
To my grandparents.  
 

I 
 
He places the laughs  
wherever politeness asks 
and he smiles,  
and it raises cruel shame 
from his heart up to his mouth.  
and he updates you,  
his mum and his dad 
on his business,  
and other such  
small talk masks.  
 
But you clear your throat  
and with a bitter tut 
and quite a loathsome tone 
you say: 
'we don't want to be 
in the paradise without you son 
you're hurting mum .'  
'I only want you to survive 
armageddon and 
I'm only talking  
to you briefly  
now,  
to tell you to hurry up.  
and just Get back in God's love : 
this is a test 
you're missing out on 
us son 
and I don't have long left 
It'll be to late when I'm gone...'  
 
And this depressed son recalls  
that sad frown  
when your head bowed 
and you blamed the victim.  
 
When you told him 
' we're going to have to  
shun you,  
Corinthians says to remove 
the wicked man from among you and  
you've read an apostate book  



and let one case of abuse  
turn your back on the truth  
and God disapproves.  
So you've sentenced yourself  
to this hell 
and by abandoning 
the word of god 
you're abandoning us,  
this is the sad consequence. ' 
----- 
I want to say,  
can't you see  
just how else 
this could be perceived : 
you gave birth 
to a belief in him 
he should have the right 
to leave it 
Without risk 
to the only life  
you've ever 
permitted him.  
 
But you'd say : 
' well we only guide 
the children, 
then they can do what they like.'  
 
Can't you see  
the kids were only allowed 
to love your kind 
and babes believe 
what their parents say is right .  
 
I know the elders say,  
to shun invites faith  
And so to keep him 
a distance away 
Is care .  
But why should a man decide  
the pain you 
and your children should bear?  
 
Ah you say these men have 
the authority of God  
but so do the other 



98 percent of the world.  
 
The decisions the authority makes  
In a second,  
you base your whole fate.  
I wish I could say that to 
Be without family 
is not a choice that your son made.  
 
Although if I say these things 
you'll see nothing in me 
but my moderate sins  
and you'd ask 
what on earth 
has happened to me 
since I turned 16.  
 
Your thin broken lips  
shut the truth, 
every moment spoken 
you push it aside 
with a solid grip 
on repititous slogans.  
You stuff your doubts  
with pride in these teachings 
 
You can't see what's there 
without pre conceived phrases .  
And to critique 
In line with your beliefs 
Means when truth speaks 
You squint your head 
And your eyes twitch 
And can't hear any contradiction.  
 
You swallow this hoarse absolute 
And  moisten it 
with kind expressions  
and loving sentiment 
But you're just calling blackmail 
something different.  
 
The worst thing is that 
I thirst for other 
ways to listen,  
to experience life 



But watch mothers 
still 
standing there crying  
scolding all the while 
her sons strife,  
telling him to hurry up: 
'Stop drinking 
Start believing 
So i can see you once a year again.' 
 
But this is the way  
to keep us all Christian- 
Where too many pains 
 are at stake 
too many sacrifices  
to have made 
to acknowledge  
that a whole life  
may have been a mistake.  
 
 
 
For my father      II 
 
He’s more than just a drunk 
He could be 
an interesting one,  
And he's only manic 
if you've known him sometime.  
 
I swear he'd have something or so to say 
if only he learnt from his days.  
Instead he bound  his skin  
To something akin to  
the friction of steamed cutlery.  
 
He runs on sand  
And in shame,  
Stands on every edge  
Of his days 
Of A life too long 
to avoid like he’s done 
And for this, his breaking point 
is every single fucking one.  
 
Who won’t let himself take 



or give anything purposely- 
With ease 
my brother and i included 
Since the way to do 
is an itch constantly.  
 
Who's every week is a fresh start 
And hope itself from straw  
but prospect is really all that he’s GOT 
Or his insides 
Will spill and rot  
 
Who, for consistency sake,  
Was ruined 
by a Taste 
you gulp and despise 
And swallow tonight 
with a twitching eye.  
 
who sinks further 
at every opportunity,  
who would blame it 
on himself or Satan's system  
or I, and especially on a Sunday.  
 
Who’s jukebox beer and pool  
Is heaven He tells me 
And that he's so tired of guilt in purgatory 
After fiddly benedictions 
 
Who Only desires spirit, love and life  
When spirit, love and life is smothered and stifled  
Whose Old futures want a break 
But not quite enough  
Nothings quite enough  
For him to risk honesty  
 
Whose tears rip all 
Potential posies and ideas 
And tear the token scripture 
on the weekend.  
Just to tape it back together  
When he's on the mend  
Saying I promise this time  
I'm giving my whole past the sack.  
 



But whose wine 
Some unexpected time  
became 2 litre ciders 
under the bed...  
 
I want to say to you, that 
If forced to choose 
You would stay here  
Here, harnessed to the earth,  
so why resist? 
Being this righteous 
In denial 
does little but damage.  
 
I'm open  
all for your grounding dad 
But you Guillotine me 
And yourself  
with God's cartoon understanding 
continually 
 
And yet if I had any hope 
You see 
It went to you  
 
 


