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the duck’s wake




evening drizzle
moonlit clrops grow slowly
on the bare clogwoocl

in the sun
before tlley seep
the glow of raindrops

a genlle rain
and now and again

a claerry blossom



into the reeds

the duck’s wake
slowly s]ips

and around the bend

all desire




a breeze tlu'ough marsh grass
into a basket of sun

the clank of oysters

morning fog—
a gull lets loose
the clam shell



—

moving toget}ler
the woodrush and the fawn’s nose
a hushed summer lareeze

a wl'u'te owl
steals a clream

Llrle waning moon

on the l'u'lltop
clear day all around

the red-tailed hawk



light spring rain
the sound of an airplane

circling above the clouds



just in time —
the tide returns to fill
with shadows from the pier

abandoned garden
doves and clry spigot
drenched in morning light

waving me
from the formal gar(len

that one wild aster



in a curve of light

the crash and spray

of the full-moon tide;
for a moment with arms crossed
the power of my youth

into darkness
last trace of the temple gong—
a sl'looting star



clock’s ticlzing——
the still order of books
pi]ecl on shelves

awaiting nigl'ltfa“—
an iron gate
and its rusted latch



vnld rose—

on the thorn's tip
a bead of blood

another dream beside me in your own



you say _
you don't love me
yet ladng me

the scent

of your skin

her eyes

drift to someone else
but her [an, her fan
floats me

perfume from her hair



with the last snow _
souncling clear in mountain streams,
how will I endure

these long days without their touch—

your bare arms in warm spring sun?

a slit in the shade

and the moon so easily slips
while _lln'oug]'l all these years
i've yet to penetrate

the mystery in your arms




daytlreaming i
you pass t}u'ough
the scent of peacl'les



a llawlz's glic]e i

on and on

the clear mountain stream



loolzing out
and ]Jeyoncl—

ocean sunrise

the boundless sea —
a flying fish

has just spanned it



Lrewing tea
a long way across the river

someone coolzing rice



ignored completely—
cluring the dinner party

a moose on tl'xe wall

dinner guests croa],zing
narrow world views —

a song from the tree frog
awakens me

to shimmering stars



morning dew
sparrows sett]e

without song

in the dew (lrop
atop every blade of grass

the pale morning sun

autumn sunset —
a l)erry l)elween []‘Le toes
of a titmouse



e



spring mist . . .
bend of the mare's neck

over the meadow

heat-]aowed grass—
the mare’s neck moist
in the willow shade

evening approaches
from pine grove to meadow

llle slow step of cows



clo;icls rou_ m-- I
the ﬂow of silt Jown
 the dry cock bed



Near Silence

(rengay with ]olm Stevenson)

near silence

a gale in the willow

{ar IJEIOW

on pine needles fallen

tlme murmur 0[ lovers

a mountain stream
grows quiet

approaclling the lake

a thrush aligllls
between us, a flow of words
unspo]zen

pause in the story

. . mice in the walls

chrysanthemum
white pelals unfold
into nighl

j8

jw

j8

jw



Gravestones
(rengay with Michael Dylan Welcl’l)

snowdrops*
louclling the wind-worn name

of her son jw

wafted l)y the breeze . . .
sprinkler spray mdw

a prayer in the rain
and then another

blossom from the plum jw

a rusted bucket
l)y the groum]s]:zcepcr's shed

. . . a passsing clogd mdw

po"en fills a rift

in the gravestone jw

bird song fades

into the cherry’s scent

she reaches for my hand . mdw



TWO Blue BEIIS Blossom
(rengay with Nir Bhao Khalsa)

before you leave
we sPea]z of Jeat]‘l

and plant petennials

in spring resurrected

a woman an(l her l)rotl*ler

newly risen
a hosta leaf unfurls
to touch the foxglcwe

two blue bells blossom
that shall in winter slumber

side l)y side

frosted wind chimes
over the sllee!.erapcd bed

flower, [ruit, and seed
lraus[orm as we

Lleepen, emerge, scaller

nbk

jw

nbk

jw

nbk



with a setting sun

the mountain stream takes

a Luttercup along

droppecl from the ln'idge that took you
this c]ay- and seven springs



leaming
notl'xing
at I
the
Zendo

leaving
as i came;
down the pal])

alo ne
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