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For my grandfather, for family, for faith, and the memories that shake them.





The Unedited Version of The Lord’s Prayer



1 Our Father, who art in heaven,


shadow be thy face


2 for thy kingdom has been obstructed


by my grandfather forgetting my name.


     Thy will be done


          in his body, maybe


3 God’s will is a butcher’s knife that cuts into one flesh


          to feed another a plate of life lessons.


4 I swallowed my grandfather’s suffering


     and my belly is bloated with life lessons.


I guess thy will be done in his body,


          But on the condition he ends up in heaven.


5 A man can’t ask for forgiveness for sins he can’t remember.


6 Give us a day


     where my grandfather’s hands break bread


during dinner as he talks to us about Nigerian politics.


7 Give us a day


     where my grandfather’s bladder


is not a torn cloud vomiting a flood.


8 Give me a day


     where my grandfather is telling me about the healing


powers of the Aloe Vera plants in his garden.


9 My grandmother scrubs the urine off his body.


10 This is love, this is not a trespassing,


she need not ask for forgiveness.


11 Lead us not into temptation


     to curse thy name.


12 My grandmother holds the rosary beads


     like a line of pills she wants to overdose on.


13 Faith is all I know, is the cloth I shield my grief in,


     even when I fear God might be a thin shadow.





Equilibrium



My new-born brother wailed into existence


and my grandfather’s eyes became two stopwatches


counting down his own exit. At the naming ceremony


my grandfather was quiet as a body cut open for autopsy.


He broke bread, sipped on fresh orange juice.


The pause between each sip elongated and I knew


the mathematician in him


had remembered the equation of equilibrium.


As my new-born brother was crowned with a name


my grandfather’s brain began to forget his.





Alzheimer’s Algorithm




IF


the protein ‘tau’ that assists transfer of information


between brain cells becomes a virus.



OUTPUT


Your grandfather’s memory folder erases.


His children crawl back into his wife’s womb.


The grandchildren fade


into a web of distant concepts.


He tries to access his wedding pictures,


but they keep saving as pixelated images.


He tries to outsmart Alzheimer’s


by storing his wife’s scent in an encrypted folder


so it is never stolen from his memory.


The family tries to pull through


and prevent the dinner table from looking


like a photograph with the faces cropped out.


Your grandfather desperately tries to restart


his memory, but his skull is a dented button.




IF


the bridge between the brain


and the bowel/bladder breaks down



OUTPUT


the bandwidth of your grandfather’s brain is too low


to receive warnings fast enough


when urine is leaking from his bladder.


Your grandmother becomes the lifeguard


dragging his body to the toilet


to stop him from drowning.




IF


(a == the affected realises they are losing control of their body


or


 b== after a long search your grandfather is returned home


after being found wandering the streets with his laptop


claiming he is on his way to work)



OUTPUT:


Your grandfather, a computer engineer,


can’t find a way to exit/          /the screen


when he realises he is in the final level of Alzheimer’s.


His thin body swings/          /between


moods like an umbrella drunk on the wind.


He communicates his sadness and lack of appetite


by crashing/          /the plate


of pounded yam and eforiro to the floor.


He walks into a room and your breath weighs/          /heavier


than a stack of unfinished letters.


You cope with the trauma of seeing him like this


by cutting/          /and pasting


the old version of himself over his body.





Sing with Me and Do Not Die of Thirst



Alzheimer’s patients sing every lyric to their favourite songs,
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