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REAL BOYS


‘A wonderful meditation on the language of grief, want, lust, and hope. Thomas Stewart’s poems show how barbs of strength emerge after plucking away all thorns, then allowing them to regrow’


JENNI FAGAN


‘A beautiful and wistful collection which wrangles with life’s ample grief and heartache. Stewart captures the delicate balance of queerness and masculinities, highlighting how we so often mythologise our fathers even when they have capacity to cause great anguish after death. These poems have immortalised his father and serve as a place of returning, a lyrical gravestone to make sense of the senseless’


ANDRÉS N. ORDORICA


‘These poems are a revelation. Traversing grief, masculinity, and some of my favourite pop-culture moments. I took great comfort from Thomas Stewart’s collection’
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This book is dedicated to my father


James Gordon Stewart
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GIVE ME MY GRIEF BACK


let me hold it like a lizard in my hand


choose to throw it from my grasp


when I’ve had enough of it


crawling across my palm


let me sleep with my grief


smell its milky morning dew


wipe the crust from its eyes


let it be mine


to wear like a


dirty moth-eaten coat


let me write a poem and pluck it


like a leaf from a branch


then burn it in among the lilies


let me walk away from my grief


if only to know it is walking behind


and I am leading


only then will I


plant my grief in the ground


and watch it grow as a tree


only then will I see


some kind of life form


from this death









BOTANOPHOBIA


I have always been


a fearful person:


scared of climbing


trees, scared


of the dark, of the sharp


edge of a cactus, of


the growth of plants –


scared of their whispers,


and seeds, scared


of their invisible,


beating hearts.


I once ate a seed;


my mother said


a plant would grow


in my stomach –


I curled over


the toilet,


my vomit


looked like


rose petals,


it smelt of the


Radyr hawkweeds,


red clovers,


ragged-robins


and meadow


buttercups


that congregated


in my


grandfather’s


garden.









THERE ARE BEES IN MY BEARD


and they don’t even have the decency


to sting me.


They drag their blades across the skin


not hacking out a single hair.


The bees drop honey in my eyes


and their milky eggs in my ears


so I can’t hear their conspiracy.


I am filled with the bees’ nectar.


I am their home,


their front doors, their windows.


I wake one day to no eggs in my ears


or honey in my eyes


or bees in my beard –


with no bee-stings to remember them by.









CONKERS


When I smashed the conkers


and laid them out,


when I felt their broken


pieces and gathered them up,


when I smelt the vinegar


of their cracked shells


and wanted to take them home


I thought of the head boy:


red-haired Einstein,


most likely to succeed,


went into the woods


behind the gym one day


with only meth


and a can of Seven Up


and a photo of his mum


and a long rope.


Beyond the tennis courts we heard


the police shout: Cut him down!


with voices like flower vases


shattering.


When I left the conkers


and walked home


to pass a bridge


covered in ivy


I saw that boy


who tried to jump off the edge


but was stopped by a stranger,


I saw that dangling boy


in literal limbo


and heard the voices


of the others boys


shouting: Gay boy, faggot.


And when the boy abandoned


the bridge,


his mother hid the pills


and all the belts


were locked


in Ikea boxes,


and the house became


a safe space.
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