Shard

‘I have no son,’ he says,

flicking a shell shard into 

a tumbling roll of wave. 

He wears his son’s independence

like a crown of thorns

on the furrows

of his weather-beaten brow.

Greek.

Proud.

Stubborn.

‘The boy does not understand.

He has never seen blood

running in a man’s hands,

hands

cut with the labour

of Australia’s freedom,

He does not appreciate

what his father has done.

For him.

He has no father.’

And the older man,

bowed by the press of years,

squints into the foam,

watches the shard sweep away from him,

flashing alien colours,

disappearing in the new waters,

leaving him wanting

in his own understanding:

father without child;

man without renewal;

generation washed from home

by life’s ocean.
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