Six

It’s there again

lurking in your tone

monster

fangs bared 

to tear at my soft underbelly

claws flexing.

First strike is probing.

You want to find weakness.

I

Will show you

none.

I

am master here.

I ward off your barbs

close

my ears to vicious winds

your vitriolic tongue lashing

pretend

there are no wounds

from your anger.

I retaliate

wield

reason like a sword

righteous wrath ringing warning words

throw

threats like Thor’s thunderbolts

while you weave and dodge punishment

spit spite with venom.

Then

locked in the death struggle

in the pitch of battle

wants impaled on principles

you falter.

I give the killing blow.

Overwhelmed by emotion

tears storm forth

you storm off

leaving

echoed in a door slam

leaving me

numbed in trailing silence

the bloodied corpse

our relationship

dead at my clumsy feet

me

father

stunned by you

six year old daughter.

tony shillitoe

