Animal farm

My father

always ate with his mouth open

as his nose didn’t work that well

it having been shattered in his early twenties
following a fall of fifty feet

from balsawood scaffolding

Breakfast

would bring home the bacon

churning in his face hole

the fatty rind chewed from the flesh

elastic snapped from his brown set

the fatback grub twitching on the side of his plate

His snorts

mirrored that of the hog

his chewing slush of meat and saliva
farmer’s Wellingtons

trudging through a foaming slurry of shit
and school dinner pig swill

Replete

he’d light up a N° 6

slurp back his coffee

pick pig bits from his teeth

grab the paper and go take a dump

incensing our home with smoke and methane



