The Penguin Cried
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“Fie! To slip these bilious bonds of rock and ice,

and never-ending night,

and rise a

Phoenix

to mock the ashes of mourning!

Avian? ?naivE

Flightless wings, legless feet, nearsightless eyes

confound me.  

Fie! that I might trade these minute briny krill

for five-hundred dewy-sweet years,

and make my nest of cinnamon and spikenard

among swaying palms and oaken limbs.

From the egg, fleeing beaks and teeth,

skuas and petrels,

orcas and leopard seals, 

I have done all for the sanctity of this.

Death is welcome for you

whose ashen feathers flame 

animated 

gold and crimson,

while mine drip dead, clean,

black as rock, 

white as ice.”

Then the Emperor listened.

But no reply comes of

apostrophe.

