
Sonnets of Solitude 

 
 
 
 

The city spares me one more time, trembling 

 
 
The city spares me one more time, trembling 
under its predatory fingertips 
I am left to my own devices from 
wavering dawn to dying dusk, judged to be 
 
nothing but another number plate  
in this city’s sea of cars, its streets 
oppressing me, its traffic lights blinding  
me, its pedestrians risking their life 
 
and mine too as they cross the road without 
a care, yet when speeding on the  
Westway at well over 40 miles  
per hour under rain and sleet, I am 
 
once again spared, I do not know why or until when, by whom 
or how it was done. 
 
  



 

 

 

 

My luck spares me one more day  

 
 
My luck spares me one more day, this time I 
might finally get caught, I have been warned 
my days are numbered, just a short number, 
a single digit perhaps, this  
 
very second it could all be over, or   
the next second, or the next, luck could run  
out, time will soon run cold. But nothing of  
the sort happens for now, no reasons given.  
 
Reverie after reverie, not one  
of them comes true, and yet I have been spared.  
Spared for what, the next dream? Luck, if it  
is luck, spares me.  I am lost in it, to it. 
 
Or so I am told: your name, immaterial; your details, of  
no relevance; your existence, proof that we evolved. 
 
 
  



 

 

 

 

Then it is the turn of contradictions  

 
 
Then it is the turn of contradictions  
to spare me once again: I want to leave  
and I want to stay, I want to love and  
not love. How can I live purposefully then, a  
 
tug of war twisting and turning my thoughts 
with as many counter-thoughts? I want to  
savour this thing in front of me, except  
that I am also content with not attempting  
 
anything at all, both an insider  
and an outsider. Why should that be? And why should it 
not? I wish to embrace the voices within me, but cannot  
reach out to them, each one more inconsistent than the next: 
 
some have left the room, taken a sabbatical, given up, a few 
have even renounced their identity, my identity.  
 

  



 

 

 

 

And finally guilt spares me yet once more 

 
 
And finally guilt spares me yet once more, 
I will refuse to take the blame, but then  
I will not deny that I am the woman  
with the smoking gun.  It could well be that  
 
I am being chastised for what I did not  
do, or forgiven for what others were  
responsible for. What? Should guilt be a  
collective noun, imposed from above to dispense 
 
below-the-belt punishments?  To  
all my questions the answer has to be  
no questions asked.  Look, just now the wind 
has finally decided to spare me 
 
on this blustery afternoon,  
but then who can say for how long. 
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