Aftermath

My skin is dry again this morning.

Not from time alone,

but from the long winter of chemotherapy—

the medicine that scoured me clean,

left my palate tasting of salt and metal,

left my head bare where long blonde hair once sang
in the wind of younger years.

Radiation maps its quiet geometry across my chest now,
a new kind of pilgrimage,

one | never asked for

but walk anyway, one tentative step at a time.

| smooth moisturiser beneath my eyes,

as if blessing myself back into a body

| am still learning to recognize.

Once, | believed myself untouchable—

drinking gin with tonic too sweet,

driving the Triumph too fast through the National Park,
eucalyptus rising like incense around me.

Life was a hymn then.

The ribbon loose, the light generous.

But the ribbon has tightened.
[llness does that—
so does grief.

My son and his children have lived with me ten years now,

ever since their mother slipped from this world

with a sorrow none of us could reach.

By luck or by the grace of God, | picked them up that day.

| no longer pretend to know why but forever thankful the children were
spared.

When police attended, to lift her down, hidden behind cushions on the
lounge; two more nooses were found. Child size perfectly formed - ready.
My faith trembles when | think of it.

But still, it stands.



Now, my grandson is turning sixteen.

| love him with the fierce ache

of someone who has seen too much darkness
and still chooses light.

Yet he retreats from the world,

folding himself into his room

where blue glow replaces sunlight.

He shares that room with a serpent—

his silent, nocturnal companion.

One creature driven by instinct,

the other by wounds he cannot name.

Both curling inward,

both waiting for a warmth they barely believe in.

[ tell him gaming is like life—

too much escape and the soul thins.
He tells me itis the only place

he finds meaning within,

where his mind aligns

and reality loosens its grip.

“Gaming isn’ta hobby, Nan.

It’s my sanctuary.

| game, therefore | am.”

And behind him

the serpent lifts its ancient head,
as if remembering the old stories—
how shedding can mean renewal,
how darkness can be a cocoon,
how even in the deepest night
something sacred waits.

| wonder then

if we are all shedding something:
my hair, my certainty,

his childhood, his fear,

our family’s grief—

skins we must outgrow

to stay alive.



Illness has tested my faith.
Loss has questioned it.
But love—

love keeps mending it

one thin thread at a time.

So, | knock softly on his door,
holding hope like a candle

in a trembling hand.

There is light here still—

fragile, stubborn, divine.

It finds us

even when we forget how to look.

And | whisper,

“Come out, my darling.
There is a world waiting.
We can face it together.”



