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Fukushima...
ah, the cloud
over Fukushima

praying together
with my Muslim neighbor d
clouds over Fukushima

spring break
white foam surfing
plum trees

last day at the beach
content with watching
almost no waves

days of our lives
going round in circles
on melting ice
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hazy dawn
the blue jay
before the alarm

nuclear spring o
monitoring which way
the wind blows

gaining an hour o
a long solo
on the erhu

back of my throat first Spring day
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the Ides of March &
a blade of grass emerging
from its sheath

iceland poppies
wondering how long
| can keep silent

white tulips in bloom &
realizing there was nothing
| could have done

klompen dancers
tulips bend
toward the sound

prognosis uncertain...
the fragile scent
of bluebells
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spring rain
seeping through
the sprigged wallpaper

intensive care 0
confirming the status
of the apple blossoms

my mother's childhood...
from the flower press
a celandine

trustee room
a gentle request
for more light

the dying light
in my friend's old room
the clock ticks on
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after the funeral
boys cast
into infinite shimmer

obituary column
his smile forever
crooked

silent secateurs o
a cabbage white flutters
over the fence

- In memorium, P.K. Page

banks of azaleas
captured on Fujichrome
the rite of spring

swamp lagoon
two fighting frogs
stir the sky
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first cookout
the red haze of buds
on the maple

pea stew for lunch
my son asks
about the princess

spring sale
a grey-haired man sprints up
the down escalator

Easter morning &
a parade of new clothes
going to church

spreading manure &
the farmer
stops to gossip
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Saturday sleep-in
one local woodpecker
has his own plan

shapdragon...
the toddler mouths
what is said

hummingbirds at the feeder
| photoshop dad's frown
into a smile

at last
finding the bird feeder:
mum's darting eye

planting marigolds &
a bee
can't wait
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summer solstice
cicadas slice the heat

summer solstice
a fruit bat
circles the circle

yabby pump
a following
of gulls

drawbridge the span of the fisherman's arms

bait fish
shadows slipping through
the shadows
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widgeon rising
between the waves
widgeon falling

Purgatory Chasm &
sky-colored sea glass
just out of reach

willow shade
a jackdaw turns
the skimming stones

a room for the night
or a summer moon
for the road

cane fields...
pulling off to piss
in the Mississippi
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the king snake and |
regarding each other
remain ourselves

a rifled cottage
the watchman's flashlight
chasing fireflies

firefly
a small shadow
on the star chart

falling stars
sand crabs dash across
the strand

incoming storm
pine boughs
surf the wind waves
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thunderclap
my boot just missing
a butterfly shadow

a woodknot twists
across the garden table
black drops of rain

cyclone's eye 0
do you still want
a divorce?

storm damage
the tradesman'’s trail
of old spice

dog days
boys make a contest
of catching flies
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August stillness
a fly
still on the swatter

parched fields
the low hanging clouds
just passersby

mountain
wind moves
the deck chairs

after the freight train thistledown

daydreaming
thistledown drifts
on the breeze
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an old man
walking an old dog &
ninety mile beach

coastal map
the sand etched
by snails

awake
but still caught in the dream
summer clouds

cirrus clouds
a lifeguard's hut
oversees the beach

Virgin Islands
laughing gulls mingle
on the beach
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honeymoon &
behind security glass
Gioconda's smile

cameras capture
a fine sunset
the smiles of strangers

alone in a crowd
his eyes hold fireworks
and hers

meteor shower
the small safety pin
on her bra strap

giving my father's advice
to my father &
the echo of wind chimes
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fog shrouds the sky
in this uncertain summer
her first chest x-ray

morning walk
the path glittered
with cicada wings

late night
| let the spider sleep
in the bathroom

=til woind chime ==
the Silence Of\o v'.pplp_
Cr‘rﬁSi@f'\"Q pord—
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silent morning
at my mother's bedside
fading queen-of-the-night

giving up, giving in
grass bends with the weight
of a sparrow

new moon o
drunk, walking the lane's
other gravities

From other angles
there are still peaches
in the tree

after meditation...
my fingers trace healed scars
on the oak's trunk

Nates fom the Gean No.9, June2011 Paoe 20



end of the night...
the white under
the buzzard's wings

Indian summer
| wander into
the wrong locker room

gue sera a wind-blown seed

Hampton Court maze
so many familiar
dead-ends

| apologize first 0
morning mist
burning off
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the river
beneath the river
of fog

night fog
stillness
in the unseen

moonrise
the cat hides
in the usual place

this rock o
as close as i will get
to the moon

Lipizzans...
once my hair
was brown
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jar of skin cream o
the chuckle of dry leaves
on the patio

autumn dusk
| see my childhood
in her eyes

anniversary
of her diagnosis
she sends a card

yellow moon
...knowing
it's the last time

toadstools
in the hollow woods
their secret names
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earthquake
| apologise
to my mother

around the bedpost
the prayer beads
she never used

shavings curl away
from a carpenter's plane &
billowing clouds

my childhood dreams...
steam from the wok
evaporating

leaning in
to tell my story
the old barn
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moonglow
with each telling
his tale grows taller

a maple leaf
slips slowly downstream...
'me' time

last log split...
| hear the reply
of the woodpecker

up there a woodpecker
underneath
splinters rustle

crooked path
an old man
bends against the wind
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autumn wind o
waiting in a patch of sun
for the next train

filling the oil lamps...
another ring
around the moon

tired of counting
death anniversaries o
descending moon

flickering stars
my old bedroom
now a study

autumn stars
we discuss our anxieties
point after point
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red dwarf star
the slow burn
of apple wood

crescent moon o
hanging in the room
her scent

frost on the window
the same words scratched out
more than once

autumn rain
the moth-eaten pockets
of my cagoule

steady rain
the dog foregoes
his daily news
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winter begins
harsh words with my son
sharpen the chill

cat's cradle
the conversations
we never have

cold weather
watching the small clouds
of her words

cold morning
the thermometer
says nothing

white hair on my chin
this grasping at something
| cannot see
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red light
life in other cars
a winter night apart

year's end
the night wind finds
every crack

the pull
of the turning tide
winter solstice

the possibility
of being who | am
winter loneliness

dried roses
tied to the easel
hunger moon
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ice moon
the coyote's call
through the pines

snow-covered hills...
howling back
to the coyote

this winter wind &
| step outside
my comfort zone

from trash can
to trash can
hobo and crow

nobody's
coming out tonight
tapping rain
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mid-winter rain
in fits and starts he asks
about the prognosis

asking over
and over
what winter wants of me

shadows the difference between winters

winter tree
the wind moving through
my bones

snowy walk
following my tracks
from yesterday
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deep winter
the new neighbor
has cleared my path

february flurries
the fear my body
won't last...

yoga show
the elephants bowing
into crow pose

after the parade crickets

gingko poets
some inside the fence
some not
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paper weight
SO many words
slip away
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across the platform

a metro-clown juggles pears
but i can't see past

these bare tracks where

my train should be

| sign it

the announcement of my
retirement &

the phone on my desk
rings and rings. . .

you call

from another time zone

and | smile

at the contours of your presence
still pressed into the couch

alone all night

in a king size bed

| leave at dawn
dropping candy kisses
on his pillow
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afterwards. . .

fields of prairie grass
bend in the wind

as we walk hand in hand
along an unmarked path

a hot wind

flips the olive's leaves

to silver

no way back to who | was
before this first arousal

from a dusty box

his journal describes a day
I'd forgotten o

in the deep Arctic night
icebergs calve and drift

more accurate

than the mind can fathom
the atomic clock

tracking fractional seconds
of our floating lives
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no one on the beach

but an old man and woman
arminarm o

they gaze off at a boat
sailing towards the horizon

at life's shoreline

the sands of time escape
from many gaps. . .

| collect memories
embedded in sediment

almost dark

the scent of wood smoke
drifting. . .

his last words whispered
in the language of his birth

a handful of petals

beneath the winding sheet. . .
mother's heart infused

with the lingering scent

of her favorite rose
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snowmelt

and the black earth beneath:
| abandon

the idea of dying

on purpose

print hospital gown

and blue robe for all

white sheets on every bed &
how does death know
which of us to take?

within a fortnight

both our mothers gone. . .
grimalkin

gives me a cuff without claws
our last feisty girl

her favorite

sleeping spot

among the gardenias 8
now only a bed

of matted fur

Nates fom the Gean No.9, June2011 Paoe 37



he purrs

and stares at nothing

for hours on end

the cat totally relaxed

at one with my ommm

winter holidays

a spill of sun-warmed cat
on the rug

where you pick colours
for a crazy quilt

dragons painted
on ceramic pots
six weeks in China
and I've only seen
a peaceful people

four months old

and he smiles at everyone

without guile
expecting only goodness
and a world of delights
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a canyon gouged
towards city and sea @
this stream

glinting through redwoods
dives beneath concrete

the rump

of a chestnut harrier

so white

this sweep of peaks
under snow all summer

odd places

we call home. . .

under the corbel

at the top of the facade
where a kestral slips in

Claret Ash

| remember now

it's a name

to melt on the tongue

this lanquid summer's day
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an unnamed rose

in an overlooked corner
brought across

by some uprooted wife
of a homesteading man

on bare ground

| sprinkle small seeds
with abandon

as if growing wildflowers
requires a lack of care

seeing the whole
fruit contained

in a blossom

| look at the vast sea
and all that it holds

| know it's people

more than places

that merit concern

but oh Matsushima

if you should perish too
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great god

of mountains and mudslides
thank you

for blessing these hills

with your gift of soft rain

spring fever @
the sap in the maple
is ready to tap
and you, love
are looking younger

this afternoon's movie

to which | went for popcorn
and escape 0

a short one about networking
and the famine to come

an Ozu movie

reminds me how short
along life is. . .

bicycles rolling by

are suddenly metaphoric
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wrinkled tattoos

across sun-tanned biceps
The Exterminator

printed on his motorcycle's
rattling carrier box

| cobble together

just enough courage
to tell you &

the cable car sways
as it reaches the dock

Palm Sunday

Jesus' hands folded

in solemn communion
with the plastic flowers
on my dashboard

Sunday mass

for the hearing impaired
words dance

from the signers' hands
with our spoken prayers
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pointing his skis

straight down the icy slope
he races

past all caution and

his parents' fear

summer afternoon

my children and | form

a three-headed shadow o
moving apart we carry
bits of each other with us

sharing a bed

this long summer night
like dolphins
swimming parallel

but never touching

the water

down to a trickle
my suggestion

to shower together
raises a smile
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a splash of sherry
and a dash of danger
simmering on low
our first ragout

of wild mushrooms

we celebrated

that night

by roasting chestnuts
yet | no longer recall
the taste or the reason
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Haik u - Melissa Allen, USA
Photograph - Jay Otto, USA
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Haiku - Melissa Allen, USA
Photograph - Jay Otto, USA

second snow
silence
on top of silence
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Photograph - Bea Bareis, Germany
Haiku - Simone K. Busch, Germany

after the storm
the silent
sounds differen
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Photograph - Bea Bareis, Germany
Haiku - Simone K. Busch, Germany

ebb tide ...
unexpected finds

my mind &

haiku: Simone K. Busch photo: Bea Bareis
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Photograph - Bea Bareis, Germany
Haiku - Simone K. Busch, Germany

| rg i

-~ latest news

the cat and i study
passing clouds

P

haiku: Simone K. Busch photo: Bea Bareis

Nates flom the Gean No.9, June2011 Pace 49



Photograph - Bea Bareis, Germany
Haiku - Simone K. Busch, Germany

haiku: Simone K. Busch photo: Bea Bareis
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Photograph - Bea Bareis, Germany
Haiku - Simone K. Busch, Ge rmany
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Image - Beate Conrad, USA
Haiku - Horst Ludwig, USA

lilo Festely raked saund
e very ot sleps
taku: torst ludogy  (aga Beate Conrad
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Image - Beate Conrad, USA
Haiku - Horst Ludwig, USA

Uh ALY LWMQH noho’ UhdL( &J‘b‘h « .

dehd wal miv ivr wzw. AOEAG Heou mai sh idms o alo
d“m\as VQ/HO‘AWK TQ(A 69»\3& \{\L S”ONW IX[dS

Aaihiw: Aorst Luduig Aaigar Beate Connad

Nates flom the Gean No.9, June2011 Pace 53



Image - Beate Conrad, USA
Haiku - Horst Ludwig, USA
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