Kin

Karl Knights

Published 2022 by
New Poets List
An imprint of The Poetry Business
Campo House,
54 Campo Lane,
Sheffield S1 2EG
Copyright © Karl Knights 2022
All Rights Reserved
ISBN 978-1-914914-28-7
eBook ISBN 978-1-914914-29-4
Typeset by The Poetry Business
Printed by Biddles, Sheffield
Smith|Doorstop Books are a member of Inpress:
www.inpressbooks.co.uk
Distributed by IPS UK, 1 Deltic Avenue,
Rooksley, Milton Keynes MK13 8LD
The Poetry Business gratefully acknowledges the support
of Arts Council England.

Contents
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
15
16
18
19
21
22
23
24
25
26
28

Growing Pains
I Have a Literal Mind
A Speech Impediment
The Difference Between a Dog and a Biscuit Tin
How to Wheel
Pushing My Sister
My Wards
First Meeting
Physio
The Spastic’s Guide to Sex
Adulting
Appointment in Clinic K
Kin
Keeping Up
Arthur Honeyman’s Birthday, 3am 1970
Hospital Coffee
The Night Before My PiP Tribunal I See My Dead
Dear Legs

For all my kin

Growing Pains
I didn’t know I was disabled.
I thought everyone went home
and sat in their wheelchairs.
*
The extra pair
of boxers and trousers
in the back of my school bag.
*
A fight in the playground,
he kicks my leg,
hits the splint. I smile.
*
The black woman in the mobility scooter
ruffled my spiky hair. She was the first
to see me, not the chair.
*
The old man in the electric wheelchair
joking outside the hospital toilets
‘Don’t go taking this for a ride.’
*
My parents give me a bear
with a lab coat and thermometer
from the hospital gift shop.
*
The first kiss and she says
‘I’m surprised
you can kiss.’
*
‘Why do you like the hospital?’
‘Nobody stares at me here.’
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I Have a Literal Mind
Dad tells me to pull my socks up
and I yank them till they rip.
A teacher says take a seat,
I pick up the chair and walk out.
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The Difference Between a Dog and a Biscuit Tin
It’s Boxing Day and I’m nearly ten and a half.
I got the camouflaged Action Man for Christmas.
I told Mum I wanted to open it on my own,
but my special scissors won’t cut the plastic.
Just as I start to stick my tongue out and sweat,
Mum calls my name from the front room.
I shuffle down the stairs on my bum.
Mum says I should use the stairlift.
She taps me on the shoulder and says
‘Look at the telly! This film’s got a boy like you.
See? He even flaps his hands like you. He’s called Kyle.’
On the screen a man and a woman stand
in a kitchen that looks bigger than ours.
Her scarf is the same colour as my blue badge.
The man rubs his face with his big hands and says
Whatever happened Nic, whatever happened to us?
Kyle happened. Mum tells me to pay attention
but the screen’s too bright. The man is now standing
in front of a house that posh people have.
He shouts too loudly, For God’s sake it’s autism,
he doesn’t know what love is.
He can’t tell the difference
between a dog and a biscuit tin.
Mum pulls my hands from my ears
and points toward the person she thinks I am.
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Notes
‘Kin’ owes a debt to Ona Gritz’ wonderful poem, ‘We Are Everywhere’, which
appears in her debut full collection, Geode (Main Street Rag: 2014).
‘The Spastic’s Guide to Sex’ couldn’t have existed without Jillian Weise’s poem,
‘The Amputee’s Guide to Sex’. Thank you to Weise, and to the hundreds of
disabled poets who have made my work possible.
‘The Night Before My PiP Tribunal I See My Dead’ is for all my friends who
died benefit-related deaths. It is estimated that over 120,000 people have
died as a result of austerity. At least sixty-nine suicides have been linked
to the Department of Work and Pensions. In 2016, the UN reported that
the Tories had created a ‘human catastrophe’ which has led to ‘grave and
systematic’ violations of disabled people’s human rights. At the time of
writing, there is a call for a public enquiry into benefit-related deaths. If
you want to know more about how it feels to exist as a disabled person in
Tory Britain, I would recommend the following three books. They’re heartbreaking but necessary reads:
Stef Benstead, Second Class Citizens: The Treatment of Disabled People in
Austerity Britain (Centre for Welfare Reform: 2019)
Frances Ryan, Crippled: Austerity and the Demonization of Disabled People
(Verso Books: 2019)
Ellen Clifford, The War on Disabled People: Capitalism, Welfare, and the
Making of a Human Catastrophe (Zed Books: 2020)
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Thank you so much for reading this pamphlet. If this is your
first encounter with disabled poetry, you might want to read
more. Disabled poetry has never been more vibrant, searching,
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