


Childhood







TIRESIAS: You long for knowledge;

          you will soon long for ignorance.



– Euripides, The Phoenician Women





Bully

I was sat beside her on the bench.

It was lunchtime and the boys were all playing football.

The girls sat on benches beside the field

and watched the boys.

Every now and then she’d grunt and say things like 

cor I wouldn’t mind having him 



She’d had her period,

she said it was like being sick out your minge.

And she’d been fingered

and she had spots

and she knew swearwords

and she had boobs

and she gave blowjobs. 



Before I had music and rhyming,

I was too big and I walked like a boy,

and I was too soft for the school that I went to

and I was too smart and it made her suspicious.

I had to be tenderised. 



In the changing room,

girls sprayed so much Innocence it made the air toxic to breathe,

and brushed each other’s hair

and sang pop songs. 



The bully would point at my crotch

and ask what I had.

And I wouldn’t understand

but I would blush and blush and blush. 



Her sidekick was skinny and not very smart

and had hair like a short lampshade

and every time a boy walked past the bully would shout

shut your legs you minger, I can smell your dirty fanny

and the sidekick would stare at the ground.

Their mothers had been friends since they were at school. 





Age is a pervert. Youth is a fascist

Youth hates age, age loves youth.

This means we are born for unhappiness.

This means we will keep buying outfits. 



Youth, in his hard-bodied, glistening bullshit

stares at the sagging mouths of his elders

and feels utter disgust and it makes him annoyed. 



Why aren’t they ashamed of themselves?

His youth is his victory, he wins every day that he’s young.

He beats people up when he’s bored. 

He sniffs cheap drugs and plays with his balls in the classroom.

He can’t stand ugly people. 



When he steps out onto the street,

everyone is speaking his language.

He feels like the first to have ever done anything. 



Age stares with dismay at Youth.

He’d shared that same air once

but now, he stands alone on the high street,

his glasses steamed up,

pulling his saggy pants out of his arsecrack.

When he thinks back, his entire life is movie stills. 



He watches the arrogant arc of that young skull,

the swing of those young limbs and feels his guts drop. 



If he could hold something young

just for a few good strokes





Blind Profit







TIRESIAS: Where’s the glory, killing the dead twice over?



– Sophocles, Antigone





Ballad of a hero

Your Daddy is a soldier son,

Your Daddy’s gone to War,

His steady hands they hold his gun,

His aim is keen and sure. 



Your Daddy’s in the desert now,

The darkness and the dust,

He’s fighting for his country, yes,

He’s doing it for us.  



Your Daddy’s coming home soon though,

Not long now till he’s back,

We’ll dress you in your smartest shirt

And meet him down the track.



He’ll put you on his shoulders and

You’ll sing and clap and laugh,

I’ll wrap my arms around his waist,

And hold him close at last.



Your Dad ain’t left the house again,

Your Dad ain’t brushed his teeth,

Your Dad keeps getting angry son,

At nights he doesn’t sleep.



He’s having his bad dreams again,

He seems worn out and weak,

I’ve tried to be there for him, but

We barely even speak. 



He can’t think what to say to me,

He don’t know how to tell it,

Won medals for his bravery,

But just wants to forget it.



He’s drinking more than ever son,

Before, he never cried.

But now, I wake at night and feel

Him shaking by my side. 



He spoke to me at last my son!

He turned to me in tears,

I held him close and kissed his face

And asked him what he feared.



He said it’s getting darker,

It hasn’t disappeared,

And I can see it sharper

Now the sand and smoke have cleared.



There was this kid he’d got to know,

Young boy. Just turned eighteen,

Bright and kind, his name was Joe,

He kept his rifle clean.



Joe’s girlfriend was expecting,

Joe loved to joke and laugh,

Joe marched in front of your old man,

As they patrolled a path.



Everything was quiet until

They heard the dreaded blast.

The man that marched in front of Joe

Was completely blown apart. 



Some shrapnel hit Joe in the face,

Gouged both eyes at once,

The last thing those eyes ever saw

Was the man in front: 



Limbs and flesh and bone and blood,

Torn up and thrown around,

And after that – just blackness.

The taste, the stink, the sound. 



I tell you this my son because

I know what you’ll be like,

As soon as you’ve grown old enough

You’ll want to go and fight



In whatever battle needs you,

You’ll pledge your blood and bone,

Not in the name of good or evil – 

But in the name of home.



Your Dad believes in fighting.

He fights for you and I,

But the men that send the armies in

Will never hear him cry.



I don’t support the war my son,

I don’t believe it’s right,

But I do support the soldiers who

Go off to war to fight. 



Troops just like your daddy son,

Soldiers through and through,

Who wear their uniform with pride,

And do what they’re told to do. 



When you’re grown, my sweet, my love,

Please don’t go fighting wars,

But fight the men that start them

Or fight a cause that’s yours.



It seems so full of honour, yes,

So valiant, so bold,

But the men that send the armies in

Send them in for gold,



Or they send them in for oil,

And they tell us it’s for Britain

But the men come home like Daddy,

And spend their days just drinking. 





And as we followed dinosaurs

Whatever follows us

Will hunt for footprints in the lowlands,

And piece together fragments of our habits

From the internet. 



A fossilised smartphone preserved behind glass

For the new young to traipse past on school trips,

Yawning. 
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