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from Summer

... Summer days for me

When every leaf is on its tree,

When Robindés not a beg
And Jenny Wrends a bri
And larks hang singing singing singing

Over the wheat fields wide

0 Christina Rossetti (1830-1894)




Editorbés Message

This third issue of Skylark is a milestone, as it marks the first full year
of what has become a labour of love. You will see that the journal has
grown in many ways and | am particularly delighted to see not only an
increase in submissions of tanka prose but am also grateful for the
initiative shown by a number of poets who submitted black and white
tanka-art for consideration. Skylark is now truly embracing tanka in all
its forms.

It was a challenging winter on many levels; while our friends in the
United States were bearing the brunt of the polar vortex, the UK was at
risk of sinking and Australia was sweltering. And in the midst of this, we
al | had our private battles to f
made redundant was to buy a tandem. This is our only means of
transport and our lives have been transformed. Not only have we grown
closer as a couple (riding a tandem is not unlike marriaged you have
to work together and trust is a wonderful thing!) but we also feel even
more connected to this beautiful land of ours.

It was on one such ride out into the Yorkshire Dales, that | realised
Skylark has grown to such an extent that | may need some editorial
assistance and the result of this pedal-powered musing, is that | am
delighted to announce that Jenny Ward Angyal has agreed to take on
the role of Skylark Reviews Editor. Please refer to the submissions
guidelines if you have a book that Jenny might like to review. Writers
are also invited to submit articles for consideration.

| hope as many poets as possible will feel moved to enter the next
Skyl arkds Nest competition which,
Martin Lucas, poet, scholar, and founding editor of Presence. Back in
January | was honoured to receive a submission from Martin, and
Amyds prompt, inspired by one of
a time when words are simply not enough.

0 Claire Everett, April 2014
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The Skyl arkds Nest
The Winners
Selections by Jenny Ward Angyal, USA

I am honored to choose the winner
competition. The image of badgers in their underground burrow proved

to be a challenging prompt, but poets rose to the occasion with poems
exploring themes of home and safety, of light and dark, and of voyages
inward and downward, both real and metaphorical.

First, the runners-up, in no particular order:

midnightd

a badger dashes
across white snow

its beating heart

in unison with mine . . .

Hazel Hall, Australia

Combining visual, auditory, and felt sensory images, this poem paints
a scene of contrastsd a glimmer of light on snow at midnightd and yet
ends in unity, capturing a moment of wonder as the narrator recognizes
his or her identity with the badger, expressed imaginatively as the
unison of beating hearts. The ellipsis at the end leaves the poem open
to the readerds speculation as to

the darkness

of a basement apartment
before dawn . . .

lighting up his office desk

a small lamp and her picture

Joyce S. Greene, USA




Here the badgersdé6 burrow inspires a
the basement apartment, with contrasts of light and darkness that set

up strong emotional resonances. The
lighting up the darkness moves the poem into metaphor and creates an

interesting middle-of-the-story, allowing the reader to enter into the

poem and wonder who fAshed may be, ar
Ahi m. o

turning inwards

away from all | know . . .
still searching

for that flicker of truth
just below the surface

David Terelinck, Australia

This poem interprets the prompt psychologically, with the narrator
burrowing inside himd or herself. Its strength lies in the contrast

bet ween dAall I knowo and At harnto flic
ponder the differences between truth and knowledge. The poem is

saved from being overly abstract by the single image flickering below

the surface in the concluding lines.

The winning poem deftly combines both literal and metaphorical
interpretations of the prompt:

a badger safe

surrounded by warm breath
down in the tunnel . . .

| remember what it was like
to move by instinct

Beth McFarland, Germany




The poem begins with a literal description of the prompt picture,
enhanced by the imagined and psychologically significant detail,
Asurrounded by warm breath, 0 creat
two lines carry the poem in an unexpected and thought-provoking new
direction. When do human beings move purely by instinct?

In our forgotten infancy, or in previous, more primeval lives? The
coziness of the upper verse establishes a feeling of yearning for a
simpler, surer, more intuitive way of being in the world, now largely lost

to most of us. There is plenty of dreaming room in the badger burrow

of this poem to wonder what that might be like.

Thanks to all the poets who shared
and to Amy and Claire for making this opportunity possible.

Congratulations to Beth McFarland who will receive a free copy of the
jour nal and an invitatiesatdocoomupatei
issue 2:2, Winter 2014.




Skyl arkos Nest Prompt
2:2, Winter 2014
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Amy writes:

The Great Auk was a flightless bird whose range spread across
Northern Spain, the coast of Canada, Greenland, Iceland, the Faroe
Islands, Ireland, and Great Britain. It bred on the rocks and cliffs of
isolated islands. It was a stunning bird, standing up to 33 inches tall,
with a heavy hooked bill, and in summer, a white patch could be seen
over each eye. The Great Auk is now a symbol of the damage humans
can caused it very sadly became extinct in the 1800s due to being
killed for its meat, eggs, feathers and oil. Despite this exploitation, the
Great Auk was a very sacred animal for many people: A 4,000 year old
burial site in Newfoundland uncovered 200 Great Auk beaks which
were attached to ceremonial clothes. In 1844 the very last pair
attempted to escape in vain from hunters, smashing their single egg in
the process.

Poets are invited to meditate on the image of the Great Auk and write
a tanka inspired by it. This does not mean the tanka has to be
specifically about the bird; you might wish to explore themes such as
extinction, erasure, loss, greed, absence, desolation, or any others that
speak to you as you consider the image, especially in the context of
Martin Lucas®63)tanka. (page
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Individual Tanka
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she says

I'll die penniless
in the park, alone
wishes gleaming
in the well

when the first leaf turns
green to gold

child of autumn

for a beatnik lover

you fall and fall and fall

S.M. Abeles, USA

late summer

rain on the river

turns to fog and ghosts
lost to mist

and rain again

Mary Frederick Ahearn, USA
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just when | heard
a sparrow's song
winter rain

one frog croaks
then another

starlings

in the vastness of sky
back and forth

the dance

we dance

Asni Amin, Singapore
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one by one
red-shouldered hawks
slip into the blue
beyond the hills. . .
this fire in my hearth

moving by moonlight

to the words

dancers must practice

where they ared

my heartés slow tango

poetryd

a river to the sea

cleansed

of the heartédés darkness
in marshes where the reeds sing

Jenny Ward Angyal, USA
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polychrome world

i, @ monochrome
woman

standing shadowless
at moonset

why is it hard

to release our childhood
wounds?

i sit alone in church

i sit alone with God

your words of affection
spilling over freshly cut
lilacs

i wrap my body

in a turban of silk

Pamela A. Babusci, USA
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starlight

flickering through white steam
my limbs

and the heated waters

of Yashio Onsen

Stewart C Baker, USA

as a little girl

| perched on my fatherods fe
in this way we danced . . .

the scent of his clean shirt

music enough

third trimester

her skin so taut

| think of palimpsests
and footprints

freed by the waves

Stephanie Brennan, USA
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equinox winds

a little earlier this yeard
the door swings open

to a rush of blossoms
across a just-washed sky

free concert

at the botanic gardens

8 unpluggedd

from the treetops

a magpieds symphony

Michelle Brock, Australia
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at her wake

the fluttering of a hundred
origami birds,

each wing touched

by the glow of sunset

next-door's cat
stretches vowels into
the emptiness

of this wintry night . . .
I light a candle

Dawn Bruce, Australia
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listening

tothebaby monitor 6s
static

unable to work

since they took him

a magnet

with Apoeto on i
stuck to my fridge

for years

a little white lie

Susan Burch, USA
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the old blue ford

he slips it into neutral
around the curve

the sunset catches
us by surprise

Anne Elise Burgevin, USA

quartz crystals

in the welcome matd

the glacial path

i 6ve carved to be
alone with my past

Sondra J. Byrnes, USA
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leaning in

she asks about death
leaving the monk

to fumble with words

he knows are empty

Matthew Caretti, USA

my face

in the mirror

| can't forgive the ones
who left me

with those eyes

Peggy Castro, USA
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the hours he spends
flicking Japanese beetles
into a tin of gas

the fragrance of roses
beaded with rain

desiccated moth

on an attic chest . . .

| remember when

words flew on paper wings
and love was worth the wait

the way she tells us

her cancer

has metastasized . . .

soon the meadow will be choked
with wildflowers and birdsong

James Chessing, USA
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as if

still waiting to be claimed

a leather suitcase

in Auschwitz with the name:
M. FRANK, HOLLAND

sun-lit teak leaf

each vein so clearly etched . . .
whycoul dndét he see
my silence was wordless grief

not a plea for privacy

Sonam Chhoki, Bhutan
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moondrunk

we speak of God

in whispers . . .

my ache for touch bathed
in the music of his eyes

| have no need

of all these peacocks
to teach me how to cry
last night | felt you

in my arms at last

where does

the pain go

when | canét feel it

a lilac sunset  soft

on the yearodés first day

Kirsten CIiff, New Zealand
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these words

on scraps of paper

like petals

littering the table,

they cannot make a rose

the frustration

of one broken thing

after another . . .

until he waltzed in

with a rose between his teeth

a skiff of snow

clinging to the grass

|l ong after shebds gone
her silver medal

deep in my pocket

the space

between you and me
after all these years
we cannot separate
the ivy from the wall

Susan Constable, Canada
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Green Man
with your face of leaves
through the ages
how many rebirths
inside those steep church walls?

The Three Graces

Beauty, Joy, and Charm
linked in dance . ..

if | were the fourth

what would be said of me?

sprinkling glitter

on my childhood artwork,
brushing away

the bits of sparkle

that just won't stick

Janet Lynn Davis, USA

29



looking at houses

too large for the two of us
what makes us think

we can renovate

a ramshackle property

grainy photographs

of children imprisoned

in an internment camp
matching that half-smile
to tonightés

waiting all day

for sunlight to lose

its blue wavelengths

the camera lens picks up
each intrusion of shadow

Cherie Hunter Day, USA

presenter
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the skies

of their companionship
a soft broad blue
felicitous for this journey
midway through my life

Susan Diridoni, USA
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over and over

the lesson | must keep on
learning . . .

SO necessary until

I hear a hummingbirdés song
marble gods

at play in a fountain

built by Bernini . . .

one baroque heart breaking

free from a pagan past

one strand of Mylar

dangling from | ast year ds

still we wait
for barn swallows to return
needing nothing more than that

Margaret Dornaus, USA
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me, the autistic one

trying to hold

my sisterds hand
she, the social one

pulling it away

Seren Fargo, USA
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over the roofs

the dull suburban roofs,

pale purple clouds

of jacaranda float

and catch my useless dreams

celebrating

the wisdom of graceful age
with morning tea

in the college gardens,
golden graduates

not for nine years

have the wild lilies bloomed
in such profusiond

that was the end of one life,
is this the end of another

Amelia Fielden, Australia
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summer rain

sweeps the church stepsd

int he priestoés ar ms
a gang member bleeding

into the news

Seanan Forbes, UK

he asks

the wrong question

but gets the right answer
a dandelion

beneath her chin

Terri L. French, USA
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the shadowy fingers

of night enter my room . . .

missing childhood
| reach for the hand
that used to scare me

| wonder how many
ghosts walk the streets
of this old port townd
the half moon, a ship
in a bottle of clouds

Chase Gagnon, USA
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three times |
this book now passed to you
a tinge of envy

how can | not wish to be
reading it a first time too

so much

t h aho-Bisn at Christmasd
when your card arrives

| receive it in both hands

sit in silence for a while

Beverley George, Australia

Ove

read
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tides rise and fall

with the cycles of the moond
PMS

now a thing of the past

on what can | blame my moods?

Joyce S. Greene, USA

summer sandals

lined up in the front hallway
wait to go out

the rainstorm passes

into the next town

Joann Grisetti, USA
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from next door

this borrowed dog
leads you

over those old tracks
to a healing heart

not far

from the boarded church
box gums

dance with shadows

in cemetery road

Hazel Hall, Australia
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my wildest dreams
nothing

to tame them
except

an empty bed

my garden of Eden
apple green and fecundd
a place to hold you

in finite time

for an infinite moment

Devin Harrison, Canada
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as insects strum

in weeds by the lake
late afternoon sun
fires the tall clouds
of a fleeting eden

the night | caught the big guys
deep in the rectory ferns

with our cutest homegirl

no one raced me back

to kick the can

William Hart, USA
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heathen enter
through the north door
the cathedral

soaring, quiet, dark

of my inmost heart

snow arrives

in the teeth of a gale

up, down and sideways
falling short
to be your everything

the anchoress

walled up in the shadow
of the church

my life too, curtailed

by shalls and shall nots

Michele L. Harvey, USA
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viewing

many famous portraits
in the gallery

| see my own face
drained of all but hunger

black tea

in the darkened forward lounged
the ship

holding its course

north to Burnt Island

the harvest mouse . . .
his soft gray belly
exposed

is not let go

without a blessing

Ruth Holzer, USA
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between pews
on any given Sunday
young swallow
spreading her wings
for a new kind of free

Janette Hoppe, Australia

at the mall

pigeons pick crumbs
among many feet . . .
against a brick wall
the homeless beg

Central Station

the emo boy flips his hair
for an emo girld

tail fanned

a lyrebird struts

Marilyn Humbert, Australia
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he asks

can i draw your eyes?

i pucker my lips

into dusk the cricket 6s
hoarse vibrato

Alegria Imperial, Canada
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henge forlorn

robbed and revved and hooted
bisected

by people

driving to Swindon

my childhood street

double lined with cars

no urchins

play there now

no cricket now . . . no conkers

Gerry Jacobson, Australia
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paddling

the California shore
unforgettable

an otter that brushed my boat
then rolled to meet my eye

in the quiet

of our eighth decade
let's contemplate
the clever caterpillar
weaving its cocoon

the petals

on the blue veronica
remain closed

| understand this habit
on a dark drab rainy day

Kirsty Karkow, USA
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no swishing skirt

to dance around tan legs,
no red blooms

to make me think

of other petals

| wonder if

they muse on me

as | muse on them,

these small barnacles

I knock from the oyster shell

M. Kei, USA

genuine amber

or just an imitation

the jeweller

examines my necklace

... do | really want to know

Keitha Keyes, Australia
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she doesndt seek
unbroken shells

after the storm

washed up and bleached

you held her close . . .

look how

high we toss them

in the air . ..

do we or our grandchildren

see the moon for the first time?

Kathy Kituai, Australia
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before my time

a wavy wheat field

| pace off

the room, both hands
brushing those stalks

all windows

of the empty house
open smoothlyd

in comes tomorrow
with the scent of snow

Ingrid Kunschke, Germany
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our wedding quilt

my mot her swore shedd sew
still in scraps

our love stronger

than broken promises

purple stone

in my hand with the etching
strength

the hours my laboring
body opens for you

Jessica Malone Latham, USA
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night after night

shackled slaves screamed
in distress

Barack Obama stands

at the Door of No Return

& The former slave house with its "Door of No Return” was the
last location for slaves being shipped to North America.

rewriting tanka

I'm reminded of her words:
a silkworm

weaves the cocoon to seal
its grief-stricken heart

Chen-ou Liu, Canada

mother asks

why she went to

that cancer treatment center
sometimes in clusters

the falling leaves

Gregory Longenecker, USA
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moon to the west

sun to the east

and someone in the park
juggling

the autumn morning

pulling a thorn

from a bicycle tyre

a spring day

of putting small things
right

whatever it is,

the swall owsd word
for sparrowhawkd

| hear them crying it

over the fields

200 years on

there are still

some days at sea
touched with sadness at
the loss of the great auk

Martin Lucas, UK
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dry champagne

and some nibbles

quiet anniversary

the big hunk of stinky cheese
almost gone

Bob Lucky, Ethiopia

outliving

two lovers who left
their markd

the tall old poplar
with a scarred heart

Carole MacRury, USA
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apples

redden on the tree
as autumn

slowly measures out
leaf by crimson leaf

minutes

by the water

become the span

of great light that is
wordless, like this river

summer morning:
suddenly

the tree comes to lifed
leaves become

wings

A. A. Marcoff, UK
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a dream

of starlings

trapped

inside my house . ..
so much | long to say

Lauren Mayhew, USA
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sometimes

in the quiet

of a pause

a song begins
that never ends

thin smoke

rises, curling
through old webs

a light dust settles
on tables and chairs

Joy McCall, UK
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these old codgers

at coffeeshop tables

living on caffeined

when do they arrive?

when do they get up and go?

this cat | live with

has a steady soul

and owns me

without making me feel
there's some kind of issue

wise koi!

what do these lazy fish
know about love?

how tender they appear
nestled together, sleeping

the frogs | heard
singing along the creek
must be napping

or perhaps it is my turn
to tell them a story

Michael McClintock, USA
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the wind's wildness

then nothing

in the eye of the storm

the only sound a child

singing to her imaginary friend

the straight-back chair

where she sat studying
her Bible

brooking no argument

from her arthritic spine

Beverly Acuff Momoi, USA

more bombings

on the TV news

| put

Stairway to Heaven
on repeat

Mike Montreuil, Canada
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weekend soundtrack
her bath toy turtle sings
the Blue Danube waltz
how we dance along
the banks of childhood

the blue light

of dusk on the page
this moment

| claim

for myself

ten thousand years

of womends stories
lost at sea

tiny wooden boats

against the great swells

Christina Nguyen, USA
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where did

this old age come from
overnight

S0 many autumns

my youth driven by the wind

by the Liffey side
a discarded
syringe

some trips

are only one way

Eamonn O'Neill, Dublin, Ireland
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| stop to rest

in a field of sunflowerso
halos

without saints

to weigh them down

ivy

how tight it clings

this vine

that cures my sorrow
like a poem in the dark

Sergio Ortiz, USA
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waking up

to the full moon slung low
over a prairie horizon

for the first time seeing life
through my father's eyes

standing in the hallway
outside my mother's room
nurses at her bedsided

| know she is too busy dying
for more goodbyes

Marianne Paul, Canada
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from the hallway

she wakes me in the night
the daughter

who left twenty years ago
still has nightmares

googling earth maps

my daughter finds the house

in England

where she was born and where
her placenta remains

walking the beach

the tide casts a starfish

at my feet

spread-eagled on the sand
like a something from space

Patricia Prime, New Zealand
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a lingering breath
through the reed flute
shapes hisraga. . . .

on night's inverted stage
the stars keep beat

learning to swim

I'm told you'll know it for life
once you learn . . .

was it a different me then
in my mother's womb

Kala Ramesh, India
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kindergarten morning
| watch my grandson
use a shoe horn
and tie double knots
guess he'll be driving soon

David Rice, USA

waiting

for the knee surgeon
to read the MR

he talks faster

than | can follow

Barbara Robidoux, USA
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one eye on the 'scope

and the world

falls away . . .

only this twist of shine

on the sparrowhawk's talon

from my window watch-point

| watch the hare rise

from her form

if only you were here to share
this frost-glittered morning

Amy Claire Rose Smith, UK
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when we

were chinook clouds
arching

across evening
swallowing the sunset

Debbie Strange, Canada

The towering gingko

we planted when knee-high
has lost all its leavesd

in time | will recall
whatever it is

Forces beyond control

made and now destroy me
bit-by-bitd

a second frost coming for
the three last lantana blooms

George Swede, Canada
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visiting her grave

in the early morning . . .
dew droplets on

the white mums

in his hands

Diana Teneva, Bulgaria
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the glissando

of light across waterd

a slow lapping

of the moonds
against the hull

those men drawn

to the worship of foam

and saltd

| do not question my need
of you, or the way you came

David Terelinck, Australia

blue dragonfly . . .

the coolest nights of fall
make me remember

all the promises

he never made

Christine L. Villa, USA

ref |l

ecti

on

70



sparrows
fighting over my crusts
again he explains
trickle-down-theory

as if | just didn't get it

all those days

and nights reading
Kawabata

never having

seen the snow

Dick Whyte, New Zealand

71



was it that the real world
didn't want me

orlit?

these pages and pages
of fantastic escapes

| used nothing of today
to make a sound

the city night

is a vast audience
blinking in confusion

sandblasted sorrow
towering

over contentment
how you've become
my only landmark

Liam Wilkinson, UK
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too many sounds

| try without success

to shut them out

my thoughts become casualties
in traffic-heavy streets

Steve Wilkinson, UK

winter's egg

a white that cannot hold
your being

| feel the rush of wings
inside the stone

it was on the melting
river that we met
seen from above
the ice still

breaking

Kath Abela Wilson, USA
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the now full
now empty
tide poold

a starfish and |
lock fingers

Tad Wojnicki, US/Taiwan

little girl laughter
wading down the creek
those years

spent nursing a man
locked inside his body

she is off

with a simple
goodbye

stepping from her bed
into elegant shoes

o for Joy

Brian Zimmer, USA
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Tanka Sequences,
Solo & Responsive
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Small Mountains of Loss

how could it happen

once again my body fails
this dark, cold winter

the roses buried in snow
have a scent | cannot name

in the hospital

| imagine your last days

here on this earthd

but your ghost visits med

that nurse with Chiclets in her mouth

somehow

| know my life

is circled by sleep

it is a deep dark well

into which we throw our wishes

if only

we could talk on the phone
after death

| would call you now

and ask for your love

forgotten fragrance

of the vibrant rose garden
haunts me this winter

as if | have been unfaithful
to the only one | love
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coffee in the morning
tea at night

catching my breath
small mountains of loss
| need to climb daily

growing old

ungracefully

regretfully

in sickness and in health

| feel you got short changed

crossing my arms

over my chest before sleep
| gasp for breath

will I wake in the morning
to another day with you

Marjorie Buettner, USA

79



The Song of a Broken Reed

Auschwitz night sky
mica-flakes of the Milky Way
in growing darkness

bare poplars moan

muffled cries of the dead

numbing silence

of worm-worn and illegible
words furtively etched

on wooden sleeping pallets
in rows of airless huts

bombed gas chambers
lie in heaps of charred bricks . . .
a cartography

of the prodigious black
of the human mind

the road

cobbled by bleeding hands
leads through icy mists

to a solitary wagon

on rusted rail tracks

silhouette

of Arbeit Macht Frei

against colonies

of abandoned crow nests. . ..
this shrine to our time-wound**

80



** time -wound : | have taken this concept from Yves Bon
pays in which he talks about how a place is imbued with a force of revelation not only of elevated
beauty and thought but al so of a iepteelf Thisyistnoto f S |
altogether dissimilar to the Tibetan Buddhist concept of a landscape being densely-packed with

gods, demons and spirits (lha, du dre ). Thus a place can be imbued with the sacred energy of

the good (Iha) or the destructive energy of the demons and evil spirits (du, dre).

Sonam Chhoki, Bhutan
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Gabriel O

the wailing blood

of injustice seeps across
this wide land

Gabiriel o teach us

the Lazarus heart

towers tumble

take us to the sunshine
Gabiriel

where elevators

yet rise

Susan Diridoni, USA
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Shades of water
o After Liu Zongyuan (773-819)

how to describe

the bright . . . the subtle
shades of water . . .

this boat | drift in
washing into wonder . . .

sunupd the scent

of last evening's camp ash
still lingers . . .

row through crowded clouds
accompanied by doves

brush strokes

of light on a keel

write lyrics

of jade limestones looming
through an empty sky

lake's edged

I moor the boat awhile
play my flute

and feed golden carp
with stray rays of sun

in dusk's mauve mist

| seek deep waters

for fishing . . .

my good friend solitude
keeps me company
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ruby leaves

over west lake's shimmer
winter will send

five snow drifts before

spring breezes blow me home

the water

ripples its secrets
briefly | see

the wise and wily one
fisher of life's mysteries

Hazel Hall, Australia
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The Morrigan Returns

who is

that old woman

in my dream

why does she lurk
black wings folded?

she stalks me

in the shadows

of morning

| find black feathers
in front of Starbucks

| ignore
the first sign
shoving
the feathers
in my pocket

| ignore

the second sign
crow prints

on my windshield
every day

four A.M.
waking dreams
like crows on
carrion
murdering sleep
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sun pops
orange on the city
fills the sky

with copper light
as feathers fall

| ignore

the third sign
black wings
stretched across
russet dawn

a thousand
feathers follow me
my black wings
beat with the hearts
of a thousand crows

silver bells

on my black feathers
moon drums

dancing in darkness
skinny legs, wrinkled claws

| become

that girl again
black wings
soaring

the manic dawn

Carole Johnston, USA
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Dominus Insularum *

sweet Cara

the dear island

calls to me

storm-tossed, wind-swept
across the strand

desolate

she bears the brunt
of wild waves

feral goats, her lovers
under dark skies

| lie there

in my night dreams, curled
in long grass

in the solitary house

fallen to ruin

| listen

to the goats, to the wind

to the waves

and | want him to come back

and hold me through this dark night

Lord of the Isles

do not forsake me

winter is coming

and | hear the pipers playing
the last high song of the sea
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*Dominus Insularum - Lord of the Isles - the title of the most powerful landowners of old Scotland
d the Celtic/Norse Somerled - summer wanderers.

Cara:(dear one),a tiny island off the coast of Scotland, is still under the independent rule of a

descendant of the great Lords, although no one lives there. It has one ruined house and a herd of
feral goat

Joy McCall, UK
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Ward 229

the ward

has a new TV

a doctor says

we'll see tomorrow

| tell him I'm not blind

it's always the same
drip feeds

of everything

this year | wonder
will she touch snow

Eamonn O'Neill, Dublin, Ireland
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spring blues

the robin calls
from dawn to dusk
constantly

alas, happiness

is never on time

a day-long concert

if he had posted it
on eHarmony

he would have found
a partner by now

finally an answer
from a distant maple
not sure

if the robins will settle
in my garden

Luminita Suse, Canada

Editor's Note : Please take time to enjoy Luminita's "spring blues" companion piece
tanka-art in the Skylark online gallery.
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this rdotous flower
like her bohemian spirit
tossed in the wind

tom petals settle upon
a restless heart

Pamela A. Babusci
1724114

Photo by: Diane Dehler 2014
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Everyone b ut Me

Pamela A. Babusci, USA
& Claire Everett, UK

we are
always tethered

to our mothers

severing the umbilical cord
it grows back

a spiderling

and its silken parachute . . .
knots in the strings

of an apron

| never saw her wear

our arguments

were many & hugs

were few

the silk thread that bonded us
thinning in the mist

slicing sweet peppers

| find one growing inside
another . . .

mum and baby photographs
for everyone but me

inside mother's locket

hair from my stillborn sister
i try to unburden

her sorrow by being

the perfect child
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a daughter

who danced for me alone . . .

baby steps
never more than a dream
imprints on my heart
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Sounds of your Absence

Anne Benjamin, Australia
& Carmel Summers, Australia

this morning

after days of rain

soft sunlight

those paths we walked together
still deep in muddy waters

2 Jan 2014

in a scooped-out hole
| plant the rose
Remembering . . .
finally

the tears, my tears

6 Jan 2014

rain clouds

level with my eyes
unravel

| find it hard to trust

that blue skies lie beyond

13 Jan 2014

storms

pound the steamy afternoon
in early darkness

the boat in which | dream
begins to flounder

17 Jan 2014
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a tiny brown wren

hides under the lavender
in my French garden

| open your emails

cradle a warm mug of tea

18 Jan 2014

rain plops in the drain

and slides down the roof
while | read

late into the nightd

the sounds of your absence

24 Jan 2014
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Sanctum

Janet Lynn Davis, USA
& Jenny Ward Angyal, USA

ancient chapels
carved into the rock face
of Mdnchsberg . . .
once the tourists are gone
| crawl inside myself
~JLD (Salzburg, Austria)

inscribed
on the torii gate
spirit of lightd
fountains flowing
in the falling snow
~JWA (New York City, USA)
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Beyond Closed Doors

Claire Everett, UK
& Kathy Kituai, Australia

a day

for honeybees colliding
in pincushion flowers . . .
for reminding my children
| loved their father, once

too busy

to notice the sweetness

of fatherhood

you flew here and there
gathering nectar elsewhere

little feet

up and down the paths
of our walled garden . . .
thyme and sweet violets
to fill the cracks

walking together

were we ever in step?
| stumble

down dead-end streets
now that you are ill

a labyrinth

long overgrown

my mind wanders

where gatekeeper butterflies
out-dance their shadows
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the cat chases

silhouettes on the wall
intangible

all those promises he made
days afterward

moving on

but the gibes have followed me
beyond the closed door

a rusted metal bucket

still catching the drips

is it too late

to see things differently

in the desert

windmills filter light

falling on hard baked earth
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Wings

Matsukaze, USA
Joy McCall ,UK

this rustic lifed

well now Rain

don't you have any
earthy songs

to lie on my tatami mat?

| am bones

under the ground

pale and stained

come, drop your prayers
on the trodden grass

in dense darkness
beneath bleached bones
we expel

angry breathd

a midnight moth rises

frail wings

do not carry us

high enough

we fall again

to the heavy ground

naked

swimming through
rough soild

she arrived on a
mourning dove's cry
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The Longest Nights

Giselle Maya, France

& David Terelinck, Australia
(mid December 2013)

to measure

the time of oneds 1ife
observe

each gesture each wish

embracing all

the watchmaker mends

and rewinds each frozen hourd
not the first time

she calls her adult son

by his father's name . . .

secrets

hard to share

let them take flight

with the autumn wind
blend with the river of stars

with no need

of clock and calendar

beyond the bars

the yearly ebb and flow

of a willowbs | eaves
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when we speak

of past events

they are with us still

the time it takes

for a persimmon to ripen

trees heavy

with the taste of summer
their daily prayer

that she carries her third
pregnancy to term . ..

old cherry tree

sheds leaf by orange leaf

stark naked now

light all the candles in the house
for these are the longest nights

this longing

for sleep without dreamsd
Morpheus molds

each ebony hour

in the shape of your face . . .

like clockwork

the artist* collects pine pollen
each spring

museums of the world

show his small bright mountains

101



waiting for

each layer of oilto dry . . .
remembering

a life that was thick

with colour and movement

in search of timespace

from the day | moved nests

to this mountain village

my mot herds tiny gold watch
no longer shows the hour

crossing

the international
date line

a whole extra day
without you iniit . . .

night time

profound winter silence
wakes me

i write short songs

drift back into dreams

in the post

a musical card proclaims
l 6m fifty

the darkness between
each and every star

*Wolfgang Laib
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Night and Day

Genie Nakano, USA

& Amelia Fielden, Australia

the morning glories
didn't bloom this spring
as you promised . . .
blue, pink, or purple

| shall never know

my own tears

cherry blossom tears

in chill winds

of separation

tulips flame by the path

your lips

have lost their fired
oh why can't

night and day remain
the way we began

young and lustful

| wanted everything

all at onced

now a gentle sequence
of pleasure, suffices

the summer river

takes me where it wants,
cascading

down a waterfall

into warm surrender

GN

AF

GN

AF

GN
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turning the tap
to 'full’ for fluency,
| shower
considering my words
for the next compromise
AF
Sunday, 'our' day,
reading the newspaper
his priorityd
| write ten tanka
before we breakfast
GN
tonight's the night
for our anniversary waltz
... too bad
you are no longer forty
and there are fewer roses
AF
last night
we laughed so hard and longd
never knew
that funny side of you
glad to meet it, finally
GN
eventually
after weeks of heavy skies
the mountain
snow-crested, soars into view
and my lover's plane lands
AF
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Two Daughters

Genie Nakano, USA
& Kath Abela Wilson, USA

in my dream,
father is young

| choose to stay

in a light airy room
not married yet

a pen
an instrument

you gave me

my name on the night sea
in your handwriting

he tells me

you look just like your dad
the same expression

i love it when my husband
sees this happen

before my birth

mother drew gold circles
a spell around the rim
your white cup

how could it break

clatter

of fallen china

lilies of the valley
scatter into pieces

kept in a lacquered box
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| plant lily pips

in a memory garden
shady perennial
you bloom fragrant
under evergreens

your ashes

an Egyptian cedar urn

safe

inside my studio

here we dance and meditate

| never knew

when you died

she told me later

how you fell sight unseen
on our wedding day

he took Mom away

only Dad and |

in a lonely house

thirteen | grew up too fast
coffee and cigarettes

| was driftwood

in his wake other loves . . .
lost at seventeen

without his strength
without his weakness
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| didn't think

| could go on without you
so strong in my life

now my hands are full

of falling stars

a smoky signature
invisible words

white waves onshore
a childhood home
fills with lovers

the sage

who makes us laugh
one more story

before lights out

do you have to go away

your suitcase

by the open door
packed for another life
you left me twice

with no goodbye
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Star Anise

Sheila Windsor, UK
& Brendan Slater, UK

miles away

| drop through steam
another star anise . . .

in her garden of childhood
my neighbour sings

each idea

a new dimension
crumpled up

out of sight

in aloneness

from the

wire bin of snowball
poems | fished out,
set on the mantelpiece
faces of moon

dust

settled for

and now

hauling the rubble
of my decision

there again

the child I picture
waving

from a dark corner
cupboard of my mind
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where

the fantasies
evolve

| crouch
naked

on the cutting
edge of eggshell
shadows

| have lightly
stepped my last

koshed

by pigs

in the back of a van
past the edge

of the universe

drip
drip
drip
night falls
dressed in

black

where the sun was
| grasp

at the ocean, it
does not respond
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blue

Brian Zimmer, USA
& Joy McCall, UK

the wind

among new leaves

wild seedlings

sprout along the highway
the curve of a snowy hill

heather

purple on the foothills
wild thyme

cold spring water
wild blueberries

narrow creek

a snake threads through it
warm shade

the distant horizon
shimmers blue

dawn frost

on the red brickweave
sun coming up

a robin singing

in the wild violets
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