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Neither Here Nor There

‘Surprise me!’ said he staring into mother’s
Deep, unrelenting eyes.  ‘Of course,’ the standard reply.

Wielding a sharpened, shiny knife she thrust 

Further through his blood-ridden body,
‘Surprise!’ exclaimed she, thrills seen in upturned lips:

Disappointing though it was, lessons were learnt:

Grass stains never come out and cricket is not a 

Game for men; blood never comes out of tainted

Relationships.  ‘Why?’ some may question – if
You had seen his face the Easter Egg would not have been

Thought of; ‘At least ogling is legal!’ heard he, ears 

Prominent in mist of dense twilight.


The knife: six, by too long finger nails grasping

Tight, drawing life away from hearts of stone; delve
Into degeneracy and smell the nor’wester of your 

Fluid.  ‘Stab, twist, pull, run!’ he screams (the Sergeant

Commanding limbs to destruction).  ‘Listen and learn,

Work hard and earn,’ torment memories of peaceful

Family life before.  Trees sway together;

How unlike your head’s hairs they seem.  Pupils

Contract as light blinds innocence forever.


The victim reigns, pouring sheets of guilt
Down your death-ridden front.  Leaves stripped 

Fall gracefully to the ground, leading their wind in

Circles of life – always cutting corners; honey-comb

Red depicts yellow strands firing across retinas world wide,

Contrasting spouting chimneys grey – neither here nor there.

