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STEAL
Forgive me father for I have sinned

What my child? For your so young.

Evil words have left my tongue

Suffer little children to come unto me

Were the words of our good lord

So what evil words have left your tongue?

Its Grandad, he’s died of a broken heart

As his whole world fell apart.

The evil men in the city, tooks all his

Savings away.

And broke his piggy bank and left the

Pieces where they lay

His hands were cut and broken

As he tried to pick them up

No mattter how grandma tried

She could not console

For he was young – not sixty

Had set himself a goal

To pull back alll the years and welcome

Back his son

That he’d neglected as he worked on and on

Grandma started shaking

Her words were lost to me

As I knelt by her bedside

For one who was so young is suddenly

Old and frail.

They forund her there that morning

On the floor beside her bed

When they lifted her up a letter

Stained with tears. Read we’re sorry

Your pension expectations will not be met

You are invited to a a meeting

Where we will tell you more.

I was there that morning

When they read the letter, on that

Fateful day

She scooped me up and hugged me

So tightly I couldn’t breathe

And Grandad sat without moving

Till that letter fluttered to the floor

Then eyes not looking, said, Ricky come to me

I was too you young to be conscripted

And did not fight a war

But passed 11 plus and went to grammar school

And won a scholarship to be an enigineer

Steel was in my blood and in the air

I breathed

Twelve hour shifts of Three nights, Two Days

Off and Four days on

Thirty Five years in which I bought the land

And built the house, where your father

Our only child was born

And still I worked on and on

I stood by his grave, and then by

Grannys bed I said in the name of

Bealsibub

“I wish the bastards  dead”

