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spring moon
from the tarot deck
the fool

brilliant dawn
the nuthatch brings out
a new song

Whitsuntide
a bundle of goslings
shifts with the breeze

Pentecost o
flames shoot up
from the oven

ancient temple
the monk swirls incense
my way
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beach wedding
the Mexican wave
of seagulls

news of a grandchild
| touch a furled bud
in spring rain

four-leafed clovers...
my grandson finds the one
| lost years ago

bitter spring
not all ducks
are paired

the wind chimes
restrung already
spring gusts

Nates fom the Gean No.8, March 2011 Pace 5



hawthorns in bloom &
her crayon trees
all the same shape

three weeks late 0
something scratching
inside the wall

the newborn
with her arm in a sling
hard spring frost

flu epidemic
the city smells
of thyme

stone fort
dizzy with history...
the fizzing sea
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battlefield
soldiers sharing
the gene pool

dense fog
we built up a world
of words

endless conversation
the river runs
through my fingers

watching SBS...
a possum pauses
at the French doors

hazy moon
all the shapes of
a hangover
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river's edge o
buildings a century old
anchor the town

cloud breaks o
the door ajar
to the glassblower's studio

day's end &
the old-timer closes
his pocket watch

birch bark...
nothing at all
like toilet paper

roadkill a simple cardboard box

great plains
rails bend to the curve
of the planet
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the crest of this hill the sea

streams converging...
beside the riverbank
a python slides

dense woods
a stone wall
snakes into it

the rutted road
between two gentle slopes
flitting fox sparrows

a score of starlings
on the telegraph wires
the wind's song
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screech owl
the first violinist
tunes up

sycamore branches
swaying
the wind's mirror

in the wild night weeping
willow branches
knocking at the gate

helicopter seeds
my life spiraling
out of control

summer winds
in the sound of leaves
a lizard
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evening star the ping of a micro bat

falling star
the quiet sound
of quicksilver

the sound
of my own voice
wild honey

empty boat
adrift without oars
a loon's laugh

leather shoes
on the pebbled path
the sound of ducks
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summer sunset...
drongo voices weave
weird melodies

Cactus Flats
our conversation
dries up

a rattler
yet to grow its rattle
rising desert sun

windswepit...
all the dust in one corner
of my eye

winding down
after a long day...
dust on the fan blades
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a Cross
traced in the dust
summer rain

sudden impact
the heightened pitch
of a cricket

watching parched trees
walk out of the water o
heat haze

after the rain
cleansed from summer heat
the scent of flowers

the smooth flow
of the Similkameen...
peaches ripen
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mountain trek
her laughter
echoes the tinkling stream

the echo
of a waterfall...
shimmering sunlight

silky sunlight...
from bloom to bloom
a butterfly

the full moon glides
down a plantain leaf:
heavy rainfall

storm clouds
seagulls leave
the cricket pitch
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rising
beyond the muck...
lotus viewing

my monsoon sale bargains o
all through the year
his critique

thunder,
as if to emphasize
his point

fireflies
a few stars twinkle
between the pines

Good Friday o
a dragonfly splayed
across the web
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morning glories
a slight hesitation
in my step

Indian Summer &
pretending
we're in love

dawn breaks
between her excuses...
ash in my coffee

Indian summer o
all his love letters
signed in pencil

new coolness
a bicycle
with a buckled wheel
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our differing
points of view &
blackberry vines

first day of fall
a hint of blue
in the raven's eye

my old hometown...
a sudden chill
when | hear her name

harvest moon...
beneath your balcony
the sleeping town

the moon turns red
as it enters Earth's shadow
all that love making
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into autumn distance the blindman's blue eyes

the moon
in my dog's eye
watches me

rain...
toadstools dribbling
down the hill

life-drawing
the bottle-shaped space
between his legs

Yellow leaves &
learning to do without things
| don't really need
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silver maple
letting the kayak
drift awhile

deep ravine
brown leaves
just as welcome

crimson leaves fall
he packs away
the unused crib

falling maple leaves...
she picks up
her needlework

fiery sunset
the curling leaves
of a liquidamber
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autumn webbed
in brent geese feet...
dazzle of fireweed

the rusted teeth
of a two-man saw
autumn equinox

stalled
behind a log truck...
| count the rings

fresh stump
a spider scurries
across aeons

my wife asleep
on my pillow - my dreams
still not hers
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full moon @
unable to distinguish
her shadow from mine

every day
less certain 0
brilliance of the moon

rest home o
slumped on the porch
a stuffed scarecrow

| forget his name
the neighbor with Alzheimer's
checks the mail again

my newborn taken
to the camp orphanage o
tule fog years

(written in response to a World War Il Internment Exhibit at the Japanese Cultural Museum,
San Jose, California)
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winter twilight &
homing mynahs
over my backstroke

the first snow o
in the late night quiet
mice in the attic

Watching snow fall
| settle into myself
a little bit more

first snow o
a childish wish
to be invisible

snow clouds drifting
in the photo album,
an empty face
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Holly berries o
in my coat pocket
a forgotten stone

The coffin lowered o
mother took
Creation with her

brushing snow
from her father's shoulder o
memorial tea

year's end 0
no more leaves
to turn

out of the old year into the new a dream unbroken
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first big snow
a sense of smallness
returns

snowmobiles
rev deep in the woods
up the quiet

bare birch o
the crow and shadow
settle on white

winter sky
the trees
through the trees

pond ice remembering swans
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midwinter
a grey tree bursts into pink
galahs

Valentine's Day o
| give him the opera
his mother loved

warming days
icicles under the eaves
grow another drop

the warming sun o
winter gurgles
down the drain

thrush's flute song
| lift my head
from Basho's journey
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wall of water
the wave
draws back

end of the jetty
the sea's steady work
with boulders

part grace part strut in another life gull

new fish tank...
the bubbles set
to the snail's pace

rotting seaweed 0
the low tide exposes
life on the rocks
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From behind
the homeless man in the rain
coul d be Sant Ok a

city road
the rain puddles are red
with beggar blood

night bus a buckled beer can rattles down the aisle

farewell party
a glint of moonlight
on my car keys

March memorial d
his grit
in the wind's teeth
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war zone
a white lily inches up
too soon

his finger-wagging
about desk haiku &
blossoms keep falling

the mayor
filling the air with words &
snow flurries scatter

at home alone
in a barking contest
a child and a dog

busy playground
from inside the bushes
a crow is watching
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the baby monitor
babbles to itself
night of shooting stars

Memorial Day
grandmother wishes on a star
for a grandchild

last star
the squirrel's tail
from the fox's mouth

a ring of keys
on a rusty nail...
the porch gapes

cloudy sky
the foam missing
from my cappuccino
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a toothless smile
the last streak of day
in the night sky

class reunion
the evening clouds drift
further apart

far from home...
the llama makes friends
with the sheep

the last drops
of cabernet...
robin at dusk

infinity pool
a raven bathes
on the far edge
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setting out to sea
the moon a little deeper
than the night before

cello suite o
taking leave
of the world

Sunday morning the stillness pulls on the lids

summer glare
along the beach
only light
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first day of winter

five thousand candles flare
on Enoshima

approaching on his knees
a small boy blows one out

black pines

in Bash@ds garden
what twists

and turns await

on my narrow road

the sweet scent

of temple incense &

toki no kane *

sounding over rituals
unchanged for centuries

* the Bell of Time that sounded the hours
in 17th Century Edo
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having no need

to get anywhere

| tramp off-road

through meadows and groves
bypassed, and lost, long ago

like a child

I want to touch

the white billowing clouds
for tomorrow

they will have changed

after the rain

each blade of grass
in the meadow
rings its own bell

in the morning sun

summer
on the cusp of autumn
the man

who always walks alone
walking a dog
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a winter sunbeam

falls on an old man
who smiles

and shrugs

and shuffles along

| stand

on the edge of the canyon
before me a decision

and behind me a decision
above me a hawk soaring

aurora borealis!

waving my hands wildly
to describe

red and green

to a colorblind friend

passing clouds
in the space of a breeze
my father's face...

changing from smile to scowl

just as | remember it
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garage sale

the flowered couch on which
| became a woman...

father died many years
before my mother knew

in a gallery

| seek refuge

from the hot sun &
the blue serenity

of Van Gogh's irises

the thin line

between need and greed o
a heron

spears a stoat

and swallows it whole

| saw

how you hesitated

and withheld your truth.
When an eagle catches a fish
he flays it.
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there is silence

in the afternoon sunlight

all along the wall

the skinks don't move until

you reach for pen and sketchpad

old she-cat

back home at last
such outrage

in her miaowing

this famine all my fault

soft mews

in the darkness

| wake to find

underneath the covers

my cat is nursing newborns

after a summer

of solitary walks

along back roads

| hesitate before merging
into commuter traffic
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Porter's Pass

the moebius road

curved as a snake

and slick with ice

the river below half visible

Snowblind
(Tanka Sequence)

as if it knows
morning brings

the inevitable

a gull flies in silence
over a film of ice

on a rocky slope

waiting out the winter

a prickly pear

with a heart destined

to outlast every delusion

quietly, as snow

sifts through branches,
thoughts come

to fill in what the body
no longer remembers

snowblind

we have parted ways,
the world still big enough
for me to be lost here
you, there
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is it possible &

when the Bismarck sank

like lead into that sea o

did crew belowdecks wonder
what they were doing there?

a thick fog

blankets the islands in the gulf
between us

it's cold, you're gone, and yet

| would want no other life

uncomfortable

with your black and white
thinking

my monotone world

has many shades of grey

a small bird strikes

my reflection and its own
both of us stunned

that what seems clear

IS not always so
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morning star

in an indigo sky

the wash

of a persimmon sunrise
bleeds night from the clouds

morning's scattered clouds
knit together by midday

to cover the sun

with a gray fleece blanket
during its afternoon nap

on the day | wear

the scarf you gave me
in our time

SO many say it suits me
that | am moved to tears

| brush mom's gray hair

as she chats with unseen friends
in her hospice home

| wonder if she knows

I'm her least-liked daughter
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a two-to-one

or a three-to-one ratio
of water to rice?
where are you

when | need you?

My father opens

pea pods fresh from our garden
into a blue bowl

his pale accountant's hands
filled with edible emeralds

slipping into

chipotle and cinnamon
with hot cocoa

a manageable world
at the end of the day

| feel such a fraud
writing tanka in English
sipping green tea
wearing a silk haori
bought on the internet
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my mind

sustains a dream world
in the bathtub

soap bubbles burst
into nothingness

the sudden light of autumn
in high relief

exposing

each deep last green &
each deep last lie

| watch him

while he is talking

| see the lie

a small fish darting

in the shallows of his eyes

have others noticed?

as long as you blend well
your biggest lies

don't appear overdone
or fully made-up
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our hotel room

on the twenty-ninth floor
the circuit board

of city lights

beginning to glow

the clock

ticking so loudly now
at fifty

my purchase

of this first hearing aid

autumn solitude...
sadness wells in me
cold as the shadow
at the base

of the mountain

burning me

you are

no ordinary weed
| pull

stinging nettle
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damp dawn

in this newly built suburb
how unexpected

the chorus of birdsong
across the rooftops

for all the joy

of sparrow song

at daybreak

| cannot forget the one

who perished in my dreams

all those things

| never got around

to doing...

a pile of leaves
scattered by the wind

set adrift

unknown seasons ago
an old house

listing to one side

in a vast sea of corn
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no curves on the road
that brings me to work
just a straight line
connecting the dots

of morning and night

no Bach

on the jukebox

so | select Johnny Cash

and talk about unemployment
with a gal named Shirley

bad news comes in threes
so say the old women

I've had my share

in this month of numbing cold
and intermittent rain
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A Thrilling Afternoon
(Tanka Sequence)

cellular phone

beside me

| await

the entrance exam results
from my granddaughter

passed!

came her first shout
then, sobs of joy
after a while
happy! she laughed

indispensable

for young days;

good friends, good books,
to dream just a little
beyond one's ability
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Haiku - Jade Anderson, USA
Photograph - Aubrie Cox, USA

Insanity (n):
believing this relationship
can change

Nates flom the Gean No.8, March 201 Pace 47



Haiku - Garrett Derman, USA
Photograph - Aubrie Cox, USA
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Haiku - Garrett Derman & Tyler Lamensky, USA
Photograph - Aubrie Cox, USA
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Aubrie Cox, USA
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Tanka - Carmella Braniger, USA
Photograph - Aubrie Cox, USA
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Adelaide B. Shaw, USA

another snow z/af—

/ /7«&‘ nore Supar

e the lea

Adetide 5, Skaw
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Adelaide B. Shaw, USA

=
w

Adelaide B

class reunion-
the lies we tell each other
about our looks
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Brendan Slater, The Netherland S

Something in her eyes called nothing

[ grab my coat, take her by the arm and lead her to a metal staircase tucked
around a corner in the backs. We wait in the dark . . .

face of an angel
under my dealer's hoody—
stars are made from rock
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Brendan Slater, The Netherland S
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Brendan Slater, The Netherland S
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Brendan Slater, The Netherland S

Brerddon Stder
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Brendan Slater, The Netherland S
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