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At Death’s door 
is Death, 
 
slipping his calling card through the gap; 
black on black, indecipherable, cold as purgatory. 
 
I tear it up, draw the curtains, rifle the larder; 
scrape the mould from off the Dairylea; 
 
swig down with nasty tap water a palmful of whatever pills 
and return to terrible television. 
 
Death bangs loudly on my door, 
demanding an appointment. 
 
I open it a mite, and halfway through his initial syllable, slam it in his face; 
double deadbolt; 
 
wash down with fine wine a fistful of primary coloured capsules; 
crawl into my pit. 
 
Death phones. 
I do not answer. 
 
Death leaves a message. 
I erase. 
 
Death phones again. 
I pick up. 
 
You, you twat, I say, 
have already taken my father, my brother, most recently my mother, 
 
and now you come ‘round here, banging on my door, stenching of sour incense  
and sweet sulphur, giving me the come-hither finger! 
 
Well you can just 
FUCK-RIGHT-OFF! 
 
Death, it appears, is shocked by my language, 
but he’ll get no apology from me: 
 
Pulling the rug from under my father, 
killing him with complications; 
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drawing up the blueprints for my brother, 
metastasising cancer laying down its roots across his topography; 
 
building numerous tumorous towns that rapidly grow, 
constructing B-roads and motorways to his vital organs; 
 
investing in major infrastructure projects designed to digest his body fat, 
reducing this big man to a stickman with sunken eyes; 
 
leaving my mother half-carrot in her TV chair; in her yesterday’s clothes; 
her Sunday worst; cold cocoa dried on her scalded, long-empty breasts; 
 
dumping her, brain-obliterated, for weeks-on-end in a piss bleach stench ward, 
until the final thread surrendered under the weight of our wanting.  
 
Death peers through my letterbox and I jab him hard 
- where I guess his eyes should be - 
 
with the point of a recently deceased umbrella.  
(all useless things have some use). 
 
Death yelps pitifully, 
and drifts away from my door. 
 
‘I’ll be back’ he says, 
just like in The Terminator. 


