A housefly in the garden

A fly that cannot fly

Sits on my book

On the garden chair

Seemingly unconcerned

One wing flattened

Smooth along its black shiny back

While the other points

Ironically to the sky

A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

So I test this theory

By pointing my pen close

To the fly-that-cannot-fly’s eyes

And he runs, and jumps

Off my book

And up the chair

I pursue him till he sits

Aloof on the arm rest

A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

But he seems unconcerned

With my concern

Imperiously washing his face

With impossibly thin, and filthy, legs

A defiant gesture

Heavy on the sarcasm
A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

And after one abortive flight

From chair to book

I think I see realisation
And panic in his eye

He paces the edge of my Catch-22

And ponders his own Catch-22

Because …

A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

And now he knows

What I have known

And what was my concern

Is now his peril

Then suddenly he leaps

This brave and Vile Knievil

Straight into a graceful nosedive

That ends with the intervention

Of patio concrete

A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

And after a brief interlude

Jostling with others of like mind

For a piece of rabbit pellet

He walks with purpose

Under the Lobelia

Never to be seen again

And I ponder whether

Like the UN I should have

Watched his dilemma

With impotent benevolence

And heartfelt wishes for his future

Or should I have intervened?

And in what form?

Too many questions

And as I sit and watch

And wait and muse

My fly will die

Dismembered by ants

Sucked dry by a spider

Found frozen to a leaf

Neither hindered, nor abetted

In his equation I was zero

Then disjuncture

I am the fly that cannot fly

With my flightless dreams

My vague sense of peril

My fight for the right

To feast on crap

Sugar-coated crap

But crap nonetheless

And through the fog

My own intangible potential

Powerful, but distant

Bent on helping

But bound by my own

Indecision, and self-doubt

Greater than I, but still just I

Am I trapped

Like a surfer

In a standing wave

Of infinite sequence?

Both watcher and fly

Or will the cycle return me?

Will I remember

And make a difference

Or once again

Be swept away?

A fly that cannot fly

Is going to die

And as I pace my Catch-22

I scream up at myself

“Act! Act! Make a difference!

Break the cycle!”

And perhaps I will – sometime

But for now

I have a pen to dodge

