
Celia Merlin – Three Poems 

 Remote Control 
 
It’s a nice game we have going 
here. Buttons are pressed. 
Reactions achieved. I play 
the dog to your Pavlov. 
 
And I know that’s the story. 
I could stop if I tried. 
Could stop salivating, 
not hear all those bells. 
But I so love your face 
when you’re pleased 
with yourself. When you 
think I don’t see, that it’s 
all undetected.  
Ignorance 
of your moves, 
I pretend. 
  
A Certain Risk 
 
If I say we’re 
losing touch 
you are pressed and 
there’s the risk of us 
losing touch. 
  
If I say nothing about 
losing touch 
we continue like this and 
there’s the risk of us 
losing touch. 
  
 My Love 
Every day that I’m with you 
I know that I’ll miss you 
if one of us leaves or dies. 
But stupidly, each day, 
I point out that the way you 
peel carrots is wrong or that 
I had expected something else 
about something else and 
I may not hug you at night. 
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