Wayne Featherstone
In the time of Coronavirus:

On hearing my brother’s diagnosis
through a mist
 through the front window

and sheer curtains

between the mulberry

and the ornamental cherry

then through the front fence

a glimpse... 

a young woman jogging

and again
seen for a moment
through the front gate

striding out.

She is young and strong.

We cannot keep up.

Run on

run into the afternoon

and well beyond.  
Out of thin air - a Psalm:
The headline said

this contraption can capture

water from desert air

but then must add salts

in judicious doses.

Water too pure would strip 

our cells of their function.

The holiest and most mundane

of elements would deny life.

Likewise
from stars

to trees 
     
to temporary quarks and leptons

the imperfect and simple

impurity is all.

After full moon in the tuning

down of the evening beacon

in Autumn as the season turns

and leaves prepare to fall

we celebrate what Cordelia

and adage and convention all recognise:

without the salt of the earth

purity is null and void.

Praise them
praise them

those necessary holy imperfections. 

For Arsene: (CKWC)
It's like looking for a haystack

to obfuscate a needle

this fossicking through the greats

hoping to find a kernel

of truth.

Like the almond

or the peach pip it comes with a dose

of arsenic.
 The bitterness

indicates high seriousness

delectable in correct dosage

but bitter          and deadly

in concentration. One loses

the abandon of the holy fool.



After Midnight: (For W S Merwin)
During lockdown
through the stream of faces

on a computer screen
who

I must believe
when they say

I am useful to them

through the days of strain and being lost

in others’ pains       their follies
 their

meandering paths wherein feet

barely touch the ground

their being      and mine      as mutable 

as the clouds you eulogise

I come at last to this quiet space


in the night
and to your words

in moonlight before morning

past regret
past mourning 
     in the ecstatic

eternal moments of stillness you capture

speaking quietly and persistently

though you are gone 
you left in March last year


to follow where your dogs led you

like rain in the leaves
like petals of the flame tree

fallen where they fell
and the mysterious

enigmatic arrival
and dispersal of clouds

we say we need you
come back

you say


watch where you put that foot


down in front of you

you will not be there again. 

