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Editorõs Message 
 

     As I was responding to submissions to this issue, I heard 

the devastating news that the short -form poetry w orld had 

lost one of its finest.  Jane Reichhold touched so m any of us 

with her gentle wisdom; she was as fine a scholar as she was 

a poet; a valued mentor, a trusted friend. A few weeks later I 

lighted on a review of Skylark  (on Amazon) that I wished I 

had seen before Jane died, so that I would have been able to 

thank her: òClaire Everett's poetic abilities are evident even 

in her choice of tanka to publish. It is an honor to appear in 

one of her collections.ó Jane had yet to submit to Skylark , but 

I believe the honour of which she was speaking was her ap-

pearance in  Spent Blossoms, the TSA Membersõ Anthology 

which I edited in 2015. We often say life is too short and as 

tanka poets we are acutely aware of this dewdrop world in 

which we exist. I am reminded of the gracious and generous 

poets who have taken the time and  trouble to write to me to 

tell me how much one of my poems has meant to them; some-

times this has required them to write to a society to ascertain 

my home address and , lo and behold, a beautiful postcard has 

arrived out of the blue . Such joy! 

     In memor y of Jane, I ask that each and every one of you 

considers writing/emailing a poet this season to tell them how 

their work has resonated with you. As Paresh observes in his 

judgeõs report, tanka are as much the readerõs art as they are 

the poetõs. Like Jane , be a friend, a mentor . . . hold out your 

hand to another on this path.  

     Fittingly, too, in so much as Jane was passionate about art 

and haiga,  I ask you to join me in welcoming the supremely 

talented Sandi Pray to the Skylark  team as our new Tankart  

Editor. Please see the back pages for the submissions guide-

lines.  

                              ~Claire Everett, October 2016  
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The Wind Five -folded School of Tanka  

 
òYou can do it.  With all the help here, you should be  

able to do it  marvel ously . . .ó 

                                        ñJane Reichhold  

I have never been one for schoolñknowledge? Yes. Learn-

ing? Definitely.   But schoolñwhat with all its term papers 

and tests and torturous expectations?   Not so much.  

But, A-HA , this school was differe nt.   Inviting and famil-

iar, like an old one room schoolhouse, yet without that 5 -

miles -uphill -both-ways-in -a-blizzard -with -a-pesky-little -

brother -and-lunch -pail -in -tow walk.   Without rubrics or rote 

memorization. Without due dates or grades.   Just an open 

door, twenty -four/seven, and a buoying, confidence -bolstering 

belief that, òYou can do it.ó 

Here, in WFFST, I found a place of thoughtful guidance 

and kind appreciation.   Here, I entered a classroom which 

welcomed all, freely offering everything ñlesson plans, exam-

ples, insight and explanation; all the while demanding noth-

ingñnot even homework (unless voluntarily undertaken, of 

course).  Here, I met  Jane, a mentor generous with her time, 

her experience, and above all, her encouragement.   And here 

I found a d esk where I sat not only willingly, but enthusiasti-

cally, studied diligently, and learned abundantly about this 

amazing tanka life.   How lucky I am ñhow grateful to  Janeñ

to be living it òmarvelously.ó 

 

folding five lines  

into tanka she gave me  

wings  

I am te n thousand cranes  

on the wind of her teaching  

 

Autumn Noelle Hall  
                                            Green Mountain Falls, Colorado, USA  
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The Skylark's Nest  
The Winners  

 

Selections by Paresh Tiwari, India  

 

As a kid, I was taught that black and white arenõt colours. 

Even the darkest shadows were supposed to have a hint of 

violet or green and the brightest of lights had shades of yellow 

or azure. It made perfect sense to my seven-year-old sensibil-

ities. Oddly enough, almost three decades later, it is a mono-

chrome photograph and some absolutely enthralling tanka 

that makes me go back to my childhood and realize just how 

many shades there are to life.  

It was an unenviable task,  that of selecting the stand -out 

tanka amongst a stand -out submission. And throughout the 

month long judging period, I was worried that I may not be 

able to do justice to the works I was entrusted with; t hat I 

may overlook some nuance, some exquisite word -play or fail 

to unearth the real meaning behind a seemingly simple five -

line poem. And today while submitting my report and the po-

ems, that to me are worthy of commendation, I still cannot be 

completely sure.  

For the stand -out works, I have looked for in the poems, 

words that do not echo or replicate the exquisite photograph 

by Michele. L. Harvey, aptly named ôShadowplayõ, but instead 

take on a life of their own as a parallel or tangent truth that 

reveals life in all its glorious colours  of hope, pain, love, joy 

and even dreams . 

Every once in a while, you come across a book, a verse, a 

sentence or even a word that stays with you long after you 

have moved on. Words that make you wonder and question 

the status quo. Discrimination based on s kin colour is not a 

new theme for literature by any means, but to capture it with  

such gut -wrenching beauty in a short poem is no mean feat.  

Thus, the winner for me is this breath -taking tanka:  
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second grade 

the new girl's skin darker  

than the others ñ 

her stick -figures drawn  

with black Magic Marker  

 

Margaret Chula, USA  

 

Frankly, I had never expected such a take on the photo-

graph and that was one of the many reasons that drew me to 

this tanka  and kept bringing me back. This gem of a verse 

balances delicately and masterfully the unsaid and the 

known. The tension is palpable and yet there is a sense of in-

nocence bubbling just beneath the surface. This tanka makes 

me feel, makes me thi nk and make s me uncomfortableñeve-

rything that literature is supposed to. The poet in these five 

lines manages to pose question s that otherwise may have re-

quired  a work of novel -length . And yet the imagery, the ca-

dence of words never for once suffers for it.   

It doesnõt matter if one has experienced discrimination 

based on skin colour or not, the appeal of this tanka I believe, 

is almost universal; something imprinted in our collective 

conscience. And just like most questions of import in life, it 

does not offer you an y easy answers. In fact , it doesnõt offer 

you an answer at all. This tanka,  for me, is unequivocally the 

winner of the Skylarkõs Nest contest. 

Now for the clutch of runners up, in no particular order.  

 

birdsong  

filtering through  

stillness . . .  

she steps aside 

for her daughter  

 

Christina Nguyen, USA  
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This verse manages to evoke so many colours and sounds 

of hope, love and peace that it leaves me almost stunned with 

its simplicity and beauty. The moment composed by the poet; 

that instant when we bequeath th e world to the next genera-

tion, is ephemeral. We canõt often pin-point that transition. 

Maybe it is a continual process; maybe we do it bit by bit. But 

then maybe there is actually a tipping point, a moment when 

we step aside and let our children take over . That is the mo-

ment equally entrenched in teaching and learning. That is the 

moment that we truly accept our transience and are at peace 

with it.  

After reading Christinaõs tanka, I would never be able to 

look at Micheleõs photograph again without hearing a bird-

song or two of my own, no matter the cacophony that I am 

surrounded with.  

 

this winter too  

the stubborn snow  

doesn't thaw . . .  

now we sleep in  

separate bedrooms 

 

Vandana Parashar, India  

 

The thing that drew me to this tanka was the weight of 

each image, the force of each word that has been used. The 

tanka to me paints the world in shades of gloom and loneli-

ness and we all know some of the sweetest songs are that of 

pain. I, for one , connect to this tanka on a very intimate level. 

This poem is quit e straightforward in what it says and how it 

says it and that in my opinion is its greatest strength. The 

non-reliance on cleverness is what makes this tanka soar. 

More often than not, as poets, we forget the bone -gnawing po-

tency of an honest confession. A nd this poet reminds us of just 

that.  
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     And finally:  

 

our voices 

rising to eagles  

we stand tall  

scarred and imperfect  

among stars, you and i  

 

Sandi Pray, USA  

 

I am writing this report in the middle of turbulent times. 

Two countries are on the brink of a war. Itõs in times like these 

that we often question the need of something as seemingly 

superfluous as poetry only to be rewarded by an equally em-

phatic and empirical answer. Probably poetry is the answer. 

Probably it is the only a nswer. And that brin gs me to this  last 

high commendation. I am partial towards this poem for rea-

sons that are entirely personal and may have to do with the 

times that we find ourselves in. It may even be that the mean-

ing and strength that I derive from this work might be at c om-

plete odds with what the poet had in mind. But isnõt that the 

beauty of a truly great poem, it makes all of us feel differently 

and derive different meanings?  

I wou ld like to thank Sandi for writing this verse and re-

minding me that we may be scarred and  imperfect, yet we al-

ways hav e a choiceñthat of standing tall and reaching out for 

tranquillity and peace.  

Congratulations to the winner and the three runners -up. 

Your verses have cadence and rhythm, are well -constructed 

with elegant imagery and exquisite  word usage that do justice 

to the prompt by Michele. L. Harvey.   
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Congratulations to Margaret  who will receive a free copy 

of the journal and an invitation to judge the competition for 

Skylark  5:1, Summer 2017 . 
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Debbie Strange, Canada  
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Skylark  

 19 

 

The Skylark's Nest Prompt  
5:1, Summer 2017  

 

 

 

 

 
Sandi Pray, USA  
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Sandi Pray is a retired high school library media specialist 

living a quiet life in the wilds of North Carolina mountains 

and river wetlands of North Florida. As a vegan she is a lover 

of all life and the rhythms of nature.  

Sandi fell in love with the art of haiku/haiga in 2011 

through a 'Band of Poets' on Twitter and then Facebook. With 

their inspiration and encouragement , she continues to share 

her encounters and observations of the natural world each 

day. Through hiking, running, yoga, photography and di gital 

art she finds these moments everywhere.  

Sandi's haiku, haiga and tanka have appeared in WHA 

Haiga , Daily Haiku , Daily Haiga , Simply Haiku , Modern 

Haiku , AHG , Frogpond , Cattails , Acorn , The Heron's Nest , 

Akitsu Quarterly , Hedgerow Poems, Brass Bell , Mann Library 

Daily Haiku , Under the Basho , Seize the Poem Anthology, 

DVerse Poetry Anthology , Fragments Anthology , Skylark , 

Moonbathing , Bright Stars  and Atlas Poetica . 

Sandiõs blog is http://ravencliffs.blogspot.com  and you can 

also follow her as bigmax72 2 on Twitter. We are thrilled to 

welcome Sandi to the Skylark  team as our new Tankart Edi-

tor. (See the submissions guidelines in the back pages).  

 

  

 

 

     Poets are invited to respond to the image in any way that 

moves them. Please label your tanka ôSkylarkõs Nest entryõ. 
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Mary Davilla, USA  

 

 





 

 

Individual Tanka  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Note : poets from the UK will have their country of residence stated as 

such unless they specifically request it to appear as England/Wales, etc . 
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because the hero 

always gets the girl  

climax  

I write you into  

my novel  

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

the low rumble  

of a distant memory  

night train  

the time we flew  

off the rails  

 

 

S.M. Abeles, USA 
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"invasive, non -native"  

purple loosestrife thrives  

along fences and border  

the pretty child  

translates for us  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the gravesites  

at the churchyard's edge  

near woods and weeds 

by trees where birds will sing  

here, he says, is where I'll rest  

 

 

Mary Frederick Ahearn, USA  
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still invisible  

the other side  

of the moon 

the face of my child  

i couldn't imagine             

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

she continued  

facing obstacles in her life  

i wonder  

how harshly the flowing river  

hit the stones  

 

 

Muskaan Ahuja, India  
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all the words  

Iõve ever read 

compost 

in the heartõs slow heat . . . 

new seeds begin to sing  

  

 

 

 

 

a script  

as yet unwritten  

beginning  

with the whisper of silks  

a poem leaps into being 

  

 

 

 

 

wolf prints  

in mother -of-pearl  

on the fretboard  

of a steel-string guitar  

the sounds of Bachõs Chaconne 

 

 

Jenny Ward Angyal, USA  
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the roomõs overflow 

of awkward silences  

the reunion  

we never wanted  

surrounded by lilies  

 

 

Joanna Ashwell, UK  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a late sunset  

colours the fallow field ñ 

she glows 

at age forty -two                     

her belly burgeoning  

 

 

Gavin Austin, Australia  
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after chemo  

i grow my hair long like  

Ono-no Komachi  

a raku sky filling up  

with limitless stars   

 

 

Pamela A. Babusci, USA  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

you arrive  

home in July ñ 

clusters  

of red berries  

on the curry leaf tree  

 

 

Anne Benjamin, Australia  
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if only  

dogends were seeds 

catching  

my breath  

in the stone garden  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

on admission  

the duty psychiatrist  

working the nightshift  

with madness  

in his eyes  

 

 

Steve Black, UK  
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digging out a sliver  

from my grandsonõs handñ 

a silent hope  

he always has someone 

to make -it -better  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the gossamer 

of autumn mist . . .   

the day begins  

too delicate to hold  

the heavy hours ahead  

 

 

Wendy Bourke, Canada  
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footsteps 

across a paddock of dew 

at daybreak  

Dadõs wild mushrooms 

on warm -buttered toast  

  

 

 

 

 

how long  

this coil of barbed wire?  

unwinding grief  

your face in every shadow  

your voice in every birdcall  

  

 

 

 

 

evening sky  

please carry him  

through twilight  

the way you hold  

the rising winter moon  

 

 

Michelle Brock, Australia  
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it is the wrong season  

for love and yet and yet  

the winter winds  

curl around us  

as we draw closer  

  
                                   after Issa  

 

 

 

 

 

 

a tortured branch  

overhangs the cliff face . . .  

after all our quarrels  

and making up  

you finally leave  

  

  

Dawn Bruce, Australia  
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verdigris  

on the garden bench  

so worth the wait  

this sweet patina  

of late -life love  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

spiritual pamphlets  

left on the porch ñ 

while I was out,  

lost among the hills  

ablaze with forsythia  

 

 

Donna Buck, USA  
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the wind blows  

the petals that I am  

down some dark path  

until I am scattered  

until I am lost  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the circle of chairs  

around the bonfire  

keep secrets 

I tell no one alive  

how often I dream of you  

 

 

Marjorie Buettner, USA  
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wordlessly  

the prayer plant flinches  

in the quiet  

of an October evening  

if shadows could speak  

 

 

 

 

 

the arguments  

the silent entanglements  

born of excuses 

the fruit trees need pruning  

they have for years  

 

 

 

 

 

playing with time  

I move, you move, the wood  

in the fireplace shifts  

sparks erupt into the gloom ñ 

your knight forks my king and rook  

 

 

James Chessing, USA 
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this kettle  

squeals and squeaks 

as it he ats up . . .  

for some, itõs silence 

that precedes a rolling boil  

 

 

 

  

 

tonight  

her voice unsteady  

thin  

as this onion paper  

on which she signed her name  

 

 

 

 

 

dark trees  

white clouds  

blue skyñ 

all this in a hole  

in the ice  

 

 

Susan Constable, Canada  
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tiny purple lobelia  

sprouts in pavement chinks . . .  

a plucky spirit  

working its charm  

through my day  

 

 

Anne Curran, New Zealand  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

gunshots  

blast the racial divide  

on the streets  

splattered blood  

neither black nor white  

 

 

Mary Davila, USA  
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a sojourn  

this late afternoon . . .  

monarch butterfly  

the perfect antidote  

to Brexit  

 

 

Susan Diridoni, USA  
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researching  

my ancestors  

in the hush  

of a stilled library  

their boisterous lives  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a fish  

down the musk duckõs gullet  

headfirst  

how suddenly a sunny day  

can catch us napping  

 

 

Jan Dobb, Australia  
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lost in the ocean  

these pieces of our past . . .  

at ebb tide I find  

driftwood and sea glass  

worn smooth like me  

 

 

Rebecca Drouilhet, USA  

 

 

 

 

 

 

last hummingbird                                    

at the feederñ 

chilled by a breeze  

I sip morning vodka  

knowing itõs time to leave  

 

 

 

 

 

red balloon                           

dancing on a string  

I think of mother  

the ribbons of her apron  

tethered to a farm boy  

 

 

Marilyn Fleming, USA  
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international space station  

crossing the Milky Way  

the boy inside me  

still dreams  

of escape 

 

 

 

 

 

stranded halfway  

up the shore  

Portuguese man oõ war 

a boyõs sand castle 

defies the waves  

 

 

Tim Gardiner, UK  

 

 

 

 

 

 

light glints  

on the palms of a tree  

words 

that are said  

better with silence  

 

 

Rajandeep Garg, India  
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his tenure  

on this earth turns uncertain . . .  

old spirits  

who once guided boyhood paths  

dangle from scorched trees  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

drumming rain  

and computer hum  conspire 

I lift my head  

from endless editing,  

phone a home-town friend  

 

 

Beverley George, Australia  
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drift  

of cherry blossom  

or maybe snowflakes  

behind the flipchart  

the meeting runs over  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a sleeping lamb  

twitches a hoof,  

dreaming . . .  

painted on its wool  

a blue '62'  

 

 

Mark Gilbert, UK  
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have I lost  

my brief tanka touch,  

because of age? 

I find so few while  

turning my notebook pages  

 

 

 

 

 

at my tanka cafe,  

my one hope is for the soup  

to be goodñ 

I know my tanka  

will continue to be spilled   

 

 

 

 

 

down the page  

they spill to make  

a beginning,  

maybe up the page  

these tanka will be better  

 

 

Sanford Goldstein, Japan  
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our Sci -fi future  

light years ahead of us . . .  

the final frontier  

young Sulu going boldly  

where no one's gone before 

 

 

 

 

 

the little money  

my parents left me  

gone now 

to the daughter who tells me  

Iõll win òno best mom awardsó 

 

 

 

 

 

how he raised me  

up on broad shoulders  

to see 

the wide, wide world before me  

red oak leaves for my crown  

 

 

Autumn Noelle  Hall, USA  
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shower and shave  

ready to visit  

his father  

still a man of habit  

the day after  

 

 

Hazel Hall, Australia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a dragon-fly climb  

from deep in the valley  

his back -pack body 

no test  

for gossamer wings  

 

 

Carole Harrison, Australia  
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the blue hour  

when your presence is most felt . . .  

from somewhere  

deep within the woods  

a lone thrush musters darkness  

 

 

 

 

 

not wanting  

him to question my tears  

I begin  

a slow and careful chopping  

of onions for our dinner  

 

 

 

 

 

my gentle father  

with his soft white hands  

does he notice 

as he guts the hare, the light  

that goes out in my eyes  

 

 

Michele L. Harvey, USA  
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harvest time  

Mum cooks cakes  

by moonlight  

the warm savor  

of lemony crumbs  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a pipe  

in his mouth  

Grandpa lengthens  

his thin shadow  

into the twilight  

 

 

David He, China  
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spring twilight  

around the village green  

with Argo  

my white terrier, faithful  

as the hound of Ulysses  

 

 

 

 

 

we parted  

with hateful words  

foreverñ 

it's still a thrill to learn  

that you're alive somewhere 

 

 

 

 

 

no choice 

but to stay on this trip  

until it's over  

searching for the youth hostel  

that no longer exists  

 

 

Ruth Holzer, USA  
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under the quilt frame  

amidst knees and needles  

I learned the nuances of talk  

each lady adding color  

to the homespun pattern  

 

 

Elizabeth Howard, USA  
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love,  

your bedroom's empty now  

but for the lilacs  

whose lingering fragrance  

I'm in no hurry to remove  

 

 

 

 

 

carried  

by an autumn breeze  

our prayers  

folded into sky lanterns  

flare against the  dark  

 

 

 

 

 

the clang  

of trains and iron gates  

with the dictate  

Arbeit macht frei  

breaking into opa's sleep  

 

 

Louisa Howerow, Canada  
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seared 

by summer sun  

shoots shrivel ñ 

a child of conflict  

without comfort and love  

 

 

 

 

 

on outback way  

a road-train roars  by 

red dust  

blocks the sunñ 

this silence between us  

 

 

Marilyn Humbert, Australia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

from the train . . .  

drab little towns  

that voted Leave  

drift through fields  

of autumn stubble  

  

 

Gerry Jacobson, Australia  
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I watch you  

heaving a mattock  

at the rocky soilñ 

forty years together  

and still, surprises  

  

 

Mary Kendall, USA  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

another topic  

you say is taboo . . .  

the glare  

of sun on snow 

keeps hurting me  

 

 

Keitha Keyes, Australia  
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on the blackboard  

in the caf®õs kiddie section, 

a smiley -faced sun                   

radiates over a fog  

of many erasures  

 

 

 

 

 

receding . . . receding  

a white umbrella dissolves  

into mist . . .  

out of nowhere  

a wee warbler of Tuv an song 

 

 

 

 

 

heads bent  

in the faint light  

of the wavery window ñ 

the arrowhead's translucent edge,  

her teaberry breath  

 

 

Larry Kimmel, USA  
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child   wife   mother  

Iõve been many things 

poet   teacher  

one who sits all afternoon  

gum leaves filtering the light   

 

 

 

 

 

growing  

in a basketful of basil,  

one nasturtium . . .  

the red dress she wore 

instead of her uniform  

 

 

Kathy Kituai, Australia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

along the shore  

in the October sun  

monarch . . .  monarch . . .  

as snowbirds flutter  

down the interstate  

 

 

S.M. Kozubek, USA  
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still bothered  

by the lack of structure  

in my tankañ 

a song thrush breaks  

into random notes  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

plum blossoms  

my fleeting brush  

with eternity . . .  

walking over them  

as softly as i can  

 

 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy, UK  
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the fog rolling  

over the border town . . .  

refugees 

walk along train tracks  

toward a blood moon  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

steep terrain  

and long rows of grape vines . . .  

my migrant dream  

dries up like a raisin  

in the summer sunlight  

 
                                  for Langston Hughes  

 

Chen-ou Liu, Canada  
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a stained -glass 

rooster in the window . . .  

sunlight  

if I could crow  

now might be the time  

 

 

 

 

 

almost dark  

almost homeñ 

easing into the slip  

I think of all the knots  

I never learned to tie  

 

 

 

 

  

on the roadside  

a grey heron gliding  

into a ditch ñ 

the morning commute  

a kind of med itation  

 

 

Bob Lucky, Saudi Arabia  
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an ascension 

of uncharted feelings  

wrapped in silk  

this summer body  

freed from superfluous cloth        

 

 

Giselle Maya, France  
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wild thyme  

and oregano 

for the spell  

I stop praying  

enchanted by the scent 

 

 

 

the dervish  

and the bluesman  

filling my cup . . .  

too drunk to find  

my way home again  

 

 

 

the Reaper  

maddened by my muse  

and her song and dance  

turns his dark back  

and walks away  

 

 

 

the splash  

of the old oars  

in the water  

the song of the strings  

a cello crying  

  

 

Joy McCall, England  
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a trout  

on the bank  

a hook 

through its jaw . . .  

I close my mouth  

 

 

Jo McInerney, Australia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Skylark  

 64 

 

a stench 

that buckles the knees ñ 

and so I bow 

before the cave of the bear,  

on the mountain of tall pines  

 

 

 

an autumn sky  

the color of peaches 

or perhaps souls  

departing this world  

with fond memories  

 

 

 

within  

a waterfall  

the sound  

of a pine forest  

a thousand years old  

 

 

 

the dark inside  

a Welsh folk song  

finds my heart  

hiding like that bird  

there in the treeline  

 

 

Michael McClintock, USA  
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moving you  

from my heart  

to the pillow  

the night flares  

with cricket songs  

 

 

Malintha Perera, Sri Lanka  
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with whose eyes  

do i know heaven  

whose ears, the wind . . .  

maybe in a past life  

mountain was my name  

 

 

 

 

 

alone 

there is no ignoring  

a hawk's cry  

i become as still  

as the wood mouse 

 

 

 

 

 

take me  

as far as you can,  

raven  

to the world beyond  

these words of mine  

 

 

Sandi Pray, USA  
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òif you love someone 

set them freeó, you said, 

as we sat 

at the funeral service  

my breath coming and going  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Iõve taken responsibility 

for many things in life  

but they were smaller:  

a forbidden water fight,  

a stolen bar of chocolate  

 

 

Patricia Prime, New Zealand  
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this small stream  

murmuring and glistening  

in sunshine  

and across it my shadow  

stretching like a bridge  

 

 

Djurdja Vukelic Rozic, Croatia  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

after retirement  

so many options,  

which way to goñ 

I find a compass  

in my Xmas cracker  

 

 

Margaret Owen Ruckert, Australia  
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itõs hard to be 

a monk alone  

without  

the breeze in the pine  

the umbrella in the rain  

 

 

Miriam Sagan, USA  

 

 

 

 

a single snowflake  

tingles on my outstretched palm  

so far from my heart  

yet warmth tunnels through the blood  

to crack sheets of ice  

 

 

Elizabeth Spe ncer Spragins, USA  

 

 

 

 

a veneer of ice 

blankets the creek,  

mutes its flow ñ 

I pause to hear  

snowflakes fall  

 

 

Craig W. Steele, USA  
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whispering  

paintings  

into my brush ñ 

the morning rain  

all quiet now  

 

 

Iliyana Stoyanova, UK  

 

 

 

 

a fish  

falls from the sky  

what magic  

when eagles dance 

talon -to-talon  

 

 

Debbie Strange, Canada  

 

 

 

 

a white cat  

lying on the pavement  

in the evening sun ñ 

I hope to die as  

beautiful a death  

 

 

Stephen Toft, UK  
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the portal  

back into my life  

opened by a cat paw 

reaching up to curl  

over the edge of my desk  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

a Bewick's swan  

becomes a perfect cross 

for a moment  

I'm also suspended  

up high beside the moon  

 

 

Linda Jeannette Ward, USA  
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the widow next door  

plays the Moonlight Sonata  

on a spinet  

as Beethoven composed it  

no self-pity or remorse  

 

 

 

 

 

I lie face down  

not in supplication  

the masseuse 

invites me to surrender  

the arms I carried to war  

 

 

 

 

 

added to the bliss  

of a sandalwood candle  

is its care -taking  

he knew how to trim a wick  

to make the light last longer  

 

 

Neal Whitman, USA  
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the poem 

he wrote for me,  

clouds too 

have a way  

of loving  

 

 

Dick Whyte, New Zealand  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

quaking  

at her big teeth and big eyes  

the children  

still beg Grandma to retell  

her red -capped childhood tales  

 

 

 

 

 

the buoyancy  

of the about-to-be-born 

upside 

into a life as bright  

as a balloon 

 

 

J. Zimmerman, USA  

 





 

 

 

 

Tanka Sequences  
 

Solo & Responsive  
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Going Inland  
                        ~for Joy McCall  

  

who lives  

on your inner island  

she asksñ 

dipping my silent oars  

I glide toward the answer  

  

a sorrel mare  

at the waterõs edge 

drinking deeply  

dripping moonlight  

we find the inland path  

  

in a hut  

fragrant with dried thyme  

the old crone  

at the hearthstone  

feeds a flame with her words  

  

at sunup  

the reedy sound  

of piping  

from a fold in the hills  

where no path leads  

  

clasping  

the hand of a blind harper,  

I follow  

the song of the  brook, 

the whisper of trees  

 

 

Jenny Ward Angyal, USA  
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red azalea  
           ~in memory of Sharon Nelson  

 

you chose 

your burial plot  

in May  

an eternity scented  

with wild plum and lilac  

 

will this postcard  

be the first to arrive  

after . . . after  

blossoms gone 

the weeping cherry  

 

pall bearers  

waiting for the hearse  

abide 

June's mid -day heat  

under a willow  

 

this movie  

is so surreal . . .  

how can I believe  

this coffin is  

yours 

 

red azalea 

scattered on the ground  

still beautiful  

did they, too,  

know they would  die 
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you chose the poem 

about your uncles' music  

for me to read . . .  

whatever is afterlife  

they've welcomed you  

 

 

Maxianne Berger, Canada  
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Beginnings and Endings  

  

spring breeze  

smells of rotting logs  

wet and fecund  

like beginnings and endings  

with nothing in between  

  

early summer  

buttercups by the roadside  

are already dusty  

at age twenty, she tells me  

she's weary of the world  

  

star gazingñ 

there's Jupiter trying  

to outshine the moon  

like me, still wanting to impress  

my senile mother  

  

red rover, red rover  

she was always the last one  

to be called overñ 

my faint -hearted mother  

who outlived all her friends  

  

Mother's death day  

look how hopefully  

chickadees flit  

to the empty feeder  

again, again, and again  

                        

 

Margaret Chula, USA  
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A Flicker of Hope  

  

firelight flickers  

through the bare bones  

of a plum tree . . .  

hope for our troubled world  

in the spirals of smoke  

  

not a speck of green 

beneath their hooves  . . . 

the ribs  

of Ethiopian cattle  

across dry river beds  

  

a knothole  

catches a drop of rain . . .  

whatõs to see 

in the eye of a gull  

that will never fly again  

  

the wildfire  

leaps across a river  

miles away  

geraniums in our garden  

bright orange, flame red  

  

cold to the bone 

I stand in the firelight  

of evening . . .  

in this w orld of worry  

purple heather blooms  

  

 

Susan Constable, Canada  
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Eiderdown  

 

curling up  

on this old mattress  

bony knee 

on top of bony knee  

I search for softness  

 

expansive, 

this quilted cover  

of clouds     

     patches of darkness  

threaded with light  

 

 

Janet Lynn Davis, USA  
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From a S eedling  

 

on one branch 

early slaveholders,  

on another  

an abolitionist . . .  

the shades of my forebears  

 

 

beneath the ground  

the remains of a tree ñ 

till I phone her  

she doesn't realize  

it's Mother's Day  

 

 

Janet Lynn Davis, USA  

 

 

 
 

 

 

Sincere apologies to Janet: this sequence was originally accepted for pub-

lication in th e previous issue ( Skylark  4:1, Summer 2016 ). 
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The News  

 

threaded together  

on my couch on girlsõ night 

watching Hitchcockõs birds   

You were afraid of THAT?  

remarks my granddaughter  

  

the missing schoolgirls  

kidnapped by Boko Haram  

do they know    

how many colors and faiths  

are praying for them?  

  

HELLO MOM AND DAD   

imprinted on the ultrasound   

the surviving twin    

kicks my daughter -in -law   

tonight for the first time  

 

 

Tish Davis, USA  
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Tumbling Answers  

 

fishermen  

catching first sunlight . . .  

I float with jellyfish  

on a current  

of amniotic reverie  

 

your face 

in a wash of diamonds  

a shell tide  

tumbling answers ñ 

where will you be tomorrow  

 

a lone seagull  

tracking the shoreline ñ 

what flotsam  

between the rocks of doubt  

what dreams undreamed  

 

between squalls  

a strip of horizon  

shines with hope . . .  

the decision still waits  

for a time thatõs right 

 

gulls call me back  

to a place long buried  

a barnacle move 

we both know  

you need to make  

 

 

Carole Harrison, Australia  
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No Way Out  

 

just before the falls  

she dropped the towline  

our mother  

in the other canoe  

with her new lover  

 

often, she said  

her life would be different  

without us . . .  

we three children  

who bound her to my father  

 

he never came back 

after father  

chased him  

down the street  

with a shotgun in his hands  

 

pining  

for a lover long gone  

she fills  

another glass with gin  

and toasts to no one  

 

 

Michele L. Harvey, U SA 

 

  



Skylark  

 87 

 

 

Baba Yagaõs hut 

 

the witchõs hut 

balances on chicken legs 

boneflowers 

twist tentacles  

through window cracks  

 

twilight pink  

watercolor mist creeps  

among the yews  

waiting for midnight  

where tombstones bloom  

 

secrets 

explode like lightning  

a spider  

scuttles across 

the cold oak floor  

 

ivy for the mother  

wormwood for the child  

laughter for the one  

who dwells inside a green hut  

calling crows to cry her lies  

 

 

Carole Johnston, USA  
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Deep Sea  

 

high winds  

tautening the sails ñ 

each time  

my fingers draw  

a flinch from you  

 

skipping stones  

seven times over  

the sea surfaceñ 

so smoothly you say  

we are incompatible  

 

the racket  

of unsettled gulls ñ 

you are not  

thinking straight i say  

to you, to myself  

 

firm ripples  

of the receding tide  

in the sandñ 

our hands  reconnect 

in a stiff handshake  

 

the train zooms  

past a blurring green ñ 

a fresh cut  

from the ragged edges  

of those words  

 

 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy, UK  
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A Song Stolen from the Plac e Between Lives  

  

You've just arrived,  

the brown wren,  

dropped like a pebble 

from history, onto my shore,  

where I gather fallen shadows  

  

To stir  

with wind and rain.  

I am the force  

of night, and solace  

for last days.  

  

Rest. Sleep. 

Consign to the sunlight  

all regrets,  

yield your failures  

to the void  insideñ 

  

The mollusc's  

hollow shell ñ 

you have 

no other business here  

and will need them no more.  

  

Draw new blood  

to new bones 

from these tide pools ñ 

inhale the quickened atoms  

from the ever -burning star.  
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You're to be 

re-cast and proven  

awake again,  

returned whole  

to what you are. 

  

 

Michael McClintock, USA  
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What Matters in Weather and Mortality  

  

Our valley weather  

comes lilting over the ranges  

out of the Gulf of Alaska,  

scented with whale musk,  

cold and salt.  

  

I can stand  

on the western slope  

of the Sierra  

and inhale the remnant breath  

of Pacific cyclone and storm.  

  

And I can turn  

and walk a hundred miles  

into forests  

that were saplings in the high days  

of Caesar's Rome, the life of Christ.  

  

In time, of course,  

as measured by stars  

and dark matter,  

in atoms o f the sun  

and the helium tides of gravity,  

  

The earth forgets  

these histories . . .  

epochs pass  

and light fades away  

on the apron of the sea.  
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A dying man  

will last choose  

love's simple beauty ñ 

when lips meet  

on a summer night,  

  

When hand holds hand  

in the winter bed ñ 

and may believe  

the rest is far better left  

unfinished or unknown.  

  

 

Michael McClintock, USA  
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Unplug  

 

ruined  

by Facebook 

this peaceful day  

of perverts, politicians  

and terrorists  

 

as a child  

I didnõt know  

attacks and lockdowns  

the world made worse  

by social media  

 

racist videos  

anti -Semitic trolls  

child molester networks  

my blood pressure soars  

with freedom of speech  

 

my job 

is to manage  

social media  

starting Friday  

I unplug  

 

I resist the urge  

to capture the moment  

for once 

family t ime 

just is  

 

 

Christina Nguyen, USA  
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holding you  

 

Hawaii  

transition zone  

east to west . . .  

I share your tea  

using two hands  

 

the warmth  

of your tea bowl  

in my hands . . .  

I am holding  

you 

 

the way a potter  

breathes life  

into a lump of clay . . . 

you touched me 

and I came alive  

 

the piece 

of your soul you threw  

in my tea bowl . . .  

your fingers  

to my lips  

 

I look at  

your tea bowl and  

my heart is full . . .  

how sad 

we never met  

 

 

David F. Noble, USA  
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the white of my years  

 

long evening light  

I reach for your waist  

before starlight returns  

my long hair streaked  

with the white of my years  

  

let me move into the dark  

den of your body  

one more time . . .  

while apricots make fruit  

and peaches are blooming  

 

tall pines  

offer pollen  

our fingers  

interwined  

offer prayers  

 

an ermine trills  

in the woodpile  

your fingers travel the long  

path of my hair  

this moonless night  

  

morning, I touch you  

like snow touches bare skin  

and dissolves . . .  

my hair tangled  

by dreams of our parting  

 

 

Barbara Robidoux, USA  
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hummingbirds  

  

making  

sugar sweet water for  

hummingbirds  

I taste it, and taste it  

like a little bird  

  

ah, look!  

a hummingbird  

hovers 

near the birdfeeder  

making me feel hilarious  

  

happiness  

is when I see  

a hummingbird  

frantically flapping,  

flapping at the  feeder 

  

summerõs endñ 

counting how many  

hummingbirds  

came to my flowers  

I try to forget his lies  

  

  

Kozue Uzawa, Canada  
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Your Shadow Presence  

 

in the time  

before elusive sleep 

your shadow presence 

hovers over me 

a tender Goya nightmare  

 

a peacock's scream 

through the tomb of night  

I awaken to find  

a sky so starless it must  

have wept over emptiness  

 

a rayed halo  

round the altar candle flame  

can't replace those visions  

I tried to sustain  

after you were taken  

 

the voice of each nun  

dissolves into plainsong  

in the Lady Chapel  

I envy the moon  

drowning in misty clouds  

 

your dear voice  

growing fainter in my mind  

all day on the still pond  

the mallard calls  

for his lost mate  

 

 

Linda Jeannette Ward, USA  
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Reservoir  

 

well worn covers  

of the book of life  

her blue  

sea and sky 

where she touched them  

 

Silver Lake  

her solitary gaze  

over the reservoir  

my father left her  

with only the view  

 

born by the Nile  

she learned early from the palms  

my mother  

bent with each storm  

till her last dark days   

 

sitting bedside  

after she left   

I felt the pull  

in the cool room  

the warm vortex of her love  

 

unlike snow  

the weight of memory   

does not melt . . .  

gemlike moments   

on the tree of life  

 

Kath Abela Wilson, USA  
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Sandi Pray, USA  
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Joann Grisetti, USA  

 

 

 

 

  


