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Public or personal, satirical or lyrical, trumpeting or softly
spoken, true poems retain their independence at all costs. They
must be against the grain, even subversive, to create whatever
sympathy they intend.

— Ilya Kaminski

Why do I describe and detail this particular scene?...What is it
am desperately seeking in reality? Is it meaning? This may some-
times be true...since I have acquired the mental habit not only
of experiencing emotions but of getting them into perspective.

- Annie Ernaux

Love consists in this, that two solitudes protect and touch and
greet each other.
- Rainer Maria Rilke


https://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/rainer_maria_rilke_164598
https://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/rainer_maria_rilke_164598
https://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/rainer_maria_rilke_164598
https://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/rainer_maria_rilke_164598
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Icarus and Audrey Separately at Sea



lcarus

Beyond the walls and the steel bars
the sky has no borders.
It bursts forth with mockery.

Daedalus and Icarus crave their freedom.
'They devise a plan featuring struts
and feathers and wax.

Moon shards slice window bars.
Father and son clamp on
makeshift wings

and sail into the expanse of dawn
buffeted by gravity

well clear of choppy waves.

White gulls escort Icarus.
He laughs like a boychick, drowning

out his father’s carping.

The heat turns up. Wax drips
and flows. Icarus finds truth

in a feathery spiral and the splash
of a shock, the shock of a splash.

T'm drowning,” he cries out
as a boat passes nearby

timeless as a painting.
On land, a cow moos, a dog barks,
a farmer leans on his plough.



“You're not drowning,’ the farmer shouts,
‘that’s spluttering. Plant your feet
in the shallows and right yourself.’

Icarus flounders onto shore
and proceeds to scarf eggs
with his saviour, sunny-side up.



Insecure Audrey

Glanced out of the kitchen window while setting cocktail prawns
on a platter. Ralph Langer,among guests in the garden, was grinding

something small into the grass under his loafered foot.

Ralph was a savvy fellow — success in landscaping and in picking
a wife — a magnate’s daughter. He watched Audrey
watching him. The prawn in her fingers dripped juice

and she wilted. Ralph sipped Bollinger through his smirk.
Audrey, imagining herself a specimen in a petri dish,

should’ve had a drink, but only indulged in this remedy later —

often at the wedding receptions of friends. One reception stays
etched in her mind. After Bloody Marys in the foyer, she switched
to bottles of champagne at the table — goodbye petri specimen

hello partygoer. Ralph’s clever brother, a manager at a boutique
hedge fund, was seated next to Audrey. When he coolly
asked what she did ‘for a crust’, she said nuclear physics

at which the brother sat up straight, made a show
of topping up her champagne and sought her opinion
on many a subject. He nodded reverentially at her replies.

Decades later, Audrey is a woman more secure in her talents

)
yet her bemusement over human foibles never wanes, and she’s
prepared to serve cocktail prawns to all-comers at garden parties.



It Takes a Type

'The dots are good dots —
robust and connected

like stars making sense

of the sky.

'The boxes are good boxes —
tick worthy and tried

ultra-square and accessible
if perplexing for some.

'The boxes reject some,
the dots needle some.

Some should try harder:
jump on a wagon or join

a band. Honour the etude
of country and family

of worship, kinship
career-ship and portfolios:

property, paintings and
blue chips

before beneficiaries rally
to manage parents gone

dotty in slippers on a slope

to a cross and a box.



Tardigrade

I'm an eight-legged creature, unseen
to the naked eye. Despite my micro status
my complexity boggles the best minds.

I have salivary glands and a digestive tract.
I go where I wish:
glowing lava fields, Antarctica.

Chernobyl is home to my Ukrainian cousins
and a space team shepherded me
to the moon to gauge

my survival skills of super-heroic scope.
'The pressures of 6000 atmospheres?

No sweat.

Minus 270 degrees centigrade?
A cinch. I have endured five mass extinctions

dating back half a billion years.

Tun state is my genetic blessing —
a transformative deep sleep, neither life
nor death, so serene. I reach it by draining

my body dry, all fluids released, before
I morph into a ball, an impregnable fortress.
Hello cryptobiosis! And trehalose:

a sugary lubricant that protects
my crypto cells and prevents the withering
of my organs. But, alas — invincibility



is not mine, for many a mini-creature
finds me delectable. I lie low
and shy away from the neighbours.
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