  My suit is discount Primark. I try to smile as he fingers the cuffs of my shirt.  

  His eyes are big and green, with lashes that are too pretty for a man. His wide grin is 

more purple gums than teeth.  

  ‘Yeah, an interview,’ I say, figuring out a way to slide away from this stranger.  

  ‘I rap here in Camden. You know Chipmunk?’ 

  I shake my head, then he crosses his middle fingers and holds them in my face.  

  I can’t figure out why, but I like him.  

  ‘Just asking for a donation today my man, for this mixtape I’ve been working on.’ 

  He holds a bundle of CD’s in his left hand.   

  I don’t know how much he is pretending, and he can’t hide many lies in those big, 

pretty eyes of his.  

  I dig into my left pocket, feeling stingy as I know it’s the one with the least money in.  

  ‘Just this mate, sorry,’ I say, holding out two quid.  

  He whistles mockingly, but his eyes are wider and the lashes brush his skin. He leans 

into me and whispers ‘Just for you, yeah? Don’t tell no one.’  

  I walk away but he catches me by the arm. 

  ‘Check it:  

My fingers are empty,  

and you try and to contend with me,  

but I’ve feeling on the street  

whilst you’re content with the sheets.  

I’m a fool and I’m asking for time,  

but my pillow’s still fresher, as fresh as this rhyme.  

So sleep, yeah? Have a good rest,  

I’ll promote who I am and take care of the rest.’  

 

He puts out his fist and I touch it with mine.  

  ‘Till next time, brother man,’ he says, then walks away, opening his arms to a couple 

across the street.  

 

 I didn’t get the job, so I head back to Manchester. It’s one in the morning and my wife’s 

asleep upstairs, in the bed we no longer share.  

 After pressing play on my CD player, I pull the sheets over me on the couch: falling 

asleep to the rustic tones of Ferrari Part 1.  

 


