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About the Author

 Ezra Godson is a poet, playwright, and veteran whose work explores the shattered beauty of human experience. Drawing from childhood trauma, war, and resilience, his voice resonates with raw honesty and lyrical depth. In Broken Window Pain, Ezra invites readers to see through the cracks—where pain and hope coexist. His poetry bridges personal wounds and universal truths, offering solace, empathy, and reflection.
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Broken Window Pain

Raindrops glazed my face,

splashing through a broken window

on a stormy day.

I’d flinch at the growl of thunder

and shudder with waves

of pain and shame.

Armed with a shard of glass,

my teddy bear

planned to stab my barbarian dad

so he wouldn’t pillage our bedroom village

or ravage his innocent children.

But Teddy was too small and afraid,

so he begged me

to protect us from the dark raids.

Gazing into the fractured frame,

I sought the reflection of a valiant hero—

but a coward stared back

with a black eye

and a fat lip.

So I’d tiptoe past broken glass

to hide beneath a fort of pillow cushions.

Whenever my father struck,

he’d kick down the fort.

Angry and drunk,

he’d rush at me,

hurling his sucker punch.

After the cyclone passed,

I’d laugh and cry,

hugging my teddy bear tightly,

telling him everything would be fine—

happy we’d survived another fight,

another night,

from darkness to dawn.

As the sun warmed my face,

shining vibrant and light

through the broken window pain.





Trauma Eyes

From my youthful years, I have buried my tears.

With trauma-eyes, I’ve cried

and tried to hide my fear—

of abuse, neglect,

and scars that will not heal.

I did not drink from the fountain of common things;

my thirst for cuddling

was quenched with violence.

Nor could I explore the world

through an innocent child’s musings.

My drunken Pa punching Ma

was quite confusing.

I could not laugh or cry

about the joyous highs

of wrestling and sword fights—

as other boys might

with their fathers through the night.

My plight—

a wounded brother.

Welts and red scars throbbed

from Jack’s belt.

My heart, in response,

formed a cold and lonely homestead.

Tears like melting icicles

dripped onto my bed,

yet the snowplough of hope

lumbered full steam ahead.

As I grew into a young man,

I put up a fight

and learnt from the battle

of my passing rites—

how to claw, scratch, and fight

with pain buried inside,

trauma-eyes and survival

forged together in time.

During my latter years,

I was blown by tempest winds.

Storms of rage formed within

from past pain

and dry gin.

I sought both good and evil

and drew lessons therein:

demons were angels who stumbled

in the presence of sin.

I could not boast nor moan

of years of plenty or yearning.

Get-rich-quick schemes

led to bankrupt earnings.

Through the seasons I learnt

to be more discerning—

from winter’s crisp chill in Vancouver

to summer fields of the Netherlands,

to the frosted falls of Frankfurt,

to spring parks of Laguna del Negro.

Places I’ve roamed,

yet I’ve never felt quite at home

with trauma-eyes in tow.

I became afraid of my own shadow.

Through dark trials and thrills

and all of life’s ills—

haphazard falls,

near-death calls,

winning the lottery

and squandering it all—

coping with traumatic stress

by popping pills that helped me rest,

praying death would do its best

while pain inflamed my tightened chest,

my troubled heart a beating mess.

I needed a break

to catch my breath.

With time, I turned the tides of life

and aced the hardest tests of mine.

As love and healing slowly meshed,

false judgements claimed my soul a wreck.

Trauma-eyes recount the pain—

a soliloquy not meant to blame.

I’m not ashamed of former days.

Empathise—

or turn the page.





Lullaby of Forgiveness

Leather belt in hand, he demanded bare flesh.

He chased me between the legs of our kitchen table.

Swimming through the years,

eyes flooded with tears—

Father, discipline me, if you can.

Raised welts etched

my small, trembling arms.

Pain crushed the tenderness

of my youthful heart.

I roamed worn paths

of shame and harm—

Father, scar me, if you can.

If you were still alive,

I’d curse every night you slept.

I’d sing haunted lullabies

until your tears wept,

scream profane verses—

taunts to terrify

your callous heart—

Father, forgive me, if you can.

Over time, the flames of rage changed,

like roars from tigers caged,

tamed with whipping chains.

They purr—

as angry slaves

to constant pain.

But again, like tempest winds

that circle back once you relax,

the cat attacks.

So, Father—

set me free,

if you can.





Happy As Can B

My teacher, Mrs Simms, handed our assignments back.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.

I held it up, stunned,

and asked her if it was true.

The grade was a B—

not what I expected to see.

As a D and F student,

how could this be?

She smiled at me—half pity, half surprise—

and said words that nearly made me cry:

‘You did a good job, Ace. You’re making great strides.’

It was my first B.

Actually, it was my first grade

above a D.

This time, I studied.

Not like before—

before, I was too worried.

Jack Swing’s whippings

taught me to fear everything.

But this time,

I was determined to get a better grade.

Maybe—just maybe—

if I did well,

he wouldn’t hit me again.

I stormed through the front door, triumphant.

Jack Swing was sitting on the floor, watching TV.

‘I got a B in spelling!’ I blurted,

the words racing out of my mouth.

I was proud—

but pride wasn’t enough.

What I really wanted

was his approval.

‘D is for dumb,’

he used to say with a sneer.

And I’d howl in my room

like a dog in fear.

But this time—

this time—

I thought I’d finally shut him up.

I loved him

like a dog loves

its no-good owner.

Despite the kicks,

the yelling,

the belt,

the whacks—

I kept running back.

But Jack didn’t like the B.

He looked
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