Session 2 – Sonnets and Triolets
A Sonnet - Sins of the Father Perhaps?

The seed was sown with anger, pain and hate
He was damaged, she was his supplicant.

Young and beautiful then, her name is Kate
A daughter trained to be obedient.

Tomorrow he always said he would try
To love honour cherish and protect her.

Many words he spilt but always the lie
She bit her tongue but would not defer.

Midsummer’s Eve and the child is ready
To meet parent family and the world.

He was silent clutching the blue teddy
In his mind he sees his son’s fingers curled.

But he is a she perhaps intersex
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