Session 9 – Voices
How does it feel to treat me like that?  Finn’s character.

Borrowed Voices
The guy next door you wake with
breakfast ready Jim.
Polite to the murdering bastard who cut the crack 
with strychnine.
Five kids dead or was it ten?
limbs black and eyes red, crying for their mothers.

Get to my cell and open the hatch,
good morning Chas my darling, alarm call.
The cacophony of xylophone inspired white noise
paralyzes my brain,
as you exercise the right to break my mind.
How does it feel to treat me like that?

You and the other one escort me to the mess hall,
black garbed angels of death.
Right left right left now,
my left right left right
leads to falling, shouting, feet in the back,
but never the face.

Get up son, slap,
stop your snivelling, slap, walk, stumble. 
A kick in the groin to the boy on Jim’s seat,
onto his knees forced down he prays.
For God’s sake he’s a child from my mouth,
How does it feel to treat him like that?

You want some son? 
sneers harbinger of death number one.
Easily arranged whatever you want,
fuck you, you bastard, just leave me alone.
Such language they laugh as the bruises appear on my skin,
[bookmark: _GoBack]beautiful hues painted by a master.

In solitary now, to think on my conduct,
isolated from sound and smell of lives led.
Breathe easily now boy, ‘til your release, smiles number two,
the black on his back reflects as a crow, carrion eater.
You’ll never be safe, better to murder on command than commit a fraud.
How does he feel when he treats me like this? 

