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white pine bonsai
the view from his office
on the fourteenth floor

morning shadows
a band of blue jays
take flight

in an urban sky
birds shift in unison @
drifting ice

cold night
a twig outside the window
raps

frozen dawn
just one gum leaf
shivers
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winter day
white sun flies through
cockatoo wings

cloud mountain
over
mountain

motionless stars
| open the window
to feel the wind

winter and winter
after the blue snow settles o
wild call, white like noise

remaining snow o
a parrot sings on and on
to the dawn sun
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grandfather's yearbook
the black and white photos
of white people

equinox
part of me
still with her

her first swim
| breathe a prayer
into her floaties

beach sands...
beyond the sway of her hips
the surging sea

chameleon...
its head splits
from the branch
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her hair
centre-parts

in the wind
a spring lantern

funeral:
even now his face
remains a mask

winter rain
one black umbrella
at his graveside

torrential rain
umbrellas mushroom
in the park

mirror-like water
at last a frog
shatters it
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how much farther
his offspring leap
old bullfrog

Trevi fountain
daughters too young
to guess their return

war letters
learning what
he left out

sea oats...
leaning over
the long pier

crossing the border
with flimsy papers
a gust
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River eddy
someone else's route map
slowly dissolves

Rusty Cadillac
filigreed with spider webs &
a church bell tolls

evening Mass
a fading reflection
behind the altar

inhaling the scent
of her new prayer book
First Communion

cherry petals
in the fresh cut grass. . .
her mind drifts
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his quick
fingers on the keyboard
blossoms falling

autumn dawn
alone with what the night
has left me

single married single again a rushing river

the ruins
of the lockkeeper's house
first few spots of rain

IQ test
distracted by the murmur
of my heart

clearing sky o
| take his airbrushed photo
out of the frame
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summer market
all the shades
of mango chutney

city apartment
as rush hour eases
...the sound of ducks

morning news
a bellbird calls
a bellbird replies

reunion photo
he sends me
the seafood platter

mud flat
the quiver
of crab holes
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longest night
the reading pile
grows shorter

the tune
of an old love song
desert rain

chill breeze
the sun and a coyote
at my back

this long war
the infection settles
in my chest

just before

the doctor's surgery
my arrhythmia
stops
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not part

of the renga

the haijin's wife
walks in the garden

dreams of avant garde
fields of emeralds &

a few words left

on waking

no one
behind him
mountain path

impatient
| tip the incense
from the ash

sundown @
tobacco ash stamped
into the sand
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A new planet
forms from the gas of a star o
| plant tulip bulbs

Wintry dawn &
a white horse walks
through the barn door

Nothing | can do
can separate me from you o
green hill

Hyacinths appear o
why do we want
what we cannot share?

Watching waves form &
my son holds
his son
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Grandma's way...
the hems of clean sheets
caught by the wind

the netsuke
she loved and treasured...
April yard sale

dreams of lions &
the wild nor-easter
wakes me up

deep in a book...
the swish of hailstones
on the rhododendrons

Christmas lights...
one by one, they turn off
his machines
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they whisper
between themselves
river rocks

heat lightning
the rasp of unknown insects
keeping time

in this stifling heat
odours
of our history

predictions of drought
peach pies bubble
in the oven

up with the birds...
just so many ways
to cook eggplant
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with such a loud voice photos of the dead

after bushfires
her landscape paintings
koala grey

the summer
behind the summer
cosmos in the wind

windfall on the road
sidestepping
wasps

into the silence
the grasshopper sings
into the night

sunlight slanting through cloud the misty hills
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everywhere
in the stone circle
the mountain wind

a crow stalls
low over the brow
wind-whipped snow

oystercatchers put up by a merlin the mudflattened sun

the sparrow builds
her nest among the sacks
full moon

May Day
the red betel nut spittle
on white walls

summer noon
the counting of lampposts
from the bus stop
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shade tree
filling in
for a friend

hoot of an owl
the space between the fir trees
filling up with fog

Japanese garden
a leaf drifting through
my mind

a friend has died
dandelions
everywhere

sultry afternoon...
fingering
the wind chimes
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undisturbed
in the cornfield...
a yellow bird

giant clouds
loitering in the sky...
summer solstice

starfish find
the child gazes
at the sky

the children's swing
stops swinging
foreclosed house

clouds quicken
...pencilling in
the wrong solution
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summer's end
scratching our names
on the trunk of the sundial

summer twilight
a firefly comes
then goes...

autumn leaves o
giving away
most of my books

the blind dog
sleeping with her eyes open &
autumn fog

autumn quiet
the beagle chews
a bookmark to shreds
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the black dog's head
between its paws
late autumn sun

faded suntans
hydrangeas bronzing
in the cooler air

circus poster
a red squirrel lopes
along the power line

fall regatta
a pair of gulls
racing the clouds

magpies
rising from the willows
into twilight
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dewdrops...
every blade of grass
a prairie moon

ghetto moon o
long long cello notes
from somewhere soft

vase of jonquils...
clearing from the cellar
that reek of dead rat

new moustache o
his other
mid-life crisis

one white panel
in a darkened yard...
the dog star barks
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housing boom
another crow flies off
with a twig

first day in the garden...
| turn another worm
upside down

the glow
on my child's skin
buttercup

in her memory
| release a housefly
into the yard

the grizzled dog
heaving with sleep
first frost
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after the rain
the unscented breath
of camellias

choosing a blouse
to match the day
jacaranda

afternoon stillness...
fish rise to prick
summer clouds

dolphin voices &
red sun settles into
the Marshes of Glynn

enough snow
to hush the children o
dusk closing in
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the quilt's imperfect pattern Leonids

child's play o
salt from a lost ocean
for the robin's tail

spring thunder
young magicians
reappear

blowing bubbles
some | pop
some | let go

woodland phlox @
wet grass sticking
to my clothes

a ripe plum o
the skin slips off
with the first bite
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almost dinnertime o
low rumbles from
the gathering storm

sunset dissolving
in tranquil waters o
a man with an oar

sparrows are all over o
still, the light snow
on the mountain

first warm day a skylark singing from the sun

the warbler's song
a jumble of notes &
willow fluff
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looking back
from the buttercup meadow
the doe's eyes

the thought of a shadow &
a lighthouse bell
sounding through mist

shafts of light...
the rocks on the spit
are redshanks

darkening sky
homing parrots splatter
the asphalt

swimming hole
the man in the wheelchair
throws a stick
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split-second reaction
| swat
a lightning bug

long rain ends
...the night filling
with crickets

last quarter
of the harvest moon
moving on

empty café
a cool breeze leafs through
the dessert menu

string of tail lights
the Great Bear
still ahead
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evening cars
an endless river
beyond the winter trees

sunlight lengthens
across the floor
a spider runs to one o'clock

Denver airport
walking the long trail
to Gate 88

anchor haul o
turtles lumbering
back to sea

winter morning
from the open fridge
a dim light
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no longer a blur
| breathe in
mountain colours

Notes flom the Gean No.6, September2010 Page 31



summer trees
waving across

a winking moon;
unashamed

| shed my clothes

strangely erotic

watching skin disappear
under bra, panties
stockings, skirt, blouse

as you dress each morning

my life

arranged the way he likes it
then that flower

with the ruffled edge

drew me from the path

in the roar

of this waterfall

| am deaf

to all past voices o
there is now only you
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neatly in line

his size 12 work boots
catching cobwebs

like the dusty akubra
hanging on rusted nails

she hates it

how i cannot control
my compulsions

a perfectly straight line
of empty pill bottles

many a time

have | set out

with empty pockets
this day

also

Spattering gravel
you drive away
still angry

in thin slippers

| feel the chill
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Cycling in a thin dress

through the World's Fair Forest o
St. Louis summers

perfumed with jasmine

and melting tar

Those nimble birds

scrambling the wind above chimneys
and urban forest

are they swifts or swallows. . .

or just this world's debris?

| am a creature

of twilight times. . .
though one night
glancing out the window
geese against the moon

a wrinkled

face in the clouds
in the lake 0

me?

itis, and yet. . .
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her haunting song

rustles a memory

of a former life;

a time of mists and fog
sweeping through the heather

rain wall

curtains the bridge

my veranda weeps
while | rail

against this fading moon

banged up

for something i didn't do

every night

the squeaks from the bunk above
the whistling of the guards

tonight

the tender moon

IS waning

I mould myself around you
breathe when you breathe
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unmoved

by our dancing
the monk's dog
rises slowly

to sniff the gong

I let the full moon
shroud me

in healing light. . .
finally accepting

my cancer diagnosis

starless sky

I stir the windchimes
to convince myself

I am not alone

in this vast universe

once described

as dancing through life. . .
it's true

even my newest shoes

are worn down at the heels
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the knot-hole

in the floor board
sometimes

some things
should be forgiven

a crazy man

can't be argued with

he said

from his tractor, pulling up
the last tree in his yard

the tooth

| wasn't ready to lose
quite yet &

like love it served me well
until the pain

first kiss

at thirteen o

"that wasn't so bad,
now was it?"

| asked him
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long ago

| wore your father's
college sweatshirt

until it was as threadbare
as our love

sun hidden
clouds move on
diamonds
tumble headlong
into the river

the day comes down
sets out on its way
fingers reach out
from everywhere
trying to hold it back

the first weekend

since mother's funeral o
these hills

surrounding our hometown
all echo in silence
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bird's nest

high in a bare poplar. . .
death notice

for an old love

last seen by a grave

the pressure mounts

to find answers flickering
across the screen

a bird in the ash tree
calls: "fly away and sing...'

sublime smiles

the painting portrays

| adjust to live

rewinding the coil of time

in the shadows of my loneliness

bomb-ravaged field
sixty-five years later
a monument to peace
becoming another
stop for tourists
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bleeding

in the darkness

of the womb

her heart weeps for the child
she has never seen

at the end

her passing

was peaceful

no secrets revealed
no unexpected truths
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Halloween
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- abitterwind
Sweeps across the ocean
at dag's end
another name révmoved g
ity A

.

Tanka first published in Magnapoets, Issue 5, January 2010
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rainstorm
a brief phone call
turns into tears
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