
Janus, hear my prayer 
you, god of many faces and roles: 
as Consevius you have created new life  
blessed my marriage with a beginning 
Janus, you have opened a portal in time 
as my child sets out on his life’s journey – 
hear my prayer.  
  
Bacchus, see my child 
you, god of the harvest and fertility  
who have been kind to me already 
now I ask more of you: 
for though you are god of bliss and pleasure  
you, god of wine, have another face – 
that of bitterness and fury.  
 
Do not let my son inherit the weakness of his father: 
I am too often found sat, alone and in company 
my wine cup constantly empty and full 
with a serpent lying in wait coiled around my happiness 
the poison ivy of cynicism creeping through my veins 
my thyrsus in hand, wand turned to weapon 
the raging bull of my anger ready to charge. 
 
Bacchus, do not look on my son with this drunk darkness 
but rather with smiles and red-faced delight 
do not tempt my child to the ruin I have suffered 
but rather to understand you as a fickle god 
the pleasures of your madness and ecstasy as transient  
wine as occasional and brilliant as music and dance  
a fleeting beauty, not a permanent scar. 
 
I honour you with this drinking vessel  
adorned with vines and fig trees  
your hopeful symbols of life and joy 
given to my child so he may always remember you 
I leave wine in this bowl in dedication of you 
freshly-harvested corn for the eternal feast 
accept my sacrifices, Bacchus.  
 
Hear my prayer, Vesta 
goddess of hearth and home 
I seal my words with you 
with the intensity of sacred fire: 
may the future for my son  
be not one of struggle and strife 
but of harmony with Bacchus.  


