To My Son (Original)

Heavy great footsteps,

crash down the stairs.

Then back up again.


For forgotten bus fares.

Trainers dropped hard, 


down on the hall floor.

The jangle of keys,


 the slam of the door.

Not exactly sneaking;

Your movements well heard

But an unannounced exit.


Without any word.

Goodbye Joe, Have a good day.

Goodbye Joe, take care on your way.

Goodbye Joe, mind how you go.

Goodbye my son. Still love you you know.

Don’t mean to be rude.


You’re just in a hurry.

Assume you’re too old,



For your mother to worry.

But when you go out early


and  I’m awake in my bed.

A one way conversation


 I have in my head.

Goodbye Joe.  Have good day.

Goodbye Joe, as you go on your way.

Goodbye my son, be careful of danger.

Goodbye, good luck, don’t be a stranger.

That scrawny little bundle,


That I first held

And loved then, and still do,


even when you so yelled.

Grown much taller than me.


My baby’s a man.

Yet I still sneak a hug,


whenever I can.

Goodbye to my baby.

Hello handsome stranger.

I’m still here if you need me

Will still warn of danger.

I see how much you’ve grown

And how far we’ve come.

But…for me, when you leave.

Please shout, goodbye Mum.
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