
Father’s erection 
 

Part 1: Crushed Between 
The cement Block 

And Fathers Erection 
Thats where I lay 

Not Knowing Why 
Where 
What 
How 

Who am I? 
 

Oh yes, the demons say, 
that I am 

Satans child. 
(and that I am good, and special 

and right and wrong) 
 

Part 2: Who Knows Why 
my Fathers hand rips through 
my UNDEVELOPED womb 

(crashing through all internal organs 
on the way) ?! 

 
AND who knows How 
THE BIG BAD WOLF 

Knows my name 
And where my room is? 

 
AND what is this called 

the lies and ties and screams and cries 
And little Babies wrapped around 

MY FATHERS ERECTION 
 

AND How can it be 
That good is Bad and Bad is good 

and up-right is wrong and wrong is right!? 
 

“Cause that’s the way it is” 
the Big Bad wolf once said 

AS He lay ME ON THAT TABLE 
ready to be sacrificed. 

 
 

By Maya … (age 17) 
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