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Editorbés Message

As | write, lamr emi nded of Wt hd8. t Yeas sar
autumn beauty. o Yet agai n, the ye:
friends in the southern hemisphere are embracing the blossoms of
spring. More than ever, | feel connected to friends in the tanka
community; those we have lost, especially Martin Lucas, whose life

and work are commemorated in this issue, and fellow travellers on

this tanka path like David Terelinck, who, with his partner, Rob, took

the time to visit me and my family in North Yorkshire before
embarking on a glorious cruise back to Australia. Together, we made
memories to last a lifetime, and beyond . . .

It was a momentous summer for my husband Tony and I, as we went
on an adventure of our own: a double C2C cycle challenge on our
trusty tandem, Tallulah. We covered 333 miles in five days, from our
home in Northallerton to Keswick in the Lake District, across to
Whitehaven on the west coast, back via Whinlatter Forest and
Loweswater, and o n to the Nort h Pennines,
bound for Sunderland on the east coast . .. then home again. We
raised over £500 for the charity, Mencap, and are already planning
our next trip. Tony is an experienced cyclist and unicyclist, but nine
months ago, when we bought Tallulah, | was a complete novice. To
say | have fallen in love with cycling is a gross understatement, as
many of you will have gleaned from my published writing of late!

[ am extremely grateful t o Mdr t i
permission for me to publish in this issue some of the remaining tanka

from his last submission to Skylark. In many ways, | have Martin to
thank for my decision to invite Jenny Ward Angyal to take on the role

of reviews and features editor; Martin and | were corresponding at a

time when | was beginning to feel quite pressured as a result of my
editorial responsibilities for two journals, along with various tasks |

had agreed to, such as writing book reviews and judging various
awards. Martin cautioned me to not take too much on, and also
suggested | should not be afraid to ask for help, or, ultimately, to say
fino. 0 Then, as | explained in my |
on the tandem, blowing the proverbial cobwebs away, that | thought of
Jenny. | hope you will all agree that Jenny has well and truly
embraced the role and has done a superb job and Skylark is a better




journal for her substantial contribution. Please join me in
congratulating her on this, the culmination of much dedication and
hard work: her first issue as reviews editor.

Thanks also to Beth McFarl and, previ
Award, for judging the Great Auk competition. This was particularly
poignant as it was dedicated to Martin Lucas and inspired by his

tanka from the summer issue. This was a popular prompt, as you

might imagine, and the standard was high. Many poets were inspired

to write about other extinct, endangered, or threatened species and

this was wonderful to see.

Thank you all for your continued support and inspiration.

Happy reading!

0 Claire Everett, October 2014




my breath
by the climb, th




Even on a small island,
a man tilling the field,
a lark singing above it

My old village lies
far beyond what we can see
but there the lark is singing

When the wild turnip
burst into full blossom
a skylark sang

Singing skylarkd
that narrow path
leads to the sea

0 Kobayashi Issa (1763-1827)




The Skyl arkds Nest

The Winners
Selections by Beth McFarland, Germany

| suppose, on a typical day, not many of us think about the great auk.
When we do recall this bird, we remember pictures showing soft black
and white plumage, tiny wings and a streamlined body which we know
was wonderfully adapted to its natural environment. We read that the
auk was both venerated and valued as a resource to be exploited.
The story becomes one of human shortsightedness and greed.

The tanka entries received celebrate the wild seascapes we can still
experience, the wonder of a natural world that we thankfully cannot
control, but also themes of loss and misunderstanding.It was a great
pleasure to read all the tanka entries and to share our collective
memory of the great auk.

My first runner up, Mary Frederick Ahearn, USA, reminds us of the
wonder of the unknown and our attempts to grapple with the invisible.
The great auk stands as a symbol for all of that.

signs and portents

in the lonely sea hours
when ocean and sky meet
singular and sacred

the Great Auk

Another tanka | would like to highlight, by Yoni Hammer-Kossoy,
Israel, reminds us of the need to look even deeper below the surface:

heavy gray sky

that's what others say
who needs wings
when you can fly
under water

Who knows what causes us to live the restricted lives we do; and who
has not peeked out or been watched from behind a curtain. Michele L.
Harvey, USA, writes:




wings clipped

by nature or by nurture

the spinster

who peeks out upon the world
behind frayed curtain lace

An issue mentioned in more than one tanka is greed:

cruising waters

where the great auk once thrived . . .
what of me

is prized enough

for the greedy to seize?

Janet Lynn Davis, USA
Once again, this reminds us of our deep intrinsic worth.

Fear also of others and of the unknown clip our wings. Who cannot
feel with the grandparent in the following tanka, by David Rice, USA?

not flightless under water . . .

the men with clubs

never knew the Great Auk

my grandson wears dresses

and soars . . . praise him . . . please

The tanka | have chosen as the winner is by Joyce S. Greene, USA:

gone now, those Great Auks
once buried with the dead

in veneration

a congregation kneels
before an ivory cross

Here we have the bones of a simple story laid out before us. It starts
in the past. We read of lossd both of 'the dead' and those wonderful
great auks. We enjoy the use of the phrase 'in veneration' as a pivot.
Then, just before we finish reading, the word 'ivory' sinks in. Suddenly
a host of further images arise. We have the elephants and all the
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other animals we are exploiting, because they are rare and therefore
valuable. The kneeling congregation reminds us of the other groups
that are familiar to us, and of which, indeed, we are members
ourselves.Then come the questions. Right and wrong don't seem to
be simply white and black. What harm are we doing when we actually
mean well? Why, and how often, do we destroy whatever is precious?
Is it because we need to limit and own what we don't understand?
How well do we know our gods?

This tanka, like all the best ones, sets off ripples in all directions. It
obeys the 'show not tell' maxim and has no written emotion. Yet our
minds will produce emotion enough as we read it carefully. All at once,
we are involved in the story, and the story isn't over yet!

Many thanks to everyone who submitted. | enjoyed reading every
tanka, even those | haven't singled out for comment. And many
congratulations to our winner, Joyce S. Greene,for such a thought-
provoking piece. She will receive a free copy of the journal and an

invitation to judge the O0BkegBBhr ko

Summer 2015.
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Joann Grisetti, USA

mister hawk
please continue

to safeguard
our shared

solitude

larisetti
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The Skylarkbdés Nest Prompt
3:1, Summer 2015
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Amy has chosen animal tracks as inspiration for the next prompt.
These happen to have been left by a weasel, but poets may write
about any tracks, human or otherwise. The prints left by wild animals
and birds are fascinating and can tell us a lot about the creature that
made them. For instance, roe deer make beautiful heart-shaped
impressions when they are moving at a steady, deliberate pace,
especially on firm ground, or in snow; in soft earth, the dew claws are
sometimes apparent. However, if the prints have a splayed
appearance, it is likely the animal was moving at speed.

As many of you are aware, our English badgers have been subject to
a barbaric and senseless cull, so you can imagine our excitement
when we discovered badger tracks which led to a rather magnificent
sett in our local woods. Needless to say, we have kept a close eye on
our friends whose kind lived peacefully in this green and pleasant land
long before humans set foot here.

You are invited to meditate on this image and use it as a source of
inspiration; it could be that you choose to write about specific animal
prints, or you may widen the theme to include the many ways we
make tracks, or impressions, and ultimately, what we leave behind . . .

Coincidentally, two tanka on page 37 of this issue might have been
written with this prompt in mind!

And hereds one ofFsmiatithtahewbiul

snow's reminder

that the fox took the path

before you . . .

on the hill above the town

when my dreams were making tracks

Presence #48, 2013

We look forward to reading your tankal!
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Individual Tanka
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I'm stuck

inside myself too

little flower

I'll call you beautiful

if you show me your face

the road ahead

is a shadow

| carry

the moon on my shoulders
the stars on my back

S.M. Abeles, USA

that last day

looking out the window
across the great lawn
toward river and pine
your eyes leaving mine

Mary Frederick Ahearn, USA
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scribbling

faint words to address
the infinited

| pluck one thread

in the harp of stars

vultures

tip-tilting in a lazy sky
| fling

into the meadow

the carcass of ought

seizing

six minutes alone

| soar

with a red-tailed hawk

four hundred heartbeats high

Jenny Ward Angyal, USA
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hothouse hibiscus
steaming up the windows
you unpetal me

& reveal

my weakness

a lifetime

of unfertilized eggso
invisible scars

now visible

from my excised ovaries

Pamela A. Babusci, USA

bare silence

after a seagull s cries
only backwash

still holding hands

still not talking

Maxianne Berger, Canada
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Lights out

the fireflies donét | isten
my father

he told his daughters

be your own man

Stephanie Brennan, USA

a passing shower
deepens the abbey walls
to a rich umber

how lucky | am to have
your shoulder to cry on

Dawn Bruce, Australia
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in my dream

| climb a mountain
improvise guitar

and go to talk with you
darling of my heart

real flowers

around the tin flower
my daughter made
and | planted

in the garden

Owen Bullock, Australia
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at the iron gate

| idle, hesitant to

press the buzzer

already hearing her voice

tell me | 6m not gay

Susan Burch, USA

behind the fog

tonightdés bright moon
shimmerso

all those books read

now forgotten

Sondra J. Byrnes, USA
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crows fill

the afternoon sky

that storm

in your eyes when | ask
unbidden questions

thirty years past
measured by birds' flights
kissing me

once for the good days
at my goodbye door

arrowheads

from old battles

buried

beneath yet another mall
dead before its time

Pris Campbell, USA
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searching for

bodhi dhar madés shoe
in the grave

of my ordinary mind

nothing left to grasp

long distance

she touches the screen
our romance

pixelates before

the line is dropped

Matthew Caretti, USA
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not yet dawn

running down frosted streets
past darkened windows
where lovers slumberd

we're stars in our own dreams

James Chessing, U.S.A.

the monk

anoints her stillborn

with saffron water

gold of dawn spreads over
a serration of peaks

Sonam Chhoki, Bhutan
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another lesson

to enjoy what is mine

a crack

in the Royal Crown Derby

thatdés never been used

what if

therebds more than a needl e
in the haystack?

this fear of finding

what wedre | ooking for

free and easy

the way he sailed his boat
in our bathtub

so unlike this northern lake
in a late-summer storm

Susan Constable, Canada
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in my youth

| traveled the world

and wrote letters home . . .
now, middle aged, I've settled
for holding my parents' hands

Anne Curran, New Zealand

A bridge that binds

two autumn shores . . .
the river flows

and cannot be stopped
on its way to the unknown

Un pod ce | eagt
dout "Hbr mur i de
raul ce curge

nu poate fi nicicum oprit

din drumul spre necunoscut

Magdalena Dale, Romania

t oamnt
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a child's words
gator, monster, blue
scribbled

on notepaper

in the waiting room

sosmall. ..

but only a neutrino
can pass through
this universe
unscathed

strolling the streets

of the happiest place

in America * . . .

had | remembered

| would have worn a grin

* San Luis Obispo, California, USA

Janet Lynn Davis, USA
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a shockwave

in Californiad
here, too,

finding a dollar

in my shirt pocket

Jerry Dreesen, USA

Choctaw dancers

half seen in autumn mist
haunt this old town . . .
when does now

become eternal

Rebecca Drouilhet, USA
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Now the sound rising

deft strokes through roaring rapids
now the sound dying

further on there is silence

further again a faint sound

Bruce England, USA
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a Facebook photo

of her first solo caked
this longing

for my granddaughter
to cook in my kitchen

forget his words

focus on the iris

in the temple pond
purple and white silence
a zen koan

somewhere

in the long dewy grass
a cricket

is chirruping, constantly
| wish 1 still loved you

Amelia Fielden, Australia
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my latest

humdrum tanka book

has my picture:

| am shown putting on my coat
at an art museum in Tokyo

the world

going downhill day after day
faster and fasterd

my tanka begin to stand

on their heads and free-fall

if | had a hammer,

| would put your name

in precious places,

how sad and beautiful

your song to the dead in war

o for Pete Seeger (1919-2014)

Sanford Goldstein, Japan

Aut hsmoté One day at Camp Wise, a Jewish camp for boys and girls in Painesville, Ohio,
we were introduced to Pete Seegerd of course | did not know who he was, but he taught us, |
recall, "If | Had a Hammer" and other songs.
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the asparagus

| picked this morning

beside the bluets

my children gatheredd

our table adorned with spring

on the hill

a cluster of sculpted stones
immutable

her opinion of med

| plant my favorite flowers

Joyce S. Greene, USA
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brilliant blooms

for beestodipin. ..
| sit

inside your poem
sipping nectar from it

shadows

deepen on the river

at evening . . .

you release my fingers
and slowly drift across

Hazel Hall, Australia
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a climbing vine

in the house of mourning
such pink flowersd
wishing | could ask her
its name

Yoni Hammer-Kossoy, Israel

on a dim city street

a coyote trots by me
teats swinging

as she races the sunrise
to her mountain home

my family tree
loaded so proudly
with sodbusterso
how could | not
love the rain

William Hart, USA
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an evening breeze

ruffles leaf shadows

on the wall

would ours dance with such grace
if you were here

stacking firewood,

the limbs of childhood friends
after the storm

the sky softens

with the shame of a sinner

concentric rings

so close as not to be seen

in this treebdbs |ife too,
there must be years

worth forgetting

Michele L. Harvey, USA
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on a field of snow

the February moon
overshadows the heart
we made together
with our bootprints

Josie Hibbing, USA

in the snow

tracks of the red fox
a straight line

as | would have liked
my own to have been

into the trunk

| stuff my winter clothes
all jumbled up

not planning

to wear them again

Ruth Holzer, USA
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skeleton racers
ice-slide fearlesslyd
again my son
plunges head first
without a thought

*Skeleton racing, re-instated as medal sport in 2002 Winter Olympics

he revisits

the same alley

at sunsetd

a slave trapped

in illusionbés grip

Marilyn Humbert, Australia
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the ewe

turns as if glancing at me
supplicating . . .

clothed with dust

| wonder, who am |?

Alegria Imperial, Canada
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all day

we walk the chalk
South Downsd

a wide sky follows us
down to the sea

long grasses

wave to the waxing moon . . .

restless
ancestral spirits
on Windmill Hill

forty years on

an English summer
morning

draws me back

to its hazy fragrance

Gerry Jacobson, Australia
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reading Lucretius

De Rerum Naturae

the thought

how can one who
know what happens to the soul?

Nature:

the careful balance

of high winds

atoms, seas, earthworms
... and brazen humans

Kirsty Karkow, USA

hasnot

di

41



still there

after midday

the ragged edges
of a faded moon
keeping vigil

Keitha Keyes, Australia

always one

heckler in the crowd . . .
beak sharpened

a Noisy Minor clips
currawong wings

Kathy Kituai, Australia
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this starless night . . .
| dwell in a time zone
of loneliness

without a before,

an after or a when

Chen-ou Liu, Canada
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too much light

in the darkness

and not enough silence
in the quietness

of a winter night

a cup of hot soup
and a bread bun

in a paper bag
beginning to absorb
the winter drizzle

spending time

in the hills and woods
of somewhere-
on-the-way-to-
somewhere-else

Loch Morar:

in a place with

no network coverage
the misty light,

the sound of water

even here

at a wayside

in remotest Knoydart:
Japanese knotweed,
plastic bottles

Martin Lucas, UK
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your eyes shuttered

|l i ke a camer abs
secret

follow me

into our finality

had JPS gps
would he
recalculate
hell is

other people?

Christopher Darrell Luck, UK
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the fire

down to glowing embers,
wine on its last legsd
talk of the missing plane
fades into silence

between

her side of the bed

and mine

the place we meet

to remember sometimes

long morning walk
listening to my heart
cardinal song

the calligraphy of tar
strips on the road

Bob Lucky, Saudi Arabia
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in her letter

where tears had dried
the words were blurredd
that was how we always
understood each other

my note

of apology
uncrumpled

and sent out today
on better paper

| won't know

when I've eaten

my last meald

much in life slips by us
with a kind thoughtfulness

Michael McClintock, USA
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short days

the mother's temper finds

her youngest

running carefree

through blossoming wildflowers

on her birthday

he calls to give her
his very best
every sentence
begins with "I"

Beverly Acuff Momoi, USA
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our last goodbye
hangs in the heavy
summer air . . .
too-blue, the irises
that bruise the path

on those nights

when a sheet's weight

is too much to bear

he touches me

with his mind's nimble fingers

Marie Louise Munro, USA
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step by step

the nadir sinks

out of sight

a steady ascent
leaves further to fall

Clive Oseman, UK

wave after wave

on an incessant journey
another sunset

when | long to change the taste
of salt, the colour of the wind

Pravat Kumar Padhy, India
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spinning

a silk pad, the larva

hangs itselfd

one needs to die to find out
if there is anything else

Marianne Paul, Canada

barefoot

in a concrete summer

i hold you

come with me, grandchild
the earth is waiting

bayou sun

they say she's cancer free
tonight

the quiet lets me hear

the rest of my life

Sandi Pray, USA
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a common bird

cleaner of scraps in the garden
the pigeon

has seldom been praised

in song by poets

Patricia Prime, New Zealand

as summer
and Cygnusds journey
come to an end
a bevy of swans
flying southward

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan, India
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after

our early morning fight
the sculptures

of Khajuraho Temples
coming together in love

Kala Ramesh, India

| stand my ground
against the wasp
feigning the courage
| want

my kids to learn

Dave Read, Canada

my eyes ache

searching dark tree lines

for movement

are you just a trick of the light
a memory of sun?

Sandra Renew, Australia
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on the last Thursday

of her ninety-seven years

she picked up the phone

and described with ragged breath
the new blooms in her garden

Deanna Ross, USA

rose video

your time lapse heart

a far away

silence

beating open at my words

Grant D. Savage, Canada
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the bird bath brims

with a chickadee's notes . . .
updating

my playlist, | still can't
delete our song

Shloka Shankar, India
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without you

for so long now

in my dirty sheets,
mould green

on diazepam blue

yesterday you weren't
but, as you are now
would you let me
whisper into you

a prayer to the devil?

Brendan Slater, UK
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what | thought

was a ball of fuzz
crawls up my shirt .. . .
what is it about life
that startles me

poems

that are never written
deep

in the woods

the song of a thrush

the morning

after thunderstorms
drops of rain

on a sunlit leaf . . .

| let my anger go

Kenneth Slaughter, USA
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quietude

then, a circle of loons
tail-standing

the sound of wild abandon
in our throats

the cleft

between mountains
a chalice

spilling alpenglow
onto our shadows

Debbie Strange, Canada
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The Mayan temple

under grass, shrubs, trees
for millenniad

one day scuba divers

will find Manhattan

sixty operations
to become a
lovely womand
Cassini still
orbiting Saturn

George Swede, Canada
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summer rain

and a porch swing

that mountain will move

or it wonot

itoés al l the same t o me

eighteen years

and | can't remember

his kiss

how clouds change the shape
of the sky

Jennifer Thompson, USA

mimicking

the fiery temperament

of my orchid cactus

| put on vermillion slippers
that | might sparkle

Nancy Wells, USA
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scent of something burning
from over the fields
another summer

another slow and silent
devastation

sitting in the garden

my bare feet warming

a patch of grass

| am filled with my voice
and operatic with silence

play me

for | am the concertina
breathing heavily
between the songs

of my work and myself

Liam Wilkinson, UK
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discomforts

I've grown accustomed to
the old fridge makes

a hum | only notice

when it stops

in a dream

of broken ground, twisted rails
and ruined buildings

| am a plane

that flies above it all

Alison Williams, UK
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at the table

thoughts are screaming
alone

behind the smiling door
you ponder escape

Paul Williamson, Australia

a parking lot

full of blue sky
windows

the clouds move slowly
through all of us

in the mold of my heart

bone ash mixed with your words
the slip

then painted on the inside

after the firing

Kath Abela Wilson, USA
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| hear you

digging the garden

lcand6t see him

but know youbére relishing

the robin for his company

Geoffrey Winch, UK
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sister roses
L\cmps ﬁ?'ruv"mhg
'tkorh—rariolkaf
‘Cl\aw, Fv»‘m?; of memory
::PaFFFihg 'tTLw/ h«oi’lr\elrsfoh&

L D%i range ‘

Debbie Strange, Canada
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Tanka Sequences,
Solo & Responsive
& Rengay
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Sonatin a

light fading

at the tunnel ds end
| slip away

down the fluted passage

inside a singing reed

longing

to open the clear wings
of music

| breathe into my flute
a flight of butterflies

the murmur

of wind-turned leaves

before a stormd

the soft cry of a mourning dove
echoes in my flute

Jenny Ward Angyal, USA
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Jade Reveries

immersed

in the fleeting artistry
of springtime

peony petals scattered
across the garden

i gather them

for my hot morning
bath

soaking in the essence
of their gracefulness

putting

on my cotton kimono

i make strong coffee
& read the love poems
of Ono no Komachi

living

vicariously through
her passionate words
i clench the book

& commune with God

dwindling light

with a waterfall

of pale blossoms
opening my heart chakra
to jade reveries

Pamela A. Babusci, USA
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[llusion

riding bareback

through an end of winter woods
a few snowflakes

sticking

to this wreath of roses

these roses

sipping flakes of snow

and a flock of robins

roosting

al |l along a maplebds | eaf scal

robins

puffed-up

all along the scars
reshaping

this naked maple

a snow globe
shaken once;

my brother

hands on the reigns
ready to race!

gifted

to that naked tree

this wreath of roses,

thehor seds appl e
sliced and carefully arranged

Tish Davis, USA
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With Light

illnesses congeal

in the waiting room

a muddy lotus

calls forth the Heart Sutra

as if a Buddhist within awakes

time

granted

in bodhisattva hands
syncopates

with light

bodhisattva stand-ins
radiated and IV-ed, racked
through nights

hidden lotus tissues

await their moment

Susan Diridoni, USA
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melons in the park

my big brother

taking me to the park
was | fifteen then?

he used a big knife

to cut the watermelons

people parked

and asked how much

and | said fifteen cents,

| do not remember how many
slices we sold

my brother
handsome
and strong,
med awimp
even then

it was the Depression
and my sister and |
sold cups of lemonade,
the days were hot,

the customers few

a child

of the Depression

was |,

not bombarded

with terrible news each day

even now
at 88, | wait,

wait for my friend to return,
then | feel safe,

then | can sleep

Sanford Goldstein, USA
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Secrets of W omen

the long sleep

when a spindle pricked

a princess.. ..

an old sewing basket . ..
try on the thimble

at the base

a faded name . ..
| finger

lace and gingham,
remnants of living

that little hat

carefully crocheted . . .
daydreams

neatly threaded

on nickel-plated needles

painted cane

dust-filled and brittle
skipping

back decades to girlhood
needlework classes

French knitting

from recycled Coatsé
cotton bobbins . . .
borrowed by brothers
to roll in the kitchen
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trousseaux . . .

the slipping of scissors
through ribbons . . .
unpicking the seams
of a history of thrift

busy birds

weave leaves and twigs
together

a sewing circle . . .

the secrets of women

Hazel Hall, Australia
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Moon Dreaming
~ for Joy McCall

she is moon

floating on a pond
willow boughs
wound into her hair
where will | find her?

fairies dance

around her on the knoll
drink the wine

of roots and secrets
she is moon, dreaming

she knows where

the sunset bursts best

where wildflowers

twine west into crimson stars
wind wuthers about her words

if you know her

she will invite you in
spin you poems

make you ginger tea

if only you can find her

Carole Johnston, USA
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juniper

suddenly

wild juniper

on the wind

and | am sitting with him
on canyon sandstone

such a long way

down to the river

far below

and still the scrubby trees
cling to the stone

he sings

watching the eagles
high above

another lost love

and juniper on the wind

Joy McCall, UK
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Curtain in Sunlight, with a Breeze

Dreamland . . .
the breeze there
came with me
and blows now
in the curtain.

The border

between one thing
and the other:

life the dream,

death the awakening.

A simple idea,

but how do | know?
With a finger

| touch the curtain,
making a dimple.

| have seen whales
passing down the coast
do the same thing,

a dimple on the water
marking where they dived.

When | reached 60

I knew the short march

had begund

the one to the mountain pass
that will be my exit.
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| am thankful

there appears no steepness
to the sloped

so far, the short march

has been easy.

The trees are thinning,
however, and | note,
while the light is brighter
and my vision clearer,
the air depletes me.

So that is itd

there is this curtain
made of sunlight
and a breeze.

Life is the dream.

Michael McClintock, USA
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Remember

remember when

a dissonant chord
was bold and new
how the earth

has suffered since

once in a while

| am reminded

of great exploits
being a millionaire
is such old news

| can barely
remember my youth
being a boy

with glasses

was such a hindrance

ltés so easy
to forget the bad

orisit

when you need

to connect the dots

another fall day
the trees are bare
just days

after the storm
with your name

| stretch my arms
hoping to regain
what | lost

my fingers almost
touching the future

Mike Montreuil, Canada
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Stone Circles: Labrador

~ in memory of Leonard Budgell who was born in Labrador and who wanted to
show it to me. After he died | did get to see many of the places he loved.

this is where you lived

among HeHsonds hi
here the garden

the graveyard

its picket fence

the Torngat mountains rear
like mythical monsters
skies of lemon

and salmon

take away their bite

storm clouds lift

on the beach at Iron Strand
roseroot sedum glistens
the shorewater

settles

caribou scapula

by an iron-red pool

in this valley

stone circles that anchored
thule hide tents

fine-bundled hay

the scat of a bear

that has lunched on grass
an ursine artifact

song of the day
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at Saglek Harbour

no one left now

to listen for

the almost noiseless feet
of caribou on muskeg

glacier-worn mountains
one behind the other
you spent evenings
absorbing the order

in this solitude

languish languid limpid livid
you loved words

they came tripping out

like spring brook water
lively

in this small cave

you ate with a friend

it was dark

all you could see were
his strong Inuit teeth

you must have noticed

and forgotten to say

how water-drops on horsetalil
form perfect globes,

capture the lowering sun

whoever is in this stone grave
how i envy him

he will never have to leave
the Labrador

or these sunsets

Claudia Coutu Radmore, Canada

81



How

the kid now
nineteen can cast
so much light

so much shade
my seed

my pursuit

my indiscretion

my blood, bones,
swollen mood

when it rains | wonder

did she do more

than push, scream,
screw me

up in a paper ball

his new middle names

| pretend to forget
the school he left
with birch scars
the church he visits
with rubber walls

Brendan Slater, UK
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Into Dusk

Anne Benjamin, Australia
& Yvonne Hales, Australia

| follow my shadow
along the afternoon
towards dusk

we meet on the steps
at the Opera

by the Harbour
night hums phosphorescent
with voices

mooring lines creak
at the vaporetto stop,
waiting

in half-light
only the breath of Bora*

sighs . ..
reliving moments
when you took the lead

*Gusty wind of the Adriatic region
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Imprint
~ for Martin Lucas

Beverley George, Australia
& David Terelinck, Australia

seashell game
lifting one, then another
fading imprint

the memory
of migrating geese

far side of the river
flicker of a cyclist
between trees

woodsmoked
the ripple of leaves
on unfelt wind

clouds close behind
a soaring gull

just beyond
where the horizon curves,
that patch of blue . . .
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Brief Encounter

Carol Judkins, USA
& David Terelinck, Australia

crimson morningd
the sounds of autumn
in leaf-fall

asking the question
the hospice nurse canét

all hallows moon
children dressed as ghosts
passing by

Ouija board . . .
never enough time
to sayefiboluo

a Brief Encounter
with tissues and hot tea

bluebird song
the sepia tones of winter
fading away
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Pulling Weeds

David Terelinck, Australia
& Beverley George, Australia

pink ribbon dayd
icing every cupcake
with hope

a swirl of skylarks
on the dress he buys for her

on the swings
all the children they
will never have

second opinion . . .
back and forth through magazines
not reading a word

holidays ads
and the wash of Muzak

suddenly precious . . .
pots & pans and pulling weeds
the humdrum of each day

86



autumn prayers

i release them

silently

the last ginkgo leaf
surrenders to the wind

Pamela A. Babusci 2014

pressed & ink printed ginkgo leaf
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Chil ddéos Play Back Then

Michelle Brock, Australia
& Kathy Kituai, Australia

crazed and chipped

beside the vintage teapot
grandés opi e vent
secrets traded in the kitchen
over rolling pins and pastry

granddaughter

flour smudged on her cheek
kneads scone-dough
seldom rolled, egg washed
or baked in a woodstove

new yea& 6 s eve

laughing with family

around the table

sonds girlfriend teaches us
to fold Chinese dumplings

Friday night chips

warm in hewspaper

Dar reads out

|l ast weelbdschfrest i
before that rush of steam

rising mist

tracking fatherés footsteps
across the paddockd

childds play back then

telling toadstools from mushrooms
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brown onions

pickled in malt vinegar

I taste mumos
time and time again

in my imagination

steak and onions

sizzling in the pand

dad waltzes mum

around the kitchen

t o -rérabboom-de-ay 6

cup of tea

sipped in silence . . .

on the hearth

where he cooked for her
the kettle singing
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Undercurrents

Jan Foster, Australia
& Anne Benjamin, Australia

gold flashes

as fish dart beneath
water-lilies

| catch a rare glimpse
of your hidden depths

westerly winds

split the sunlight

on the water

my sense of purpose
. shifts

joy and paind

in his new daughter 6 s f ace
a reflection

of her mother

lost in childbirth

through the shiver

of old glass windows

lives shiftd

gone, the men who dared build here
gone, their clear views to the sea

diamonds wink

from the surface of the bay
treasure

beckoning those

with seawater in their veins
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decay

Sanford Goldstein, USA
Joy McCall, UK

| am

an old-timer
laid out

to rot

in the sun

without
erosion

and decay
nothing new
can grow

my body
decays

and my mind,
so what else
is new?

the soul
emerges

and flies

up, away from
the broken shell

life

defeats

the soul,
and | remain
rudderless
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Currents

Patricia J. Machmiller, USA
& Beverly Acuff Momoi, USA

sunflowers

at the edge of the field
looking directionless

the wind moves among them
with a ragged sigh

he despairedd

how would she live?

she needed

no justification for joy

just these days of sun and light

in Brazil

there is that place where
two rivers merge

and they go along as one
half brown, half blue

night light

thousands of fish flashing
beneath the blue

so much undiscovered
so much still to see

in receding surf

sand dollars, uncovered
broken and worn . . .
partial excavations

of a lost city

out of sync

different worlds inhabiting
the same space

stars in the river of heaven
a halo over the mountain
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Shizuka *

tranquillity, serenity, stillness, contemplative silence

Patricia Prime, New Zealand
& Giselle Maya, France

autumn afternoon

in the art gallery
whispering voices

in front of the canvasses
of water lilies by Monet

cicada pines

silent now in late winter

silver sky

painted by snowflakes

waking with poems in my heart

he brings me a gift

of mandarins and persimmons
| arrange them

on the windowsill

to ripen in the sun

heralding spring

the cuckoods voice from the
| visit a garden

learn how best to plant

a strawberry patch

because of the bare trees

with their creaky branches

| notice

a young woman on a park bench
singing softly to herself
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bamboo shoots

surface among asparagus
by leaps and bounds

they create a fence to shield
this tranquil sanctuary

so vibrant

the rainbow arc

in the west

an unforgotten dream
remains in my heart

Katsura palace

with auspicious sites

for moonviewing

window wide open | wait

for the mountain crestbs gl o\

the time of youth

is past and gone
leaving me

clinging to memories
drifts of cherry blossom

everything is still

but for the candlebs flicker
antlered reindeer

traced in manganese and ochre

vanish into the clouds

*This is the Emperor of Japands choser
many people will write tanka on this topic in Japan.
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salvo

Brian Zimmer, USA
& Joy McCall, UK

| strike

the arrogance of fear
weapons

honed and poised

at every border

hiding, huddled

behind the walls
| listend

his voice, rising

against the wind

a secret spell
forgotten until needed
the chest opens

a luminous moon
rises from the seabed

pale light

shatters on the stone
shards in my hair

my mind pierced, sweet
with seasalt and sorrow

those shards

are your arsenal

by lunar glow

your hair flies sharp

to wound the surging tides
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Tanka Prose
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A Retraction
Matthew Caretti, USA

How it must feel to be the last of your kind. No shared migrations, no
annual setting off. Only coming ashore. Into the truest sense
of alone.

He was then living already for some greater death. Centuries had
been predicted, hoped for, though he fell far short. Could he sense
the thinness of his being and resist no longer? How does the
word extinct translate to a feeling?

Lonesome George will die three deaths. The physical end came with
the cessation of a heartbeat. Then the burial by a few keepers. But
the final deathd the last time his name is spokend could take
generations.

with the tide

memory returns

an empty shell

tosses about in the silt
of fading evening light

Note: Lonesome George was the last of the Pinta Island tortoises. His first death came on June
24, 2012.
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Evolution of a painting
Janet Lynn Davis, USA

wispy roots

between my fingersd
souvenirs

of aloe and kalanchoe
from her garden to mine

How to include the right touch of light? And choose the most-fitting
hues? Once | settle on palette and mood, then create my scene with
brush and oils, the story appears to change.

My choices now: Leave things as they are. Or instead, modify my
canvas, dabbing muddy shades on top of clearer -colors,
accepting that | may not be able to go back.

souvenirs

from her garden to mined
ragged roots

of aloe and kalanchoe,

my mother's mind in tatters
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Y
Seren Fargo, USA

The ridicule and bullying happened in school as well as at home.
| later told my mother that it was a good thing | was born a female,
and therefore more likely to take my anger out on myself instead of
others, for if | was a male, | would certainly have wound up in jail.

another

school shooting
the other students
say only

that he was shy
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Atonality
Ignatius Fay, Canada

The argument is about his kids versus her kids. Her anger changes
focus when she sees him preparing to install his homemade speakers
on top of the kitchen cupboards. He has labored long, usually late in
the evening, to build these two small cabinets. They look good and
sound okay, despite being thin plywood covered by an adhesive
veneer.

jealous

of his other love

she resents

any time or attention
he spends on music

She accuses and belittles until he loses his temper. Rather than strike
her, he throws the speakers down the stairs. One bounces and lands
on the basement floor unharmed. The other breaks into several
pieces. A little later, he puts them both in his workshop garbage can.

midnight

the house has gone
quiet

getting out of bed

| retrieve the wreckage

At 6 a.m., | put both speakers on the kitchen table and go back to
bed. The repair work is barely noticeable. The sounds of Glenn Miller
play softly from above the cupboards during breakfast.

whistling softly

Dad nods without comment
half smiling

music with our meals

for twenty-five years
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Tea Rose
Gerry Jacobson, Australia

The petals droop into my teacup. The rose rests on its side but rose . .
. Rose ... Rosa reverberates in my body. My heart. My brain. The
love of my life. This three year old monkey who cries and sings and
throws ferocious tantrums and dances and plays and hits her baby
brother.

my sixty-eighth year . . .
will granddaughter

just born

fill the rest of my days
with delight and wonder

I pick up the rose. Itbés al most scen
I tés a tldedadsr s en.k. So ar e lidisethist wo
morning, both colour-stereotyped.

our café

full of prams

and toddlersd
the Little Ones
slurp their babycinos

Rosai s of ten pi nk, but we try and v
daughter. 6 | saw her get dressed t
with me. | helped her out of her pyjama bear suit. She wandered
around naked deliberating which undies to wear. Eventually, c ou | dn 6t
decide, so she put on two, the yellow and the pink, followed by two

pairs of tights. Several dresses were hanging there. She chose three

and put them on, one on top of another. | commented on her bare

armsd it was a cold morningd so she put on a long-sleeved skivvy

over the three dresses. A padded jacket followed by a rain-cape
completed her outfit. Off we waddled to splash in puddles in the park.
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lifting her up

lean lithe bodyd to watch
the cement mixerd
pouring out my love
setting it in concrete

The rose seems t o be unfurling,
willRosaunf ur | ? Il &m consci ous thatl |
doubt that 10611 see hwstofjjawow up. | ¢

Aut hor 6:s TNhoe et anka 61 i fting Ribbons,6,R2201@as first pu
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After Reading Joy Harjo
M. Kei, USA

the day rides

a splintered horse
and leaves

a trail of barbed wire
in my heart

And then | wished | could write poetry like the Native Americans |
admire.
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East & West
Gary LeBel, USA

1. An Idyll and a Painting Lesson

At first light

a scent of ash rises

from sleep-mussed haird
through what worlds

can she be voyaging?

A child might express the beauty of this place with three loaded
brushstrokes of blue, yellow and green. We are the only campers
round a tarn that lies under Mou n t Lassenb6s vol
fires last night or the night before, a starry, intimidating dark.

Today sheds up to her thighs in
that would somehow make her invisible. As the wild deer wade in a
few yards away, she creeps stealthily in after them but they keep their
distance; | watch from the campsite.

Deep in flowers

we make love in a woodland meadow
the only blossom

we can give to Kypris

that never dies . . .

Yesterday, near twilight, we had come upon a clearing where a herd
of deer had gathered. The tension they forged was exquisite, for they
were the architects of a moment so taut and fragile that any stray
noise would have shattered it instantly: how idyllic their days must be
when predator slsewhereent s bl ow e

The herd had allowed their young to venture freely outside their
immediate domain, though I'm certain they knew we were there.
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All night long

the owl s somber voice
reminds us

that the forest is speaking

and we are to listen

While the trusty bloodhound of her Nikon leads her along in the lake,
thereds a brisk movement behind me
breath, become a statue. Its timid neck stretches out towards me,
something | sense viscerally but cannot see. Drawing closer, its
hooves step shyly on the ashen ground . . . it sniffs an ear . . . its nose
hairs brush my earlobe . . . its grassy breath a warm and sour mash . .

and then itds gone. Now | 611 have

Take a housepainteroés brush
dipped in eggshell blue

and make a long and easy stroke

then pour the light of California

straight from the jar.

Note: 6 Ky piganathér name for Aphrodite.

* k%
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2. Village

6Maine knows you,
Hasfor years and years?d
& Amy Lowell, Lilacs

You can drive straight through, or you can get out of your car and

listen from the bridge as the Dyer and Sheepscot Rivers flow
seamlessly into one. Ever headed elsewhere, | had always wanted

to stop here one day, and today, almost a half century later, | do. For

the impatient summer travel er, t he
fine old homes, a whiff of brackishness and a bridge to cross . . . but

O what light!

Venerable oak,

how long have you stood sentry here

to these mingling waters

mar king each decadeb6s passage
with a knot?

Since the heart of Maine beats in every inch you love, | lay down my
ruler in Sheepscot. Aside from the
looks changed after all this time. Walking through a place instead of

driving is like swimming instead of rowing: when you take the time to

go about on foot, the bay you hardly glanced at parts its dazzling lips

and like a rhapsode sings of its long Abenakipast t o anyon:«
listen,

or this slower, keener mode of seeing might yield a spray of delicate
yell ow fl owers shaped | ike buttons
by years of rains and snows to a burnished silver, the play of light

inside its Spartan room, a harvest never lean.

Marble temples,

Druidic circles, moldy castles & cobbled lanes

of rain-washed blood

yet 1 6m still hunting for | ocal
in tide-flats, hills and rivers

Next to the village grange hall stands a map with dates and place
names : al |l its facts are food for t
place that offers up itself so unconditionally.

107






