ATLAS
POETICA

A Journal of World “lanka

Number 28

M. Kei, editor
toki, editorial assistant

2017
Keibooks, Perryville, Maryland, USA



KEIBOOKS
P O Box 516
Perryville, Maryland, USA 21903
AtlasPoetica.org

Atlas Poetica
A Journal of World Tanka

Copyright © 2017 by Keibooks

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems without permission in writing
from the publisher, except by reviewers and scholars who may quote brief passages. See our

EDUCATIONAL USE NOTICE.

Atlas Poetica : A Journal of World 1anka, an organic print and e-journal published at least three times a year.
Atlas Poetica 1s dedicated to publishing and promoting world tanka literature, including tanka, kyoka,
gogyoshi, tanka prose, tanka sequences, shaped tanka, sedoka, mondo, cherita, zuihitsu, ryuka, and
other variations and innovations in the field of tanka. We do not publish haiku, except as incidental to a
tanka collage or other mixed form work.

Atlas Poetica 1s interested in all verse of high quality, but our preference is for tanka literature that is
authentic to the environment and experience of the poet. While we will consider tanka in the classical
Japanese style, our preference is for fresh, forward-looking tanka that engages with the world as it is. We

are willing to consider experiments and explorations as well as traditional approaches.

In addition to verse, Atlas Poetica publishes articles, essays, reviews, interviews, letters to the editor, etc.,
related to tanka literature. Tanka in translation from around the world are welcome in the journal.

Published by Keibooks

ISBN-13: 978-1545499870
ISBN-10: 154549987X

Also available for Kindle

AtlasPoetica.org



TABLE OF CONTENTS

Editorial
Educational Use Notice.........ccccovvverieeeennnnen. 92
A Grumpy Edito;, M. Kel......ccooevvinviniininnn. )
Poetry
Alexis Rotella......occveeeeciieiiiiiiiiiiieeeiee e, 7
Amelia Fielden..........c..ccoovviiiiiinii 8,9
Andy McCGall .......cocoviiniiniiiiiiiiiiciicice 9
Autumn Noelle Hall ..........c.cocooeviiniinninn. 10
Beth Gobeil .......cocovveviieiieiieiecee e, 75
Bob LUcKky...co.coovevininieiniinccicncccecc 10
Bruce England........cocoeieiiiiiiiiiniiniine. 11
Carrie Hradecki ......cccoovveeiiiiiiiii 75
Carla Braidek .......cocovvieviiiiiiiiiieieeee, 75
Carole Harrison ..........ccceeeivevcieenieenieenienns 12
Charles Tarlton........ccccoeevevieeeicineen, 13, 14, 15
Chris Cole....oouiiiiieiiieeiiieee e 17
Christine ShooK.......ccccveeveiiieniiiieeiiee e, 16
Debbie Strange.......ccocceeveeveeneeneeneeneeneenne. 17
Denise Wilkinson ........c.coccceevveeenieenieenneenne 75
Diana Webb......ccoooveiiiiiieeee, 76
Don Miller......oocvveviieeiieiiiecie e, 19
Don Wentworth .........ccoeeeviiiiiiniiiiieeeee, 34
Elizabeth Spencer Spragins.........c..ccccceeueeee. 20
Frances Black..........ccooooiiiiiiiiiiiie 18
Frances Carleton...........ccccoevvevciiniiniiennen. 18
Genie Nakano ......cccoeveeveeiieecieicieeieee 21
Geoffrey Winch......ccceoeviiiiiiiiiiiiice 22
Gerry Jacobson.......coceveviveenenincnnenne. 12, 22
Ignatius Fay .....cocoveeniinieniiiiiciccecee, 23
Jan Foster ..o 9
Jan Wood .....cooiiiiiiiii 75
Janet Lynn Davis .....cooceeveeniiniinininenene. 24
John Gonzalez .........ccccceveeniiniiniininceneene 25
Joy McCall...26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34,
38, 74,75
Kath Abela Wilson ........ccccooooveeinninnennnn. 35, 36
Kim Kusak ...oocoovviiiiiiii, 75
Kyle D. Craig......ccocceveenieneininiiieece 36, 37
Laurie Lynn Muirhead.......ccccoocoiininnnne. 75
Liam WIilKinson.........ccoeevvvviieeeniciiineeeenn. 38, 39
Lorne Henry....c.ccoooeevieniiiinniiiiicenee 40, 41
Lynda Monahan.........ccecceeveeveeniencincencnnne. 75
M. Kel oo 5,42,43,77

Malintha Perera..........cccoeeevvvvieiiiiinnnne... 44,45
Marilyn Humbert.........c.ccoeee.e.. 46, 47, 48, 68
Marshall Bood.......ccooovveiiiiiiiiiiiiieee, 48
Matsukaze........cooovveeiiiiieiiiiieeeeeee 48, 52
Maxianne Berger........coocevveenienicninencnn. 33
Michael H. Lester........cccccceevveeennn... 54,55, 56
Mira N. Mataric ....cceeeveereeenieeinieenieeneeene 56
Patricia Prime .........ccoooviieiiiiinnnn. 57, 85, 87
Paul Mercken ......cccoooeveiiiiiiiiniiiieeeee, 58
Peter F1ore ..cooveeviiiniiiiiiiccccne 29
Richard St. Clair .......ccooeeveiiiiniiniinceenne, 60
Ruth Holzer.......ccoovoieeiiiiiiieice. 59, 60
Ryoh Honda ....c..ccocoeviiiiiiiiiiiiiies 59, 60
Samantha Sirimanne Hyde ...............c.......... 68
Sans NOM ...ooviieiiieeiecece e 75
Sharon Bird .......ccccceeevvinnniiniiiiiinice 75
Susan King ....coocoviiviiiiininiiiincne 76
Tanja Tréek ...ccoovvvviniiiiiiii 69, 71,72
Veryl Coghill........cccovevininienininiiicninee 75
Zack ROZOW....cocuiiviiiiiiiiiiiiiiciciccccce 77
Articles
Atlas Poetica’s Editorial Philosophy, M. Ket ........ 77
Take Five: The Sound Structure and Dynamics of
Ryuka, Ryoh Honda.......c.coccooviriiiniinnnnnn. 85
Review: A Temple Bell Sounds, reviewed by
Patricia Prime........ccoccoviniinininnnnn. 85
Review: A Shared Umbrella, reviewed by Patricia
Prime.....cooeiniiniiii 87

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 ¢ Page 3






A Grumpy Editor

M. Kei, Editor

Last issue was an amazing outpouring of
cherita which saw both a special feature at
AtlasPoetica.org and the establishment of a new
journal dedicated entirely to cherita. So many
cherita were sent that it backed up the usual
submissions, many of which are in this issue, and
others of which will appear in the next issue. It
was also plagued by a variety of problems, both
technical and literary, as well as complications
due to some health problems of my own. Atlas
Poetica 1s a huge project: each issue contains as
much material as three anthologies or a dozen
chapbooks.

Accordingly, I have decided to make some
changes. For one, I'm going to be a lot less
tolerant of people who don’t follow the
guidelines. For example, every issue has
submissions that don’t include a biography.
Meaning, I have to hunt them down, and/or wait
for the poet to get around to sending them. Some
submitters may find their work getting rejected
due to a lack of biography. Likewise, people send
submissions to my other email addresses,
apparently thinking if they email me at home or
work it will let them jump the line and get an
answer sooner. Don’t do that.

Another frequently disrespected guideline is
for no unsolicited attachments. If you have
material that you think might not format
properly in email, include a note about it in the
email. The attachment that works just fine on
your computer will not necessarily work on mine,
especially if it uses a non-Latin font. If I like
what I see, I'll send instructions on what sort of
attachment I require.

I occasionally get very large submissions over
40 tanka in length. ATPO does publish chapbook
length submissions, but inquire first. Send me a
sample of the work, tell me how long the work is
and any other relevant information. I'll let you
know if I'm interested in seeing the whole thing
and how I want to receive it.

We all make typos, so I actually appreciate
true corrections, highlighted in red with an
explanation. What I don’t appreciate are
revisions. The time for revision is before you
submit. Give yourself the time to let the poem
steep and percolate. I can tell when poets have
written something, and flush with the excitement
of creation, send it to me immediately. While I
appreciate the enthusiasm, it often happens that
upon reflection you will realize that this poem is
not the thrill you thought it was. When you are
fresh in the composition, you know what you
meant, but that has not necessarily transferred to
paper. If you look at it a few weeks later, you’ll
realize what’s missing and can revise.

Something to keep in mind when revising is
that very often the revisions I receive suck the life
out of a poem. There is such as thing as too
much polish. I look for interesting poems, not
perfect ones. I have articulated the ATPO
editorial policy at length in my article ‘Atlas
Poetica’s Editorial Philosophy’ in this issue. If you
are puzzled why I publish what I do, I think you
will find it enlightening;

Take time to follow the guidelines. Take time
to revise and correct. Take time to let a poem
steep. Good poems improve with age. ATPO is
not a fly-by-night operation; we’re coming up on
our 10th anniversary. We were founded in 2007
with our first issue in early 2008. This is issue 28.
Even if you miss the current issue, there will be
more.

Lastly, consider purchasing a copy in print or
ebook. The journal is priced affordably and can
be delivered around the world if you buy through
Amazon.

~K~

M. Kei
Editor; Atlas Poetica

Fargo Flood (Winter).
Cover Image courtesy of Earth Observatory, NASA.

<http:/ /eotmages.gsfc.nasa.gov/images/imagerecords/
50000/50054/ fargo_ali_2011092_lrgjpg>
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Cherita

Alexis Rotella

I tell a man

sitting alone
at a table

you look like
the lion
wn the Wizard of Oz

Through a sea

of silver hair
on the wooden floor

I refuse to walk
until the hair cutter
sweeps it up

The comb she dropped

picked up

and used on me

the floor
where feet walked
on spiders, bugs and phlegm

She hates cats

says they are
the devil

patchouli also is bad
the smell of hippies

who never wash

He calls me out

to look at the sky
muted rose in a watercolor wash

the Turner blue
before a storm
a sickly hint of green

She knows I'm tired

yet insists
on taunting me

says after our day’s outing
she could walk
another 20 miles

A poetry reading

scheduled for

Easter afternoon

who will show
but those tired of family
and weekend guests

She has been called

more than once
by her people upstairs

a mother
she didn’t care for
a father who died too young

~Maryland, USA

Alexis Rotella is the author of Lip Prints (a tanka collection, MET
Press, 2007), Alexts has published dozens of books relating to
Japanese forms in English. Her latest hatku collection Between Waves
was published in 2005 by Red Moon Press. She is the current judge for
the Ito-en Hatku Grand Prize Contest. Rotella is also a digital artist
and a practitioner of Classical Acupuncture in Arnold, Maryland.
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From the East

Amelia Fielden

Windy this early winter afternoon,

Wollongong* is luminous in primary colours: green escarpment, green park, blue lagoon, blue
ocean, blue sky . . .

I drift back to the orange dawns I watched through the window beside my bed in a hotel where we
stayed last December.

Slame-coloured

hot over the horizon
those dawns

of my seventy-fifth year

on the coast where I was born

That holiday season just six months ago
still cradled a vestige of hope for our future together.

Jrom the east

comes a strong summer sun:
Christmas Day

wn the Tasman Sea

‘all ts calm, all is bright’

But the new year has brought us not a fresh start, only an ending.
Yet, relaxing into this painterly day, I can see that all is not black and white . . . or even grey.

no more longing,

1 will absorb this loss
m my life

1 have loved so many—
the sun sets, the sun rises

* Wollongong is a small city south of Sydney on the east coast of Australia

~Australia

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 ¢ Page 8



All That Energy

Amelia Fielden & Jan Foster

moon-shone

the playground slide glitters
beside stilled swings—

all that energy

here today, gone tomorrow

laking the lift

instead of the stairs

this race

through life costing me
more than I have to spare

when you and I

played house in the cubby
how innocent

we were of surgeries
nursing homes, and the rest

a visit with my mum

at the aged care home:
she thanks me,

asks who I am

... for the third time

one more shift hour

at the hospice for Mark
then home

to his bedbound partner
and a bottle of red

a flight of pelicans
wings its way

across the horizon
stitching a neat seam
through tangerine sunset

~Australia

Atlas

Poetica

Ryuka

Andy McCall

I walk a desolate path

footsteps weary in the dust

I long for signs of life, but bleak
the horizons beckon

Andy McQCall

when gentle rain

is falling, I cry

one life lost

another just begun—
where is courage?

~Norwich, England

Andy lives with his wife Joy in Norwich. He works for the local
council. He struggles but finds happiness in nature, old movies,
motorbikes and sweet food.

Amelia Fielden is an Australian. She is a professional translator of
Japanese literature, and an enthusiastic writer of tanka in English.
Seven of Amelia’s solo tanka collections have been published, and a

Jurther six books of tanka collaborations.

jan Foster; a_former English teaches; lwes with her husband in Geelong,
Australia. Her tanka, tanka prose, hatku, haibun and responsiwe
sequences have been published in journals in Japan, USA, New
Lealand, Britain, Canada and Australia, as well as online in Lynx
and A Hundred Gourds. She is the founder of the Bottlebrush Tanka
Group (Sydney) and the Breathstream Tanka Group (Geelong). Her
Javourite things, apart from writing with her responswe sequence
partners, are her grandchildren, a good book to read, a cryptic crossword
lo conquer and a samurar Sudoku to solve.
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Mapping the Genome

Autumn Noelle Hall

ice blue

shot through with sparks of light
my daughter’s eyes

just -1.5 away

from legally blind

black snakes

coiling, doubling down
through DNA

a helix of anxiety

and depression

a stroke

of bad luck

Dad taken

the way of all

his Czech ancestry

despite
remembering history
we are doomed

to repeat it

genetic inheritance

what might manifest?
arthritis? myeloma?
all I know

poetry, too

resides in my bones

~Green Mountain Falls, Colorado, USA

For Ribbons Tanka Prose Editor Autumn Noelle Hall, tanka holds
memory, emotion, people and place. Like her cabin in the Colorado
mountains, 1t ts home to husband, daughters, wild birds, waterfalls, an
australian shepherd and the deer he trails, bears and mountain lions and
their tracks through the snow. But tanka is also a_form of reckoning and
reconctliation, a way to truly see and make sense of the world. Much
like her camera, tanka s Autumn’s lens on life.

Ryuka

Bob Lucky

a yellow moon rises across

the lake we used to dream upon—
I'imagine we both left thoughts
unspoken and adrift

free Thursdays at the museum—
a docent explains a new trend;

in the café, the barista

hides behind hissing steam

another doctor’s visit planned;

best not to make too many plans—
in the park cherry blossoms fall
into the saddest songs

even in this heat the bulbuls
continue to sing to the sky;
the gods have given up on us,
our prayers ask for too much

my mother in the hospital again
reminding me not to forget

the emptiness of everything—
who folds first in this game?

each beer a little tastier,

thoughts of you have begun to blur;
in the morning I'll try again

to put you in focus

~Saudi Arabia

Bob Lucky s the content editor at Contemporary Haibun Online and
the author of Ethiopian Time. He currently lives in Jubail, Saudi
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Sedoka

Bruce England

Do you ponder

electrons in beautiful things?
do you search moments

for unseen meanings?

have you tried to take love
apart to see how it works?

In our family

we commonly had
The Holy Bible
(King James Version)
a'TV Guide

a phone book

What could have been

my life had I been,

like my brother and friend,
a postal worker?

perhaps, two sets of kids
by two ex-wives

My barrack days

a long remembrance of
moving in and out of rooms

in boarding houses,

shared apartments, houses, and
tides of people swept away

~California, USA

Bruce England

In my condo

paging through my newest book
on small houses

it’s my own special kind

of photographic porn

Both of us
wine-soaked to excess
sucking each

other’s tongues as

if they could come

My fingers tug

the belt loops on her pants
she is now repackaged

we are both weirdly wrapped
after being naked in bed

Never, ever,

say to a woman

it’s me or your pet,

unless you absolutely know
the answer will set you free

The open stretch

of her mouth, the folds
around her face look
like she is weeping
when she 1s laughing

Veblen, a small town

a main street, some side streets
any direction

a short walk to the prairie,

the staring-through-you wilderness
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My heart breaks

for their border collie

he needs a job

he ends up herding

their two-year old daughter

Often borderline

but when life is great
winds blow open
doors and windows
my naked life trembles

There’s company
on the road between
birth and death

just all alone
together

At my age now

when I buy something
durable

I think this could be

the last one

Smoking cigars

on the porch

how perfect
everything is
including our deaths

response to Pete Lee, Hatku 21, Lee Gurga and Scott Metz, editors

~California, USA

Carole Harrison enjoys a combination of photography, walking and
writing. Living on the South Coast of NSW, her love of Spain and all
things camino combines well with her attemplts to live in the moment
through poetry. Journals and anthologies she has been published in
include Eucalypt, Ribbons, Skylark, Moonbathing, Atlas Poetica and
Bright Stars. Carole’s tanka ‘trees bask’ first published in All You Need
15 Love,” ed. Amelia Fielden, Gininderra Press, 2014

Gerry Jacobson lives in Canberra, Australia, and writes tanka in its
cafes. He cycles, grows vegetables and prays for rain. He also frequents
cafes and hangs out with grandchildren in Sydney’s inner west and
Stockholm’s inner north.

Through the Arch

Carole Harrison & Gerry Jacobson

trees bask

in each other’s reflections . . .
the bitter-sweet tears

of a Camino ending,

emails exchanged at dawn

1ts four years now, and I couldn’t go again. My
body’s not up to it. Only just made i, that pilgrim
experience. Setting off to walk 1000 miles. Travelling
light. Tee shirt and shorts. Just one change. A tiny
daypack. No maps or dictionaries. Couldn’t carry them.

And those two companions. How we bonded. How
we came unstuck. And the afiermath? Bitter-sweet tears?
She got up from the table, shouldered her pack, smiled at
me. “Buen Camino!” she said, and walked off 1 heard
that she got there.

When I got home, I would still wake at 5 each
morning, grab the sticks, set off to walk around the lake,
over Black Mountain into Ciwic. But I never got to
Santiago de Compostela.

last few mules
on a hot afternoon
head down

right foot . . . lefi foot
trudging . . . hopeful

Back then, it was all so easy to make a
decision and fly with it. We had time, all the time
in the world. We sang and danced, worked and
played, made love in the sun. Now it rains and
rains and we feel clouded by choices, by places,
possibilities and by each other’s frailty.

through the arch

a vell of raindrops . . .

seeking direction,

the solitary Mozarabe*

or Seville, perhaps new friends
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Instead, we travel back to the past, to a city of
old memories, secking refuge from things too big
to control. We remember old friends. He was the
gentle giant, a lover of all things Spanish, sharing
the way, walking flooded paths then too, never
really escaping the Camino. Does rain change
the way we dream? Does it change the colour of
our memories?

We walk together, yet alone, each with our
own thoughts, seeing the same things through
different spectacles.

footsteps

across a lavender day—
a rising

tide of birdsong

after the storm

Journey ends—my ‘nner camino’——in the warm
water of a Sydney swimming pool. Why did I run away?
Some sort of insight now. It’s ancient stuff that comes up.
Dark, deep buried, dormant in my psyche for fifty years.
Nothing really to do with Spain or fellow pilgrims. That
Just set the scene, that and a bit of stress, for a touch of
msanity.

Those events i my early life, where I stifled my
emotions. The death of my father I was thirteen and
didn’t really grieve. Stiff upper lip. But even now that
recurrent dream that he’s still alive. And being dumped by
that first girlfriend, when I was about twenty. A facade of
not caring, not being affected.

Jrom Labouheyre

to Cap de Pin

swealing

down the road to Spain

my shadow walks beside me

* Mozarabe: an ancient pilgrimage route from the south of Spain
to Santiago de Compostela.

~France and Spain

What Do the Oceans Mean,
Exactly?

Charles Tarlton

She sang beyond the genius of the sea.
T he water never formed to mind or voice . . .
~Wallace Stevens

Walking barefoot on the beach in the early
morning in about an inch of water, I wanted to
write a poem of the ocean, but my efforts only
sank in the ocean’s distant, wet obscurity. Of
course, the sea contains nearly all of the world’s
water, water flowing over rocks, and water racing
up, swallowing the sand. Its chest swells and
withdraws, swells and withdraws, sighing and
wheezing in an odd savage rhythm. Like the sky
or a distant range of red and blue mountains, it
invites looking at, but divulges nothing. Try to
pull it into your thoughts, make it reveal
something.

write meaning into

dead jellyfish in the sand
create metaphors

call them by another name
make them important to us

so we might christen
oceans— Mananndn mac Lir
put a smile or frown

on the gods of stormy tides
make them friends or enemies

we see the oceans

feed off the land, suck mountains
dry, leave us deserts

and only when we have stood
looking out to sea, can we know

~Watch Hill, Rhode Island, USA
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Down By the Ocean

Charles Tarlton

1o withdraw into their own thoughts
Or stare into space as if 1t were a mirror?
~Charles Simic

“When you look into the abyss,” Nietzsche
said, laughing, “the abyss looks back.” So it is
with the ocean when we’re standing on the shore
and looking out. We see so little of it, only to the
horizon, but we know from books that it goes all
the way to France, in one direction, Namibia in
another. Set the Portuguese fisherman atop a
giant swell weeks from home or, like the
Daughters of Danaus, empty the seas with your
cup. Only a dream of the sea can estimate its
meaning.

waves come up over

the rocks from two directions
where they intersect

it makes a contradiction. Draws
Xs all the way to the swash

all along the beach

the withdrawing sea leaves furrows
of the most annular

forms, the lost psychology

of worm trails in the wet sand

jagged rocks rise up

in the failing tide, make a
moonscape of mountains

and canyons, cratered with tide pools
mystery all around them

~Harvey’s Beach, Old Saybrook, Connecticut, USA

End of Summer, York
Harbor, Maine

Charles Tarlton

But more suddenly the heaven rolled

1ts bluest sea-clouds in the thinking green,
And the nakedness became the broadest blooms,
Mile-mallows that a mallow sun cajoled.
~Wallace Stevens

Like lead when it is liquid, where the sea
strikes out to the bottom of the sky, where it stops
there in its pure reflection. I see a tiny speck of
sailboat exactly on the level where sea and sky
meet, and the pale sky rises. Just now the tide is
out, the sand of the beach is wide and flat, hard
enough for easy walking. The onshore wind has a
snap to it and ruffles the rented orange umbrellas
to the left and right of me. You can’t catch the
wind, taste the smell of salt, or realize the depths
of the sea’s indifference.

independent is

a very odd way to be

I watch a small child

indifferent to everything

make a game out of bent straws

I read this morning

about a big Italian earthquake
seems rocks and stones are
vying with the oceans for
unpredictability

disregard the wave’s

caresses, refuse its embrace
look how the sand moves
under your feet; a light tugging
meant to pull you out to sea

~York Harbor, Maine, USA
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Notes Found on the Bus

Charles Tarlton

The water drives a wedge
of iron through the iron edge . . .
~Marianne Moore

“Read the world,” she said “Understand the
grammar of the fallen sparrow, reciprocity of the black

spindle of burned Redwood, conjugate the dead fish in the

welted bound.”

sea logic’s larders

vandalized, spill their contents
of insubordination

over the dipping bow. He
re-entered his plea

of heavy provocation

and made me do it,

made the men below decks sing
their bouncy chanteys.

here’s an orchid

just where it’s white pale

yellow in the center; this

one’s plastic and silk and stands
up to roughest use.

O, beholder in whose sight

Judgment lies, its cold untruths, lLps and fingers

Jollow falsely, hand over hand.

In my mghtmare of dark and unfamiliar shapes,
something reached out for me. Helplessly I kicked against
the pillows in the dark. Hunger and thirst play roughly
with simple truths, time out of mind, but sofily snarls at

bus stops, paint dries around our eyes.

2

The faces of people flow up to you from the rwer of

people, they drift back and away, going down stream. A
sailboat ts tacking up the rwer; to and fro, making slow,
slow progress.

Greeks saw it thus

their cities fringed the sea.
they had hard gods

we know in the pages of now

old wrinkled books

wind and water gnaw

on the hardest rocks; they are patient
in the passing of Time

they grind down heavily

the sadness art inflicts

the poignant stab,

we must not yield our feelings
casily, stand up to sentiment
particulars contain the whole story
stones carried in your pocket

There is a lake, a reservoi; that under moonlight

looks like handfuls of silver coins tossed where the wind
makes little waves; a sparkle, if 1 were a painter; I would
make in some while whiter than white.

~Point Reyes National Seashore, California, USA
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Day Held Captive

Charles Tarlton

Like a body wholly body, fluttering
Its empty sleeves . . .
~Wallace Stevens

The morning was cloudy and the sun was
slow coming up. The rain held off, a runner
waiting in the blocks. Today had trouble forming
itself, deciding what it would be, diachronically,
as if the clocks had slowed. Days sometimes
dawdle in the late-arriving light, smuggling in
fragments of the now banished darkness under
their coats. We were in the Plum Island dunes,
and the sea was low and far away, backing off the
rocks. The mist and distance dulled the sounds
coming from the sea, sounds of seabirds and the
wind. You could just begin to see the pale
hoarfrost of sunrise on the surf.

cars whisper hissing

noises on the rainy pavements
drivers barely see

in the rain and in shadows

the cars seem to drive themselves

under sea roses

dune sand gone soft and spongy
in the rain, my boots

leave impressions in the mud
leading nowhere, just away

in the push and pull

of tide and the sounds of gulls
ca-ca-ca-cawing

the scene at the beach closed in
a drama poised to begin

~Plum Island, Massachuseits, USA

Charles Tarlton s a retired professor of political theory living and
writing poetry in Northampton, MA, along with his wife, Ann
Knickerbocker; an abstract painter. He has been writing and publishing
tanka prose for a decade.

Illness

Christine Shook

Body slips

out from under me
check to ground
how can this happen
without a warning

My legs weak
I can sall walk
to a bench

half in half out
the park entrance

They found me

lying on the couch

all cleaned up

she called twice that day
I must have answered

Doctors

ransack my body
leaving me

in a hospital bed
for another day

Back home
unfamiliar streets
surround me
walking with a cane
to buy groceries

Red maple

jolts me into
forgetting

this creeping illness
haunting my body

~New York, USA

Christine Shook lives in New York City. She has practiced Tanka_for
many years and originally studied with Clark Strand, author of Seeds
Jrom a Birch Tree. Clark created an English form _for Tanka consisting
in 3-5-3-5-5 syllables rather than the traditional Japanese form of
5-7-5-7-7. He mawntained that the traditional Japanese form wasn’t
as affective in English. I have chosen to write in Clark’s English_form.
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Waking Up

Chris Cole

The old man, blinking awake against tides of exhaustion.
Lost in a familiar, swirling melange of sensations and memories.

Caught between last dreams, and the formless

perils of the oncoming morning, amidst the fading echoes of the
alarm clock. Unsure which is remembered, which real.

~Canberra, Australia

Cherita

Chris Cole

Days wash by like grains of sand

Marching in time with the metronome of
existence
Deat to the music of life

She swims on
Far from the ocean
Making tumble-turns in a shallow pool

~Canberra, Australia

Chris Cole

morning sun

slicing through dust motes

asleep beside me

her chest rises and falls

she, vital to me as the air she breathes

~Canberra, Australia

Calamus

Debbie Strange

butterfly sang

the high descant to his tenor . . .
after he clipped her wings,

only sorrow on her tongue

last night I dreamed

you were perched upon my shoulder . . .
today, this feather

as dark as your eyes

~Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada

Debbie Strange (Winnipeg, Canada) is a short form poet, photographer
and haiga artist. She ts a member of the Whiters® Collective of
Mamitoba and s also affiliated with several hatku and tanka
organizations. Her first collection, Warp and Wefi, Tanka Threads, is
available through Keibooks, Createspace and Amazon. You are invited to
visit her on Twitler @Debbie_Strange and at hitp://
www.debbiemstrange. blogspot.ca.

Chris Cole lives and works in Canberra, Australia. Possessed of a
particular enthusiasm_for short form literature, cross-country skiing, and
crepes that are cooked _just_ right, he dodges marsuprals on his way to
work, and spends vast periods of time staring at the sky. He may or
may not be far too familiar with 8-bit computer games from the 1980s.
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Passive-Aggression Dissected

Frances Black

at last

the power is hers—
cowering

her sick husband

awaits torture

she tends

his memory

with love . . .

a model of
marital dedication

a rose-bush

marks their graves
alove story . . .
delicate blooms
pierced by thorns

~Australia

In and Out of love

Frances Black

a shit of a day
her heart erupting
she rips

the gold band
from her finger

a gem of a day

sapphire sea with golden sand—
lovingly he threads

the sparkling diamond

on her waiting finger

~Australia

The Submissive

Frances Carleton

I yearn

silken fingers

your touch

on my cheek—

the harder the better

crave
to feel your hot breath
caressing—
caterpillar crawling
between my thighs

passion

overtaking

my senses—

leaving me giddy

as you pin me to the floor

~Canberra, Australia

Frances Carleton s a Canberra, Australia, based counselloy; Lego
manifigure enthusiast and poet. Afier years of writing only business
reports and essays she is now focusing her creativity by writing down the
thoughts that cross her mind when out bush walking with her
chihuahua. Her poems have appeared in Eucalypt (a Tanka journal),
Atlas Poetica: A Journal of World Tanka, and ‘Poems to Wear’ by

Amelia Fielden.

Frances Black is a retiree, who has fallen in love with tanka and related
Jorms. She relishes the opportunity to reflect on life using the discipline of
tanka. She lves in the beautiful northern beaches area of the city of
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Letters from the Garden
Bench, tanka prose in_four parts

For Lisa

Don Miller

Right Foot

Lisa says she is going to start the semester off
with a new and positive outlook, not speak or
give her opinion, not get wrapped up in the daily
drama, not try to solve everyone else’s conflicts;
leave it all to others. . .

putting

“a new foot forward”
stubbing her toe

on committee chairs
and tabled agendas

Home Late

as I write

I think about
asking

if you like
tortilla soup

without waiting
for a response

I read the recipe
chopping onion
and garlic

the kettle

filled with broth
boiling vegetables
mingling

with various peppers

home late

she enters the kitchen
filled

with a simmering aroma
I offer you the first taste

With My Pen, I Gently Weep

a leaf turns
in the garden . . .
her soft breath

l. g sand

Every year in the fall she goes to Santa I'e to

attend a seminar, and I am left to manage those
days . . .

alone

on the garden bench
the moon
motionless

on the horizon

In the Shopping Aisle

her phoning to tell me
the truck has no brakes
all of a sudden

silent

mid-word

pressing
redial

again

and again

her voice mail
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rying Elizabeth Spencer Spragins

to retrace her route
to the recycle center
passing the yard

full of wrecked cars shadows of crosses

challenge unsheathed blades of green
on fields of fallen

inside
embers of the sunset cool
my heart .
and longings taste of charcoal
races
reaching that point

of disconnection ~Flanders Field American Cemetery, Waregem, Belgium

A-fib

arrhvthmia a few drops of rain
hypei’ventilation pummel wrinkles in the earth—
speeding lavender blossoms

in a cleft filled with sagebrush

through the hospital zone .
where scents of bitterness fade

turning

into the lot

a truck

stopped

in the emergency lane

~Santa Fe, Neww Mexico, USA

walls of adobe

crumble under desert sun—
a cracked mission bell

sways above wooden crosses

that sag with unseen burdens

suppressing

my anxiety

inside the pharmacy
seeing her

buying cough drops ~Ruins of Mission Church at laos Pueblo, New Mexico,

USA

~Las Cruces, New Mexico, USA

a frozen river
disappears into darkness

Don Miller lwves in southern New Mexico, USA. He has been writing following the moon
lanka since the early 1980s, and he has had his tanka, tanka sequences, my sled surges over snow
tanka prose, and other short-form poems published in various print and as dogs lap joy from each mile

online journals over the past decade or so.

~Fairbanks, Alaska, USA

Elizabeth Spencer Spragins is a linguist, writer; poet, and editor who
taught in North Carolina community colleges for more than a decade.
Her tanka and bardic verse in the Cellic style have been published in
England, Scotland, Canada, Indonesia, and the United States. Recent
work has appeared in the Quarterday Review, the Society of Classical
Poets Journal, the Bamboo Hut, Skylark, Halcyon Days, and Peacock
Journal. She lives in Fredericksburg, Virginia, USA.

Atlas Poetica ¢ Issue 28 ¢ Page 20



Rainy Day

Genie Nakano

listening to raindrops
I’m in another space and time

rain
falling off the rose petals
into the ground
a final burial
for my unborn child

mother, father
together again
sprinkle down
crescent moon smiles
rain rain rain

my ten pound
Bodhisattva dog
curled in sleep
body rises and falls
an itch takes over

lover
and |
make love
look ma, no hands
simply a kiss blown

a wish
that sonars
nto
my core
cascades

a radar
finding
me
crescendos
rain, rain, rain

I'm a foreigner
looking out the window
the rain
the rain
there is no end.

~California, USA

Happy Birthday Hubby

Genie Nakano

a whisper

in my dreams

a melody

I can’t stop singing

you’re with me all the time

together

we make our way

I'm the butterfly

and you’re the sky
making light out of night

it’s so easy

with you around

I don’t always

let you know it, only you
can see right through me

yes, only you

knows all my secrets
not easy being

here with me when I'm
acting something else

“mistakes,

I know I've made a few
but I'm only human”*
the rain that falls today
are all my tears of joy

* Oh, Baby Baby, Smokey Robinson

~Calyfornia, USA

Genie Nakano has an MFA in Dance from UCLA. She performs,
choreographs dance, and teaches Gentle Yoga, Meditation, and Tanoshii
Tanka at the Japanese Cultural Center in Gardena, CA. She was a
Journalist for the Gardena Valley Newspaper before she discovered tanka
and haibun and was hooked.
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Geoffrey Winch

eyes too tired

to write this tanka down
thought I’d remember it
for when I wake up

but another foggy morning

~Felpham, UK

streets and squares filled

with dazzling sun and stark shadows
public spaces

crowded with folk

and confidential conversations

~Santa Barbara, California, USA

only one of us

a stranger in a Portuguese bed—
the space between us

in which nothing moves

and nothing is said

~Armagao de Pera, Portugal

high humidity in Paradise
the unspoken reason,

but in reality

too hot on the heels

of particular revelations

~Folly Beach, Antigua

Geoffrey Winch is a retired highway engineer residing in Felpham on
England’s South Coast. He is associated with a number of local
creative writing groups. for whom he leads occasional poetry workshops
including hatku and tanka. Widely published in journals and

anthologies in the UK, US and online, hus latest collection is Alchemy of
Vision (Indigo Dreams Publishing, 2014) which _focuses on the arts
and includes a number of his hatku, tanka and tanka sequences.

Gerry FJacobson lives in Canberra, Australia, and writes tanka wn its
cafes. He cycles, grows vegetables and prays for rain. He also_frequents
cafes and hangs out with grandchildren in Sydney’s inner west and
Stockholm’s inner north.

Passers-by

Gerry Jacobson

Give to him that asketh thee and from him
that would borrow of thee . .
away. ~Matthew 5:42

. turn not thou

Monday morning

in jeans and jackets

vikings go to work
checking their smartphones
where has summer gone?

Beggars on street corners. Outside the
supermarket. Outside the system-bolaget (grog
shop). Dark skinned people in colourful clothes.
Roma from Romania and Bulgaria? EU citizens
surely. But perhaps not members of the welfare
state? They seem to be outsiders. Put a crown or
two in her tin. Recetve a cheerful smile.

outside

the restaurant

he begs a spare coin
we tip the waiter

a hundred crowns

Valhallavagen, in the median strip. She sits
hunched over at the base of the elm tree, looks
hopefully at passers by. IFrom the library window
I watch them pass her by. It’s starting to rain. No
one puts coins in her proffered tin. I watch for
ten minutes or so. No one gives her anything. She
stretches her legs. Walks away to shelter.

It’s confronting. So many beggars. The first
few days I give. But then I start to cross the road
to avoid them. Even avoid our local supermarket
because there’s always someone sitting outside.
Embarrassed. Feel guilty. But what am I
avoiding?

the sky greys

it grows colder

I hear rumbles

of distant thunder . . .
winter’s never far away

~Stockholm, Sweden
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Aging Alone

Ignatius Fay

living alone

the house slowly takes on
my character
mismatched woods

and sparse accents

spoiled

by the comfort and stability of
routine

things are always

where I left them

with time

easier to decline
invitations

the inconvenience
of breaking routine

growing older
the tendency

to avoid

others gets easier
the longer alone

gradually

plans for retirement
fade

I’d have to leave
my comfort zone

divorced

just a woman I knew
thirty years ago

the last time I had sex
Imissit...Ithink

disruption

my daughter coming
to visit

for days my schedule
goes out the window

the concern

of close friends
fearing the worst

I am not where

they expect me to be

breakfast

after satisfying a growing
fixation

bowels and bladder

slow but functioning

concerned

my daughters would be
more at ease

if I moved to a place
with no stairs

still unused

slippers I got for Christmas
two years ago

another layer of duct tape
on the old ones

reluctant

to throw anything out

in case

drawer of mismatched socks
and elastic-less shorts

mid-evening

reading about climate change
frustrated

no one to discuss

my concerns with

pacing

kitchen to living room
wound up

a need to discuss

that movie

puttering around

the silent house

t.v. off

when it’s on

the place feels emptier
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lunch

soup and sandwich
for one

in the company of
three empty chairs

a young voice

that sick old man lives there
my indignant reply
through the screen

I'm not that old

success
after years of trying
about time

I mastered how to cook
pasta for one

the absence

of a woman’s touch
evident

coffee in a mug
rinsed but not washed

nostalgia

flipping through my high school
yearbook

how many lived

the lives they’d planned

no one
would ever know
and yet

I guilt myself into
making my bed

~Sudbury, Ontario, Canada

Ignatius Fay s a retired invertebrate paleontologist who has been
disabled with lung/heart disease for more than thirty years. He writes
hatku, tanka, haibun and tanka prose, and he has been widely
published. He is the current editor of the Haku Soctety of America’s e-
newsletter, HSA NEWS.

No room at the inn

Janet Lynn Davis

We’re among the first to arrive this afternoon
at the local drug store, our haven from this storm
of storms. Bedecked in our ‘emergency’ ponchos
(mine with Mickey Mouse on the back), we tromp
in, rain beads sliding off onto the floor. A short
while later, a lady bursts in by herself, animated,
rattled. She briefly describes, to anyone and
everyone, her harrowing experience on a nearby
flooded road: ‘I asked myself, did I want to be
one of those people they show on TV who has to
be rescued?’ She immediately answers her own
question, ‘Nol’

Others trickle in little by little. A soft-spoken
woman relays to us how her grown son, who tried
to drive into town to pick her up, did have to be
saved from the waters, his car lost to them. And a
thin man who must be nearly seven feet tall
commands attention. “This 1s the fifth time in the
past year, the fifth time, I've been flooded out of my
place.” I begin to feel as if I'm part of a classic
Christie  whodunit—disparate guests gathered
here, unable to leave, all roads out, both big and
small, impassable.

It’s amazing how we manage to whittle away
the hours, alternately cruising the aisles, curling
up in cold faux-leather chairs in the pharmacy
waiting area, and stepping outside to check out
the scene: the lights, the clouds, the rescue boats
carried on trailers. From time to time, one of the
store workers shows us updated radar maps on
his smart phone. (We have no smart phone
ourselves, and our shared old-style phone has run
out of juice.) My husband keeps talking about
finding a clean room for the night. That is, until
someone new bolts in and announces there are
no more rooms to be had in this town—even if
we could get to one.

a see-through case
with travel toothbrush
and tube of paste—
life’s essentials

for a dollar or two
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While it makes no sense to us, the store shuts
down at its usual time, 10 p.m, forcing all of us to
move to our vehicles in the near-packed parking
lot. Just before then, a line forms in front of the
women’s restroom. I feel possibly more
concerned about having to suddenly relieve
myself at 2 or 3 in the morning than I do about
threats of tornadoes not so very far away. Even
the employees station themselves outside, one of
them leaning against the building, guzzling wine
from a bottle half concealed in a brown paper
bag.

Sometime after midnight, through the
window of her large black Cadillac SUV parked
next to us, a woman we’d chatted with bids us
kind farewell as though we are longtime friends.
She has decided to try her luck at leaving, hoping
a road or two have reopened since the earlier
police warning—but she does live a little closer
than we do. Over the course of the night, three
more rounds of rain, even a little hail, beat down
on us, the last starting at approximately 3:45 a.m.
My husband manages to snooze through the
heaviest of it; not so me, however.

Come 5:30 or so, the lot is only a third full.
(Did others know something we didn’t?) I'm
oddly glad to still see the white pickup truck two
spaces over. A flicker of brightness, I assume from
a cigarette lighter, lets me know there’s life inside.
A short while later, the occupant hops out and
disappears round to the back of the building. I
believe I know what he’s about to do there.

the shelter

of our Kia Soul

this storm-drenched night
with other travelers

we share the restless sky

~Magnolia, Texas, USA

Janet Lynn Davis lives with her husband in a community carved out of
the woods not far from Houston, Texas. Her tanka and related forms
have appeared in numerous online and print publications over the past
several years. She served as the vice president of the Tanka Society of
America in 2014 and 2015 and currently is the tanka prose editor at
Haibun Today. She also maintains a blog, twigs&stones.

John Gonzalez

SO many stars

we leave the window open

and return to bed . . .

she asks shall we try to count them—
sound of the ocean and a breeze

the silence

between us nothing new

I pause, she pauses—

we visit her child’s grave
we take flowers and silence

we arrive

at our platform looking

for the past:

is the mountain calling back
a flock of fading birds?

insane

but madly in love always
a weary soul

the loneliness of one swan
in trees’ dark shadows

her dreadful pains

and fears— unapproachable
in the light

from a church window

a gravestone with no name

we walk

along the evening shore
Lolita suggesting

a joint suicide by the sea—
our footprints slowly vanish

~England

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 « Page 25



Obituary for Leonard Cohen

Joy McCall

Leonard Cohen in his dying month before he
left this world, said that he spent his time, as he
called it “tying up the strings” “trying to get my
house in order”—trying to finish all the
unfinished work of his long life.

He was the only truly holy man I have ever
encountered. The sacred sings in everything he
wrote.

He spent his whole life looking for God in all
kinds of religions, and in none. I have a feeling
God has welcomed him home with open arms.

Rest in peace, dear writer of songs.

November 7th, 2016.

old Leonard

laying in bed

musing

his frail fingers

tying knots in the years

~Norwich, England

John Gonzalez was born in Gibraltar and has lwed in England since
the age of nine. He is married and has two children. He has worked for
most of his life as a qualified nurse and in social work. John never
attended school, but commenced a never-ending self education process
when he became a monk. Jfohn was a monk in Ireland for over seven
_years. John attended Suffolk University and was awarded a diploma
and a degree in social and community nursing. Four haku collections
published, most recently a collection entitled “In the Lantern Light’
published by Alba Publishing Additionally, John has had 15 (none
hatku or tanka) collections published by various small presses. Most
recently a major collection entitled Fishlike,” consisting of 130 early
poems written between 19731989, was published by Hub Editions.

The Lady of the Manor

Joy McCall

The Lord long dead, the Lady of the manor
has retired to a little old cottage where her
blacksmith used to live. The great manor house is
now solicitors’ offices. The old forge is gone,
except for one lonely flint wall at the end of our
garden.

The orchards, the piggery, the chicken run,
the stables, all the old land is now taken over by
modern brick houses.

The old lady, now over ninety, dresses in her
best old clothes and goes to the city three or four
times a week on the local bus. I don’t know what
she does there. She is not one for conversation.
Maybe she still feels the peasants should be seen
and not heard. She does wave as she goes by my
window, as if she knows me. She waves her hand
in a royal kind of way but does not smile. All I
really know is that her name is Mary Dorcas
Roxley.

she passes by my window
she is old and bent

and in her hat

are golden pins with rubies
sapphires and moonstones

~Norwich, England
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whiskey and rue*
a ryuka sequence

Joy McCall

the old publisher comes cycling
bringing some books for me to sign
I give him Tennessee whiskey

in little glass bottles

he strokes his white moustache and beard
and runs his fingers through his hair

he talks of cycling and poems

and the binding of books

he falls silent for a moment

and begins to cry—my old mother
1 failed hey; I should have done more
and now it is too late

he shakes his head and bids farewell
and cycles away down the road
back to his shack on the dark heath
where the prison looms large

he should retire; but there’s no son
to take charge of the ancient press
and he cannot bear to let go

so he works, ever on

For Adrian

* Muddle English rewe, from Old English hréow; akin to Old High
German hrivwa sorrow.

~Norwich, England

by the rivers dark*

ryuka sequence

Joy McCall

there’s darkness in my birthplace now
everywhere I look, evil hides

hate lurks in dirty alleyways

blood flows in the gutters

I roamed these streets not long ago
feeling safe, smiling at people
proud of the old halls, the markets
the ancient cobbled streets

I'sit behind the bolted door
thinking back, to when I trusted
passing strangers, and life itself,
to be gentle and good

a new kind of light is breaking—
it was my own mute innocence
that saw the smiles on every face,
the light in all the shade

reality bites deep, truth dawns

that dark blood has flowed here, and there,
and everywhere mankind has walked

on this beautiful earth

I must sit more by the river

and let nature heal—and yet, there . . .
the heron is stalking bright fish

its beak sharp as a knife

* title of a Leonard Cohen song

~Norwich, England
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Endless Ringing

Joy McCall

with thanks to Jonathan Day for shining the light

I have spent my life trying to grasp infinity.

I see time going on forever ahead of me, but
to imagine it forever behind me is another thing

I think there has to be a beginning, as all the
creation stories say— but what was there before
that?

Can something be made of nothing?

No wonder so many philosophers went mad.

Then a wise friend said—imagine the
ringing of a bell, echoing down through time,
and you haven’t heard the original striking of the
clapper.

Suddenly past and present and future
eternity makes sense. Like the mystery of the
enso.

I draw the zen card
go with the flow
and I see lightwaves
hear soundwaves
waving, infinite

a light shines

a bell is ringing

the dark night is split
there is no beginning
there is no end

~Norfolk, England

There Are Ways

Joy McCall

I planned

when I retired

to walk the length

of the Weavers’ Way—
no wheelchair access

then, maybe

I would follow
Boudicca’s Way—
I'm halted at

the first narrow bridge

well then,

the Peddars Way
46 miles of 1it—
and only passable
on two feet

the Icknield Way
and all the others
travelled

by ancient people—
I am an outsider

then a farmer-friend
ploughs a bridleway
across his green fields
and I am gone, rolling
away with the horses

~High Ash Farm, Norfolk, England
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shanties

Joy McCall

I was thinking about all the sailors I have
seen heading out to sea from the shores of
Canada and America and England, Scotland,
Wales and Ireland and Norway and Sweden and
all the coastal places I have been;

and I was hearing sea shanties in my head;

and then I remembered the old harbour
master on the north Wales coast at Abergele,

who used to bless the boats as they came and
went out to the Irish Sea.

I remember what he used to say, waving his
lantern—

Jfair winds

and following seas

bless the sailors

heading out onto the water

at the mercy of time and tides

and I remember the little 5th century church
of St. Cynfran where the old sailors went to
worship,

(and in the end, to be laid to rest) when they
were too frail to go to sea anymore—

Saint Cynfran

patron saint of cattle

and the land

son of Brychan Brycheiniog
the ancient lord of the hills

and besides the sea shanties in my head,
I hear the Welsh children singing the Canu
Plygam, the Pulli Cantus*—

dark Christmas morning
the sun not risen

the cock crows

the children sing

the fifteen holy songs

* Latin_for cock crow

and all this music, and the breaking waves,
and the rush of the wind, are sounding, ringing,
and what else matters now, but the song of the
sea in my head?

~Norwich, England

for Meifeng

Joy McCall

the mountain village
on the Chinese border
with Russia

soldiers guard each end
of the little river bridge

the women

make morning coffee
the soldiers meet

at the halfway mark
and drink and laugh

there are few men

in the village now
most have gone

to die in the coal mines
serving the state

in the tiny school
fatherless children
learn English

the old teacher comes
from a distant land

in the Spring

one woman and child

pack their bags . . .

the teacher takes his new wife
back to the west

~Norfolk, England
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the divide

Joy McCall

it was late

and I was tired

the black bear

was lumbering about

on the path through the woods

I stood awhile

at the divide

where day

turns into night . . .
and the stars came out

through the lifting veil
I found myself

on the ground

among pine needles
and cedar fronds

shape-shifting

a field mouse racing

on tiny feet

faster than the bear,

quick and quiet in the dark

Iran

round the trees

past the briars

down the slope

my heart beating fast

the cabin steps

high above my head
a big jump

one step, two steps
three steps

the door was ajar
and there again I met
the dear divide . . .
my woman self again
standing at the door

the fire

was burning low
the cocoa was sweet
I undressed

and went to bed

sometimes

for a woman

or a field mouse

home is the same place
across the dark divide

~Norwich, England

Ryuka

Joy McCall

it was only last spring I sat

under the willows by the stream

and watched small green caterpillars
cating the long thin leaves

now the willows have all been felled
the stream seems to flow sadly now
the old rum-soaked boatman has died
and I am growing old

5 am and the early train

came rattling by and split the night . . .
among the graves, my soul is still
sitting on the quiet hill

~Norwich, England
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over the bridge

a ryuka sequence

Joy McCall

would you go where the witches go
where the old woods are still and dark
where the toadstools grow, on the banks
of the stream running slow?

would you dare to step on the bridge
that leads to the skunk cabbage patch
where the ancient fallen trees lie
their roots all parched and dry?

would you come where the grackle sings
the songs of the dead and the gone

and sit with me where the owl calls

the name of the next one?

did I tell you there’s no way back
to the land that you knew before?
it is night and winter has laid
frost on the forest floor

there’s a cottage with a low roof
and a fire burning in the grate
settle yourself till morning comes
weary one . . . it grows late

will morning come, or daylight break
though the uncurtained window pane?
it won’t— it is always night now

day will not come again

did you know when you crossed the bridge

and set foot on the beaten track
that from where it leads and it ends
there is no turning back?

~Norwich, England

and everything changed

Joy McCall

I dreamed God was a blade of grass
taller than the other grasses

where we walked in the small green fields
by the long-ruined church

we would not have noticed God there
among the fallen stones and moss

but the wind came and moved the grass
and a lark was singing

we stopped there for a long moment
and then walked on along the path
there was nothing to mark the place . . .
except the holy air

~Norwich, England
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ryuka prose

Joy McCall

When I look out of my window, the garden is quiet and still.
There is no curling smoke from the old man’s pipe.
No laughter of running boys. No smell of tobacco and weed.

bindweed will strangle the flowers

big slugs will eat all the herb leaves
the cobblestone walls will crumble

and who make me laugh?

Who will chase the stray cats from the bird nests or carry the hedgehogs to safety when they stray near
the road?

who will bring me the dear magic

of mealworms and darkling beetles
who will count and write the number
of the ladybirds’ spots?

Who will bring me the magpie’s luminous tail feather for a wand, or prune the overgrown bushes?
The blocked gutters will overflow. My tears will keep falling.

my garden is abandoned now

the old man is dead and buried

his grandsons locked away in gaol . . .
outside, nothing but ghosts

~Norwich, England
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bones

Joy McCall

intrigued

by bones of man

or beast

it is the thin bones of birds
that enchant me most

I want

my immortal soul

to have hands

to lay my own bones down
by breadth and length

surprising

the comfort of skeleton
when skin and flesh go
thought and memory too
bones will remain

maybe my essence

will live on in tibia
carpals and jawbone
filling the spaces

where marrow once dwelt

my flesh

endlessly troublesome

I creep inside

gathering stamina

from sternum and vertebrae

~Norwich, England

the moon, Venus and the bus
stop

Joy McCall

I was sitting outside in my wheelchair at
dusk, looking up to the sky to see the crescent
moon and a new sighting of the bright planet
Venus.

A young man waiting at the bus stop at our
door said, “hello, do you need to pass by?”

I explained about the sky and the moon and
the planet; and he said, “Oh, please tell me how
it looks?”

And then I saw the white cane, the dark
glasses. So I said—

the moon

15 a curved crook, I can see
the earthlight shadow

and Venus is a bright light
low down near the horizon

and I said—

up to the east

Orion is leaning back
Jacing the moon

the three stars in his belt
glittering in a row

He smiled. I asked him how he would know
when the bus was coming. He replied, “I’'m going
to the hospital, to visit my love. When I hear a
bus coming around the corner (they sound
different from trucks and vans and cars) I stop it
by waving my white stick and I ask where they
are going. The drivers never seem to mind
stopping to tell me, even when I don’t get on
board. They are kind.”

He asked me, “Why are you in a wheelchair?
I heard it coming up the lane.” I told him of the
crash and the paralysis.

He said, “I hear suffering when you speak,”
and I said, “And I hear sadness in your voice.”
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So we spoke of sorrow and frustration and
loss, and whether to be unable to see is any worse
than to be unable to walk and stand

we both wept

at the bus stop

in the cold dusk

under the streetlight
under the moon and stars

and I sat

and he stood

and we held hands

in the bus shelter

until the right bus came

and he waved goodbye, and Venus slid below
the horizon and the moon set and I went indoors
to sit by the fire, and life slipped back to what
passes for normal here on Dales Place.

~Norwich, England

anima poem
a ryuka parr

Joy McCall

my dark sad sister, come with me

out from the black and root-bound tree
let us go dancing in the sun

until the day is done

let us bathe in the cold salt sea

and lay in the sand-dune grasses
when the moon rises, pale and round
we’ll sleep, deep in holy ground

~Norwich, England

Winter Lamp

Joy McCall

a winter evening

and again in the attic window
of the derelict house

an oil lamp shines

on a boy’s face

His parents died in the house years ago, while
he was at university, and I don’t know if he is real
or a spirit. But the lamplight is real.

~Norwich, England

I am

Joy McCall & Don Wentworth

1 am minnow

and northern diver
and shy doe
ragwort and thyme
and harvest mouse

I am cricket

and scrub grass

and silence

suddenly singing
spider’s spinning song

~Norwich, England / Pittsburgh USA

Joy McCall lives in Norwich, England, where she was born, a place
with a long dark history. She is growing older but not much wiser.

Don Wentworth is a Pittsburgh-based poet whose work reflects his
interest in the revelatory nature of brief, hatku-like moments in everyday
life. He 1s the author of three full length collections: Past All Traps
(2011), Yield to the Willow (2014) and With a Deepening Presence
(2016). He is the long-time editor of the small press magazine,
Lilliput Review.
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Ferry Slip

Kath Abela Wilson

return to old times place
my homeless sibling
plays the fool

sidewalk storefront icon
blesses passersby

he says mom told him
to find his niche

so he’s Medusa

or a sphinx with a cigar
and pink nails

aged with complex flair
blond curly two-toned
storyteller

his past bulges folded neat
in both pockets

hardly surprised

as thirty years stroll by
he welcomes us

as pilgrims to his haunts
to bow and worship

his audio tour

on repeat ghost story
the rugged storm

of epic characters

in the familiar drama

we all must live next door
the abandoned storefront
Is a stage

the historic theater

has been demolished

always the understudy

he knows all our lines

by heart

in the tragi-comedy of life
he plays all parts

some gentle innocence
pervades his pose

unaimed accusations
identify his androgynous fate
with family seals

on his stark shrine
with a confident air
of insufficiency

he sits without silence
arranged with care

built on an uphill slant
by dreamtime
there is no traction

just a certain ambiguous ending

and spent sails

wanting everything
refusing everything
are we all

stops like this

on our own tour

~Staten Island, New York, USA
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Ryuka

Kath Abela Wilson

our long journey to India

all for the wife of the owner

to put this strange instrument in my heart
... his flute my tamboura

he comes from afar with sarangi
his rainbow strings spill spellbound
my deep inexperienced drone
holds his masterful song

~Delhi, India & Pasadena, Califorma, USA

Kath Abela Wlson loves to tell stories in many forms. She started a
Jacebook writing group, and gives prompts to Cherita Poets on Site, an
extension lo the Pasadena based Poets on Site. They share inspiration in
gardens, galleries, museums, internationally and online. They perform,
and make books with musicians on the sites of thewr inspiration.

Blowing Marlinspikes

Kyle D. Craig

My best friend’s five-year-old son enters
kindergarten this year, and when I arrive at their
house I find the son telling his dad the only way
he’s going to school is if he can wear his pirate
costume. I try to stay out of it, but after my friend
decides to walk away in frustration, his son asks
me for advice about school. I tell him when the
first bell rings, treat it just like the boatswain’s
pipe, that there’s no reason for him to engage in
scuttlebutt or have an oar in every man’s boat. 1
inform him that he shouldn’t run a rig when it

comes to other kids, or tell them they’ll soon find
themselves performing the gallows dance if they
choose to duel with him at recess. And speaking
of recess, if there are strong winds it’s likely just a
fluke, but he should probably go inside if it starts
blowing marlinspikes. If it’s nice outside, I tell
him not to stare into the sun for too long—his
mates might believe that eye patches come from
sword play, but as a seaman, he knows the real
reason. When he talks to girls, he needs to know
they do not appreciate rough talk, nor will they
find it a compliment when he says that he’d give
his entire booty for just one night with her in the
sleaze parlor. Also, he’s too young to be bent on a
splice or drink bawdy house bottles. Some days
he won’t even feel like being at school, but that’s
no reason for him to hornswaggle his teacher by
pretending he’s come down with cape horn fever.
Also, he shouldn’t tell his teacher she’s taking the
wind out of his sails, or that he needs some
leeway. When he informs her he doesn’t have a
clew, he should know she’ll probably just think
him a bottlehead, not realize he’s trying to tell
her his sails are no longer attached. And when
things do get tough, I tell him, don’t cut and run.
When my friend returns to the room, his son
informs him that as far as school is concerned,
he’s ready to stay on an even keel, to mind his
pints and quarts, and to batten down the hatches.
“I promise,” he says, “no messing about.”

school staff
bamboozled again . . .
the Jolly Roger

waves triumphantly
from a flagpole

Several terms in this poem were borrowed from Terry Breverton’s
book The Pirate Dictionary

~Indianapolis, Indiana, USA
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The Local Poets

Kyle D. Craig

The poets I respect most are the local poets,
writers who capture every historical monument
within a city, gravestones of famous inventors and
politicians, foliage of the land. They know the
stories of each stream, which birds will be where
come spring. You can find them reading at
museums, local libraries, state parks. The town
looks to them to commemorate a festival, an
anniversary, to give the profane a nudge toward
the sacred. On Saturday, they are out in nature
trying to discover if worms have songs or what
might be learned from the beaver. On Sunday,
they can be found inside of coffee shops digging
for the correct word or simile or metaphor. And
on Monday, they are back at work clicking the
mouse inside their cubicles, punching keys on
their cash registers, or wiping crumbs from their
pastry shop aprons. But they do not mind. They
are already looking ahead to Thursday, open mic
night, when once again they will ascend to the
podium with crinkled pieces of paper held tightly
inside of trembling hands, gently tap the
microphone with their finger, look out over the
audience, and slowly take one or two deep
breaths.

my daughter

says she hates reading . . .
tonight I’ll pray

for the female poets

in Afghanistan

~Indianapolis, Indiana, USA

Moving On

Kyle D. Craig

election night . . .
with a hammer
the moon
sending shards of light
on war-torn regions

I smash

scraping ice

from the windshield —
my white breath

lifts towards a sky

full of stars

the only sounds

left inside this house:

her heels’ echo,

my pen scratching paper,
our cat licking from its bowl

a family

of deer trots past
gravestones

searching for trees
they once called home

~Indianapolis, Indiana, USA

Kyle D. Craig works professionally as a mental health counseloy;, and
leaches poelry at the Indiana Writers Center in Indianapolis, Indiana.
His tanka, hatku, haibun, and tanka prose have been published in
Ribbons, Eucalypt, Hatku Presence, Skylark, Contemporary Haibun
Online, Hatbun Today, Modern Haiku, Frogpond, Herons’ Nest,
Shamrock, and others. His furst book of poetry, Invisible Tea, was
released in 20106. To find out more information please visit <http://
www. kylederaig com™.
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The Duchess
ryuka

Liam Wilkinson & joy McCall

silhouettes of castle ruins

take bites from a low yellow moon

while down on the night-blackened beach
she strokes her salty tune

her body lay among the dunes
headless, half-buried in the sand
a sad end to a hooker’s life . . .
killed by a lover’s hand

but still her melody rises
enchanting each tree in the wood
and the Broads sing of the Duchess
the Yare darkens with blood

~North Yorkshire, England / Noifolk, England

Mabon
ryuka

Liam Wilkinson & joy McCall

fill your cup with hot spiced cider
may songs with moonlit mist expire
and bid farewell to corn-mother
with flame of Mabon fire

balancing fragile on the edge
1 look both ways, the old, the new

and hold on _fast to life and love
bidding the grail adieu

look to the fallen leaves, my friend

and warm your cheeks on shades of red
this old year’s rust begs lines from us
and, like the trees, we shed

~North Yorkshire, England / Norfolk, England

night after night
ryuka

Liam Wilkinson & Joy McCall

suddenly awake in black dawn

my face wet through with silent tears
what dream dragged me into sadness
and left me there to dry?

night afier night the same girl comes
and takes my crooked hand and sings
‘come and dance with me, old woman’
oh flee, wild haunting gurl!

first light falling into my tears

makes jewels of their tiny globes

come, morning magpies, see them shine
steal them away from me

~North Yorkshire, England / Norfolk, England

white water
ryuka

Liam Wilkinson & joy McCall

now I have been swept out to sleep
the whales of my subconscious swim
in wide, wet circles around me

each with names I gave them

the mountain minnows nside me

swim the rapds, flashing silver
upstream, downstream—_joy and sorrow
chasing the pale moonlight

slowly now, I lower my ears
beneath the rushing white water
and hear the years left inside me
the life in these bones yet

~North Yorkshire, England / Norfolk, England
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Ryuka

Liam Wilkinson

there, in the cold blue flame of night,
the bright white eye of a full moon
and here, on my scuffed writing desk,
an empty page, watching

tonight, not even John Coltrane

can blow a hole through the darkness
I will try to smooth the creases

in this vast blanket hush

white windows in my black coffee
city in silhouettes passing
another day writes its first lines
across my aching head

so still, this naive winter’s day

that cannot smell the notes of change
nor feel each March wind blowing holes
through the wide white silence

late night movie still showing
here in my morning coffee head
Janet Leigh’s blood was chocolate sauce
I tell my dark reflection

the frayed white lines of my edges
speak of how long I've been trying
to peel myself from existence
without leaving a trace

~North Yorkshire, England

After decades of living in the States and Canada, Joy McCall came
back to her birthplace, Norwich, England, a city with a dark ancient

Ryuka Pairs

Liam Wilkinson

threshold

a flickering fire of green shoots
engulfs the helpless rowan tree
soon, its every limb will flower
with froth of white blossom

step across my threshold, Green Man
dance the thick winter dust away
whilst the devil plays his fiddle
beneath the witchwood boughs

harvest

the rowan tree is bleeding now

its berries drip from every branch

their skins are pierced with pentagrams
I'll pick each one with care

these scribbles of crows do not mind
their beaks refuse such bitter fruit
tonight I'll drench the harvest moon
in rowanberry wine

song

from out of the white morning mist
a couple of scruffy sparrows

they land on my wind-beaten fence
eager to sing for me

what song shall I sing to the birds
that bring music to me, daily?

I have only these quiet lines

this stale bread and water

~North Yorkshire, England

hustory. Her life is a seesaw of joy and pain, loss and learning,

darkness and great light. Liam Wilkinson lives in North Yorkshire, England, where he writes

mainly short poems and drinks mainly black coffee. His book Seeing
Double: “Tanka Pairs was released in 2016 by Skylark.
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Lorne Henry

orchid eaters

gallop along the verandah
breeding time

I spray the smell rats hate
into the palm tree

at home

still recovering

from the flu

the lyrics of Carmen
go round in my brain

the jewel eye

of the cicadas

covering the road

in an inner city suburb
how much has it changed

the stream

stilled by the high tide
carpeted

with green and yellow leaves
winds have ceased for today

I close the door

to a rising full moon

a slight chill

after a warm day

that brought orchids into bloom

music

that reminds me

of evenings

spent with my father
each note familiar

the mystery

of disappearing guavas

still green

no sign of them in the grass
last year I ate handfuls

weeds

deep in a large pot

lie flat

the crested pigeon
shelters from the wind

aCD

my souvenir from Prague
two string quartets
Debussy and Ravel

the only ones they wrote

the computer

doesn’t recognise my face
on my passport

the customs man assures me
he can and smiles

old woman
lies in her bed
clutching

at her doll

her memories

cold air

drifting off snow
in the south

rats in the ceiling
up the ladder again

turned away

from the nursing home

my dog and |

outbreak of influenza

this changeable spring weather
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weft and warp
pink jet streams
across

blue-grey clouds
the air below is still

I think in tanka
though only a few
receive a tick

I keep them all

my life in miniature

widely spaced

heavy raindrops

on the iron roof

then they’re gone

with tiles I'd never know

seven stories deep

into topsoil a vegetable garden
does water run there

aeons of flood deposits

by the Hwang He

dark night

the squeal of a rat
from the garden

the tawny frogmouth
has caught a meal

she wants to visit

but he panics

if left for an hour

it takes that long to travel
to my place and back

~New South Wales, Australia

Lorne Henry has been writing hatku since 1992 and tanka_from about
1996. She also writes tanka prose. She lives in countryside New South
Wales, Australia.

seed pearls (for Joy)

Lynda Monahan

she writes

her small poems

that dance

those five lines ancient
as Japan itself

her desire

to travel the narrow road
of Basho

to see through his eyes
the beauty of Mount Fuji

Japanese Lake Biwa*

where the first seed pearls grew
in freshwater mussels

their nacre made up

of the tiniest of crystals

just as these

crystal collections

of synovial fluid

like Akoya seed pearls
form inside her body

this woman

whose very self holds
the first seed pearls
Akoya Lake Biwa

my water spirit friend

* Traditionally, these first cultured seed pearls would have been_formed
wn Akoya opsters or Lake Buwa freshwater mussels in Japan.

~Saskatchewan, Canada

Lynda Monahan s a Canadian poet who lives in the Nesbit Forest near
Prince Albert, Saskatchewan. She s the author of three collections of
poetry, A Slow Dance in the Flames, What My Body Knows and
Verge. Her tanka has been previously published in Atlas Poetica,
Skylark, A Hundred Gourds and several other tanka publications.
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December

M. Kei

Marylanders

afraid of an inch of snow—
stocking up on

toilet paper and milk

like it’s the end of the world

a bachelor

washing

a load of whites
December’s first snow
falling softly down

still falling

the puffs of white snow
like a storm of

dandelion seeds

from a childhood memory

no room for a
Christmas tree —
I hang a garland
with ornaments

in the kitchen arch

~Chesapeake Bay, USA

The Carriage Horse

M. Kei

he’s a good natured beast—
the swaybacked nag

with blinders

clopping along the road

on a winter night

walking

along the road

I outpace

the carriage horse
with his limp

a moment

of communion

the carriage horse
looks at me

and knows I see him

the beast has a soul—
turning

to kind words,

he looks at me

from behind the blinders

~Chesapeake Bay, USA
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The New Hand

M. Kei

December day

a bright gale roaring

through the rigging

bundled to the ears,

the new hand presents himself

first mess—

sitting at the table

with the crew,

meeting the ship’s cats,

and learning the cook’s rules

the sail loft

light, airy, and warm
on a December day;
the pleasant ache

of hard work

he ties his hair

in a sailor’s pigtail,
then dons a

warm sweater and
heads to his new berth

every ship

has her customs:
a six foot shelf
full of hot sauces
from many ports

to be a member

of a sailing ship

1s to be

a living part

of an intricate machine

I have

a disease

for which

the sea

is the only cure

~Kalmar Nyckel, Wilmington, Delaware, USA

M. Kei

I still have it,

the step stool I made
when I was seven,

made with lumber scraps
and borrowed tools

my left hand

seems doomed to suffer
all my disabilities,

a single appendage

atoning for the sins of the body

after a long year

of writing novels,

a yearning for

tanka moments
dangling like snowflakes

I woke on

a December morning
with a charleyhorse

in my calf

and a desire to talk to you

they look like

they’re going to church
the line of women
outside the prison

on visiting day

Orion rising in the east—
the pain of nostalgia
remembering cold dawns
following him

into the west
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the sea in summer

never thunders in my heart
always

the cold grey majesty

of winter

who says autistic people
don’t understand humor?
my son celebrates

the Snow Emergency

with the Wizards in Winter

the scraggly loblolly
outside my window
transformed

into a thing of beauty
by a cloak of snow

delighted at last

the world forced to share
my solitude

made real by

this falling snow

my autistic student

never looked me in the eye
but once, she smiled,

and I knew

it was for me

I’ve lost everything
but my life

and my love

and a voice to sing
“Hallelujah”

~Chesapeake Bay, USA

M. Kei is a tall ship salor and award-winning poet who lives on
Maryland’s Eastern shore. He ts the editor of Atlas Poetica : A
Journal of World Tanka and the anthology, Neon Graffiti : Tanka
Poetry of Urban Life. His most recent collection of poetry is January,
A Tanka Diary. He can be followed on Tuwitter @kujakupoet, or visit
AtlasPoetica.org
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Malintha Perera, English-Sinhalese Translator
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on my way to the village

my begging bowl is full

of dandelions

I offer some to the Buddhas

I share some with the children
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pretending a fullness

in this empty life

my robe sags

without form

the leaves have lost their lines
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why have I come
to this world

a cuckoo asks me
as I play

with the children
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~Sri Lanka / & @ot»

Atlas Poetica ¢ Issue 28 ¢ Page 44



Black and White

Malintha Perera

unwashed dishes

and piles of clothes

it’s not easy

cleaning the silts

the waves have brought

I don’t know why
I am even crying
my son

continues

to feed me

when at last

having combed

my knotted hair

I cry looking at the mess

in the house they’ve left me

even the cat

seems to have something
to do these days

I ask it not to

leave me alone

pain killers
maybe another
another
another
another

~Sri Lanka

Malintha Perera / ®@&o
623600

Malintha Perera, English-Sinhalese Translator
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making me kneel

on the crumpled grass
you handle me

like a child, talking

to my fingertips
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catching dreams
while you sleep
your eyelashes
tell me stories
of endless paths
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how soon

can we be together
again, it’s this hair

that wants to touch

the meadows in the fields
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was it wrong to say

how it made me feel

the dew

was a soft blush

I borrowed from a grass lip
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SO many
tulips

to outnumber you
I stifle my cries
watching the rain
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how will this end
wanting you so much
flowers arching

as stems bend in ways
I can never imagine
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at one point

it becomes too much
your hair

is the only thing

I grab and breathe into
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bending back

my head is so lifeless
the sari

is a whisper

slipping around me
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tell me of the brooks
opening in the moonlight
my heel is silent

running

along the back of your leg
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~Sri Lanka / & @ot

Malintha Perera is an established poet whose work s featured in
numerous journals. She writes hatku, tanka, micropoetry, as well as
longer poems that are mainly centered on Zen Buddhism. Her first
published hatku book, An Unswept Path (2015), s a collection of

monastery haiku. She resides in Sri Lanka with her family.
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Stone Store

Marilyn Humbert

Visiting Boondooma Homestead, I marvel at
piloneer ingenuity, the workmanship in building
the ‘stone store’ which has stood through floods,
droughts, vacancy and vandals.

workers toil

through vagaries of climate
in this new land

building a future

for generations to follow

In 1854 German Wilhelm Brell laid the
metric foundations.

Stone for the walls quarried by hand at
Boondooma Creek less than a mile away and
carried by horse and wagon to the building site.

Mortar to fix the stones in place made by
crushing termite mounds found nearby and
dampened with water. The mixture sets hard
when it dries and is impervious to weather.

Rafters of hand-split local ironbark timber
using broad axe and adze. Lintels, pit-sawn from
a single ironbark tree. Slabs of ironbark timber
are fashioned for the floor and shingles tied to the
steep pitch roof.

The windows are barred, not because of fear
of aboriginal attack but to keep workers from
thieving goods. The building was finished in
1858.

chisel and mallet
ring across the creek
masons

shape rock for walls
of the stone store

The store protected supplies for Boondooma
workers and surrounding stations transported by
wagon from Ipswich, a hazardous three-week
trip. Later supplies came from Wide Bay now
called Maryborough.

The store closed in 1922 when the
Boondooma Station was broken up into smaller
farm blocks for settlers.

in the grounds

of Boondooma Homestead
the stone store

built in 1858

stands firm

~Australia

Boondooma Homestead s located on Mundubbera-Durong Road,
Boondooma, Queensland, approximately 80 kilometres south of
Mundubbera and 350 kilometres north-west of Brisbane. It was added
to the Queensland Heritage Register on 21 October 1992.

Monotony

Marilyn Humbert

In the desert of her life each day runs into
another. The landscape unchanging, flat, dusty
and barren under searing sun.

I wonder

do her footsteps

stir the dust

where others walked
where others loved

And the nights, gemstone-glints cascading across
blackness, the rwers of heaven.

flowing

across night’s face
the star-stream
carries her dreams
of rescue

~Bendigo, Victoria, Australia
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Cracow Beach

Marilyn Humbert

Palms edge the Dawson River. Sentinels in
lines of eight. Ironds catch the breeze like
rustling flags through season’s turn.

night wakes,

a giant with many eyes—
shadow-men

wander rough rises,
hunting goanna and ’roo

spear and boomerang

hum with skill . . .

an earlier time

when palms bristled with youth
the river a rivulet

We follow the lumpy gravel track to reach a
clearing beside water and make our camp. Alone
on this mid-winter night.

campfire smoke

swirls towards the stars

slows my heart . . .

this peace, this isolation
from everyday clamour

Cracow Beach—A sandy bank at the junction of the Dawson
Ruver and Delusion Creek about 500 kilometres northwest of Brisbane,
Queensland.

Luvistonia Nitida Palms are prevalent in Carnarvon Gorge, Isla
Gorge and on banks of the Dawson River in Queensland.

Marilyn Humbert lives in the Northern suburbs of Sydney, NSW,
surrounded by bush. Her pastimes include writing free verse, tanka, and
haiku. Her tanka and haiku appear in International and Australian
Journals, anthologies and online. Some of her free verse poems have been
awarded prizes in competitions and some have been published.

Marshall Bood

missed court date
boosting . . .

he tries to find
the right bus

to the food bank

cracked windshield —
he explains very carefully
that he doesn’t care

what anyone
thinks of him

~Canada

Marshall Bood lives in Regina, Saskatchewan, Canada. His poems
have recently appeared in Every Chicken, Cow, Fish and Frog: Animal
Rights Haiku (Muddle Island Press, 2016), The Heron’s Nest, Failed

Haiku and others.

‘Ebe YeYe’

tanka rensaku

Matsukaze

purchasing a few baguettes, heading down the
boulevard

the smell of freesias mingles with people’s
laughter

the first of many arrivals, coming in at 2:37 p.m.
my day begins in earnest and i'm excited
(sarcasm)

from where 1 stand, seeing each guest pass and
come
another moment of silence for the fallen ones
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“It was mistaken identity!” —scream of a
woman

the military police, impervious, escorts her son
away

the love 1 want to have with you
will be me as apples wrapped in a warm, brown
crust

my colleague arrives, his attitude always in full
force
for my part, 1 stay silent and make tanka

approaching guests full of laughter and chatter
for a minute 1 too wish to be as they are

a midday moon in the cerulean sky?
post-noon traffic like placid waves

everything touched by this brilliant sunshine
behind this desk, 1 strive to muster up a smile

from where 1 stand watching our nation’s flag
flutter lightly in trade winds

in agreeable silence, each of us lost to our own
thoughts
only the sound of country music and my typing

you expound on something while i wait for his
text
the smell of fresh baked cookies in the air

a passing woman: i see hints of my grandmother
just a regular day with a regular me in it

dinner party at a private estate in Copenhagen
they leave for drinks and cigarettes, 1 head for the
deck

1 tell no one of my longing to have morning snow
just this once, in this southern Texas town

dark flowers growing always in this one corner
of grandma’s house — this is what grief looks like

tireless shapes of various people—moving . . .
getting home from work, 1 find 'm hungry

making an agreement with myself
1 think 1 will live this one day in earnest

purposing in my heart to be productive this day
a phone call from mother and brittle leaves fall

an all day rainpour. from my second story
window
staring at anything being touched by raindrops

with this election, the times terrify me —
a bowl of chili and rice and like that 1 am satiated

tonight, once home from work 1 change my
clothes
1 roam the streets—for 1 am a wanderer

my father talks of the South Carolinian ‘boonies’
and of playing in ‘red clay’—-carefree-ness of

kids

they speak of nothing but poverty and post-war
strife
my native land seems foreign to me today

this election: a call to get up and be productive
sister America has wounds that won’t go away

a stain on American history that can’t be ignored
American Chattel Slavery and its continued
perpetuation

lurking beneath a two-hundred year celebration
the stigma of “racist enslavement” vividly alive

sunspill hurled against those white pillars
today promises to be slow and easy going

just one more time and soon, ox-tails and rice . . .
getting over a brief cold, drinking Theraflu

racism is ‘acknowledged’ as a natural injustice
yet it multiplies in practice and existence

sitting outside, thinking— “regret is pointless”
but we do it anyways and sometimes it’s good . . .
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while making tanka, 1 enjoy chocolate chip
cookies.

1 cannot wait until my voice returns and 1 can
sing

with the changing times, so many strive to find
good footing—
in the air, there’s a deep uncertainty

the reality of being thirty-five
some days up and some days down, 1 must
endure

in a moment of thought, knowing 1 really need to
get into the gym. must maintain this body better

trying hard to trust in YHWH-—everyone
everywhere
can hear the approaching footsteps of death

with the changing times, uncertainty stains the
air
my sisters and brothers, remember, “*Ebe YeYe!”

* Swahily for: It’ll get better:

while working, realizing 1 don’t have any pictures
of myself as a baby . . . it’s like 1 don’t exist

things have been quiet, no disclosed murders
for a moment it seems black men can breathe

knowing deep in myself, i really look for my life
to be different—colorful even . . . thoughts of a
man

while reflecting on tanka, 1 think of my
forefathers
something in me laments my dead father

thinking of my dead father, i remember
1 haven’t called mother in a while

reading a tanka about morning glories in deep
purple

i randomly think, 1 wish 1 knew flowers.’

saw her with her four daughters, her beauty
like stale music in bathrooms—this is what life
can do

her smile like ripened persimmons across flesh
we spend a few hours talking over tea and
wonder

noticing the teal sash around his waist, this man
strong and confident in himself—1 resume
texting

feeling childish, 1 sit off to the side chewing gum
rather loudly and oh-so proud

night comes early since we moved clocks back
one hour
with night comes the yearning for him

one book 1 carry with me at all times
1s “Orson Welles on Shakespeare” playscripts

every time they see me, it is with a book
or a knapsack that is sure to have books in it

morning glories of deep purple and red akebia
he calls me by my nickname: ‘oreo’

all over the fence, a few lonely blossoms
my guests this evening are three young gay men

all of us dressed in uniform—he arrives
charmingly insubordinate wearing pale blue

irritated. 1 feel the draft of the a/c unit on the
back of my head.
1 wonder when this shift will be over

another reading of Macbeth, to pass the time
losing myself in the text 1 never notice his arrival

my day begins—afternoon seems pregnant with
noise
getting up, 1 fix tea before bathing

he watches me each time 1 enter the room
my colleague and i had a falling out that led to
coldness
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the Texas sky a deep velvet black
and below all of G-d’s children move about

by evening a part of me yearning for home
watching some blaxploitation movie amid lit
candles

poetry just a natural part of life—the reason i
make tanka
depositing the money into the vending machine

with an urge inside to shout loudly outside
1 settle down, typing behind this desk

devoted to poetry—1 watch him from the corner
of my eyes
my colleague, headphones on—1in his own world

musing over waka the smell of pine trees pungent
in myself the knowledge, 1’ve got to get busy

watching the comings and goings of nighttime
traffic
this gum i chew on has lost its flavor

a flood of emails all from various companies
for a moment 1 shut off each notification for
peace

listening to a guest dispute the cost of his room
something in me would like to fling wood at him

what is this obsession with thick men?
enjoying the taste of M&M’s 1 don’t long ponder
that

my colleague earnestly engaged with a guest
checking in
1 watch him while making tanka

this black man big and black—something i like
catching traces of conversation among elders

“the forest path of a varied brocade . . .”
lines from Konoshima’s tanka bring me joy

is it customary to look at a retreating man’s rear
eyes averted back to the computer screen

suddenly feeling lonesome the light from a lit
candle
pours over that feeling and soon i’'m warmed

the smell of bitter almonds on his breath
1 wonder if he’s consumed cyanide

getting dark along the way
watching another guest make his way inside

the guest stop to tell me how well dinner went
feeling the need to brush my teeth

bending cosmos—on the table akebia blossoms
nothing better than the feeling of Autumn in the
air

once this shift is over 1 often dread
returning home knowing they will still be there

on the outskirts of town watching the glittering
lights
of evening traffic: 1 wish to be there . . .

dried leaves have their own language —
haven’t spoken to my beloved in a few hours

not capable of having a monogamous
relationship
my eye wanders too many places

dried leaves caught in a whirlwind—
these are earth’s confetti what are we
celebrating?

averse to prophecy —especially when 1 know
each prediction brings me close to the arms of
death

~Dallas, Texas, USA
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Answering Mokichi

Mokichi & Matsukaze

on the funeral road, sorvel blossoms, bemused, on the
JSuneral road,
were they not falling?

where 1 am, the leaves have turned brittle, and
brown—
there’s laughter here

along the road through the field where windflowers with red
mouths
bloomed, light flowed as we went

1 live in the city, along the highway; nothing but
deadened grass and
the wind of passing traffic

1 hold the fire with which © must cremate my mother. In the
skies
there is nothing to look at

Mokichi-san, may 1 for many years, not
experience the grief of a mother
being gathered to her ancestors

under the night sky where the stars are, red and red,
mulberry
mother went on burning

1 am certain no one can gauge the grief you had
mingled with red
mulberries and fire

deep into the night, 1 looked at the funeral fire of my
mother, simply
red, it went on burning

barely into the morning, i stare at sunspill on the
brick drive-thru,
simply golden, burning, spreading

we guard the fire, the night ts old; my younger brother sadly
sings a

song of life

guardians of life. the days gather age; inside of
me my brothers and
sister must become closer

single-minded, 1 will keep watch over the faintly red rising
smoke,
the smoke

working hard to pull in my double-mind, in the
distance the smoke
of passing traffic

i sour hot water, body sadly immersed, ¢ saw light blaze
wn the sky

a slow day, i think of bathing, of immersing
myself in light, in sunlight

coming back to my birthplace, the village where my house
15, 1 pickle

the flowers of white wisteria and eat them

home of my birthplace, no longer there, pickled-
anything 1 do not enjoy . . .
well, 1’ve never really had

near the mountain where faint flowers fall, musts, flowing,
have gone
away

another cool but balmy morning, no mists, no
flowers—at least none
1 can readily name

a fire burming far off on a mountain beyond the valley—
i’s scarlet,
and my mother, saddening

no morning fires, no mountains, or valleys—1
purpose in my heart
to call mother, it’s long overdue
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it touched me——the way the rain was falling The earth
near the moun-
tain was red— how pitiful it was

no no Mokichi-san, no falling rain, or mountains
—just myself behind
this desk listening to gospel

because 'm on the mouniain 1 eat bamboo shoots.
Mulberry mother,
mulberry mother! (WRITTEN IN MAY)

it 1s January. there are no mountains here, or
bamboo shoots, and
mother, 1s where she 1s—alive.

~Dallas, Texas, USA

Matsukaze

is a classical vocalist/actor/poet
living in Dallas, TX.

He has been writing short verse
since early 2006.

if I planted / si 7% plantais

Maxianne Berger

someday

shuffling along

I'll overhear

there’s that old petunia
visits her own grave

allant un jour

a pas trainant
J'entendrai dire

tiens la vieille pétunia
visite sa propre tombe

our plot

fifteen square feet

if I planted . ..
perhaps some rosemary
for remembrance

notre parcelle
quinze pieds carrés
stj’y plantais . . .
peut-éire du romarin
pour le souvenir

violets

shadows and reflections
flutter on the stone

like family

... like family . . .

des violettes

ombres et reflets frissonnent
sur la pierre

tels des proches

... tels des proches . . .

time come

for grave digging
will they disturb
periwinkles

for my urn for yours

Cheure venue

de creuser les fosses
dérangera-t-on

des pervenches

pour mon urne pour la tienne

foliage

of a nearby oak
filters light

eventually thyme

will overrun the grave

Jewillage

d’un chéne voisin
filtre la lumiére

avec le temps, du thym
débordera la tombe
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rooted

beside the granite marker
we’ll emerge

in the cosmos

within its flowers

enracinés

pres de la stéle en granit
nous émergerons

dans le cosmos

au sein de ses fleurs

like amaranth

I signed a contract for
eternity

as for now

poems are enough

lelle Pamarante

J’ai signé un contrat pour
Péternité

pour le moment

les poémes suffisent

~Mount Royal Cemetery, Montreal, Quebec,
Canada / Cimetiére Mont-Royal, Montréal, Québec,
Canada

Maxianne Berger co-edits the online journal Cirrus : tankas de nos
Jours. Her tanka collection un renard roux / a red fox, appeared in
2014 (petit nuages). More recently, Winnows, 136 hatku “plundered”
Jrom Moby Dick was published in 2016 (Nietzsche’s Brolly).

Maxianne Berger codirige la revue électronique Cirrus : tankas de nos
Jours. Son recueil de tankas, un renard roux / a red fox, parut en 2014
(petits nuages). Plus récemment, Winnows [vannages], 136 haikus
"pillés" de Moby Dick a été publié en 2016 (Nietzche’s Brolly).

Michael H. Lester

twenty-six girls

lined up against the wall
twenty-five boys . . .

after the dance

Sally cries herself to sleep

he whittles

the twig down to nothing . . .
the editors

reject each and every one

of his tanka

he seduces her

under a full moon . . .

she wakes up early

to see that face again

but the moon has already set

the empty park bench

where the old man used to sit

still attracts pigeons

who steadfastly peck the grass

where he once tossed them bread crumbs

leaves twirl down

on the murky pond . . .
tadpoles

play Marco Polo

in the shade

I take on faith

I still have feet . . .

my belly

an opaque protuberance
propels me not

my estranged wife

no longer sleeps with me . . .
I curse the day—

our anniversary

when we bought the puppy
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blind mice

follow the scent

of moldy cheese . . .

once again, I opt

for the wrong kind of guy

I lick the cream

from the cookie center
and toss the rest . . .
dad seems different
since mom ran off

dead night crawlers

litter the driveway—
where your car would be
if you hadn’t tried to drive
drunk in the pouring rain

battered old shoes

hang from a high wire . . .
the homeless man

stares blankly

at his bare feet

owls’ eyes and hoots

pierce the still, dark woods . . .

field mice scatter—
the slowest of the litter
swoops skyward in talons

stray goose

in the rose garden! . . .
my Nikon

in a taxi somewhere
in downtown Taipei

with spring’s first thaw
icicles melt

in slow, rhythmic drips . . .
I wait for her

to say something

~Los Angeles, California, USA

No Strings Attached

Michael H. Lester

The salesperson at Nordstrom’s easily
seduced me when he boasted “the soles of these
shoes will outlast the shoes themselves!” A few
months later, at the local shoe repair shop, a
woman in line behind me attempts her own
brand of seduction.

‘Are you married? Not that it matters. I see
nothing wrong with a little extra-marital sex.
Here is my card. I live in the neighborhood. I
used to be a stripper; among other things. I am
very discreet. I apologize in advance—1 don’t
shave. Is that a problem for you?”

soles worn thin
struggle to repel
the very elements
they were designed
to keep out

I thought to myself “this used to be a
respectable neighborhood. Do over-aged
Hollywood streetwalkers finally gravitate to shoe
repair shops?”

her tendrils twine
the fence posts

of my resistance . . .
probe for weak spots
or cracks in the soul

Two weeks later, I ask my wife to pick up my
shoes for me.

“You’ll never believe who I saw at the shoe
repair shop,” she chirps, “my friend from high

school!”

~Los Angeles, California, USA
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A Kindred Spirit

Michael H. Lester

After office hours one day, on impulse, I drop
my pants, sit on the copy machine glass, and
make six copies of my hindquarters. A bold
move, considering anyone could easily have
caught me in flagrante delicto.

Having engaged in this travesty on a whim, I
am 1ll prepared to eliminate the incriminating
stain I leave. As a stopgap measure, I wipe the
glass with my underpants, merely smearing the
evidence.

In waning daylight, I flee the scene. After
several furtive steps down the sidewalk, I regain a
sense of calm. I whistle and strut, carefree as a
bird—six copies of my hindquarters folded
neatly in my back pocket.

jacaranda trees

shed purple

on soiled windshields—
perched crows

cackle overhead

As I turn the corner, still whistling, a passing
finch evacuates on my shoulder. The finch
hesitates overhead momentarily, then twitters
merrily into the sunset, as if nothing had
happened.

~Los Angeles, California, USA

Originally from Detroit, Michigan, Michael H. Lester 1s a CPA
Attorney practicing business management_for the entertainment industry
wn Los Angeles, Califormia. His tanka and haiku have recently been
accepted for publication in Ribbons and Modern Haiku.

Mira N. Mataric

ommia mea

mecum porto on a flight
with a phone so smart
in this century no need
for luggage and porters

my small tablet now

goes with me in my pocket
better than a servant

it provides for all my needs
with only one exception

lonely and bored I choose
books with many characters
read and visualize

a splashing night party

with people music and drinks

a stream of moonlight

silently pours through windows
voiceless waterfall

streaming through my eyes

to settle into my soul

sometimes
not doing
just being
1s the best for us
and the universe

seems nature 1s calm
but underneath it all
each cell is active
creating more life

in the strife for survival
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Scheherazade now

would not tell stories each night
but watch TV instead

to learn who kills whom and
who stays to tell the story

on the top of the mountain
9000 ft high in the sky

the air is thin and thoughts clear
one wishes to climb near

to the ultimate source

~Pasadena, Califormia, USA

Mira N. Mataric has published 40 books (in English and Serbian) of

poelry, short stories, memotrs, novels, one anthology and several books of

translations. Awarded numerous prestigious international awards, she
has 50 years of teaching English, Russian, Creative Writing and
Special Education. She promotes hatku, tanka and short poetry,
emphasizing its effect on prose through precise and concise expression.
Mira organizes public poetry readings and workshops.

Patricia Prime

a painter’s shed

among shafts

black shadows

moving with the wind

to the rhythm of the forest

the ocean caught

blue and misted glittering
through foliage

branches overhanging
the face of a cliff

thunder last night

and rain at sunrise

in the plum tree

where a flock of sparrows
swims into the wind

from the distant plateau
the country is spread
before me

a green and brown carpet
dotted with blue lakes

on the lych gate

to the historic graveyard

a plaque

commemorates the death of a child
who died at the age of three

twin girls

dressed for the ballet

in their finery

pose for their photographs
in front of the Lego Santa

she is a presence

at the kitchen table

the art of her

catching the winter light
on her auburn hair

a painter’s gift—

the gold and yellow

of sunflowers

pushing forward into light
among the greens of a field

the girl’s beauty

is summery and complex
as this evening

she retreats into the silence
of the herb garden

my walk is arrested

by a broad leaf on a tree
moved by the wind
shaped like a starfish

or a maple leaf

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 « Page 57



the way a dewdrop

hovers over the peach’s skin
at the edge of daylight
reminds me of the way

you looked last time I saw you

in the museum

I feel the shape

of a bronze head
as I curve my hand
on its smooth brow

there was a day

I wandered through the grass
when I wondered

why everyone kept to the path
on their bikes and skateboards

over there

the bougainvillea

we shouldn’t have planted
is pulling down the fence
as it spreads its benison

~New Lealand

Fatricia wriles poetry, reviews, articles and Japanese forms of

poetry. She has self-published several collections of poetry and a book of
collaborative tanka sequences and haibun, Shizuka, with French poet,

Guselle Maya. Patricia edits Kokako and is reviews/interviews editor of
Haibun Today. She writes reviews for Atlas Poetica, Takahe and

several Indian journals.

Paul Mercken is a retired philosophy professor and medievalist from
Belgium (°1934), Bunnik, NL. Research and teaching in GB, USA,
Florence, I'T, and Ultrecht, NL. Committee Hatku Kring Nederland
(Dutch Haiku Soctety) since 2004. Published Bunnikse hatku’s en
ander dichtspul, 2012 (Bunnik Haiku® and Other Poetic Stuff; in
Dutch) & Tanka of Place — ATLAS POETICA — Tanka’s van
plaats, 2013 (bilingual). Voluntary work in the fields of nature, society,
culture and spirituality. Humanist, promoting democratic confrontation
by dialogue. Nominated for the local poetry contest Bunnik about

Bunnik 2017.

Ryuka
Paul Mercken

Paul Mercken, Dutch-English Translator

Ik heb rond het meer gewandeld

dat Ita Thao, Zon Maan Thao heet—
er zijn haast geen Thao lieden meer
maar hun dans leeft nog steeds.

For sure I've walked around the lake
that’s called Ita Thao. Sun Moon Thao—
only few Thao people survive

but thewr dance still lives on.

~Taiwan

Paul Mercken

Paul Mercken, Dutch-English Translator

Stad van torens, van
hartstochelijke studies,

van handel, liefde,

rivieren, parken, bruggen,

en 't herdenken van mijn vrouw.

City of spires, of

scientific aspirations,

of trade, and of love,

of rwers, parks and bridges,
and memonies of my wife.

een roos draagt doornen
om 't plukken te voorkomen
waarom zouden we
bloemenlijkjes opfleuren

in een vaas met wat water

a rose carries thorns
preventing one to pluck it
why should we attempt

to perk up thewr cadavers
n a vase with some waler

~ Netherlands
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Peter Fiore

these people

who trim their forsythia

as if they were hedges or bowls
these are the ones

who should be rounded up

would that I could

make the impossible possible
bring you coffee

every morning

for the rest of your life

you leave me no choice

but to storm the citadel

give me a break—

come watch the forsythia

the blossoms before they’re gone

peeing

under the stars

with a head full of ideas
and a heart

full of sorrow

for my 75th

I want a slow doozie
I'm not particular
about technique —
it’s been a while

~Unnited States

Peter Fiore lives and writes in Mahopac, New York, USA. His poems
have been published in Atlas Poetica, Bright Stars, American Poetry
Review, Rattle, Ribbons, Skylark, A Hundred Gourds and others. In
2009, Peter published text messages, the first volume of poetry totally
devoted to Gogyoka. In 2015, Peter’s book of tanka prose, flowers to
the torch, was published by Keibooks.

Ruth Holzer

I might hear the hawk

or walk through bluebells
again—

but the shadow of the knife
now distorts everything

~Virgima, USA

Cross Keys

or the Three Horseshoes—
lost in the hills

still finding my way

to a pint of cold cider

~Brecon Beacons, Wales, UK

meeting a madman

by chance in Russell Square—
the quick difference

between going home soon

and never again

~London, UK

boys diving

into the swimming
hole

here on the shore
you seemed so sad

~Virgimia, USA
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Fugitive

Ruth Holzer

green nets spread

to dry in the sun—

a knot of fishermen

on the Fondamente Nuove
following a lone woman

shafts of light

on the domes of San Marco
before the storm—

we hold tight to the railing
our hands nearly touch

arriving, departing
cargo ships of the world
tugged by

Taurus and Maximus
Austerius, Tamara

even unto my name

have you forgotten

it all—

how I hid under your jacket
from rain on the Zattere

~ Venice, Italy

Ruth Holzer’s poems have appeared previously in Atlas Poetica and in
other journals. She lives in Virginia.

Ryuka

Richard St. Clair

covered in soot in the crosswalk

an old nipple seen weeks before

I wonder whose mouth it has been in
and why it was left there

“that’s a fine kettle of fish”
granpa used to say many years ago;

beside the dates on his gravestone
it reads “He loved to fish”

while sailing in Boston Harbor

we see humpback whales spy hopping
a few hundred yards from the boat
the refreshing salt spray

~Massachusetts, USA

Syria

Richard St. Clair

blood in the streets

blood in the rubble

blood in the hospitals

blood in bombed ambulances
blood everywhere in Syria’s cities

enemies fighting with enemies
enemies fighting against enemies
all is chaos

no one knows what to fight for
everyone is just fighting
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ghost towns across Syria
shells of cities in rubble
even so the bombs

keep flying churning up
more dust from the ruins

no one dares enter

the borders of this land
not even peacekeepers
bodhisattvas look elsewhere
for souls to save

aloof in some

heavily protected building
the president & cohorts
never elected, only selected
persist with tightened fists

onetime allies

are now bombing perceived enemies
enemies of enemies join hands

all are considered fair game

all are somebody’s target

throngs have fled

to lands that don’t welcome them
they have needs

nobody cares to or wants to
attend to or treat

in the tent city

another baby is born
and dies

the mother dies too

no one to care for them

a caravan
of medical supplies
bombed

hope dies with it

as do the drivers

there is no longer

a border with other countries
borders have dissolved

as have the hopes

of millions of innocents

the world

has become numb with apathy
no longer

are there feelings of grief

for the dead and dispossessed

clique fighting clique
cult fighting cult

it is impossible

to know who 1s fighting
for right or for wrong

hope long dead

they pick over rubble
for bodies

bodies too mutilated
to even identify

the graveyards

have become charnel grounds
corpses strewn unburied

the stench of innocents
rotting in the sun

there are no bodhisattvas
who dare to cross

into this land of sorrow
perforated with the wounds
of the dead and the dying

when

will the madness end

when

will the guilty and innocent
alike find justice?

~Syra

Richard St. Clair (b. 1946 in North Dakota) has been writing tanka
Jor over 15 years, and numerous of his tanka have appeared in Atlas
Poetica publications. He is also a writer of hatku and renku, with work
published in leading journals. He holds a Ph.D. in music composition
Jrom Harvard. A Shin Buddhist by faith, he lives life naturally, writing
mustc and poetry as the muse moves him. His music has been heard on
three continents and he has composed over 120 individual works. He
resides in Massachusetts, where he has lived for over 50 years.
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Conversation with Autumn

Songs of Rokin Ryukashu*

Ryoh Honda, Translator

Kokin Ryukashu on the lefi.
Ryoh Honda’s ryuka on the right.

I»JE cJOJAII® J3IxJAEINIO
%Jadydx JUJE SIRIYINIGIA

usukapnkiyuya kukuruatisarami
kumuharititirasu tsichinuchurasa

breezes own their hearts
today surely it looks so

a moon shines after clouds
have disappeared

~Kamimura Pechin

punching finely today

the moon looks a hole

an entrance to a tunnel to
another world

Ju SIR JUINIpIBIIIE —
0JYaJyI*x3yI¥.J+Ji OIRIVAINIGIAE

trutsichinukayini truyamasukagami
mugakanitisachuru chikunuchurasa

the mirrors are shining
polished by the moonlight
here is the beauty of

the chrysanthemums

~Kamimura Pechin

silently absorbing

the nutritious moonlight
brilliantly shiny

the chrysanthemums

J23%36IpIpIpIpIRIIAIRIAIVI A IV
JUIEIYI-IOJIIEIN3YI0IYI0I0IE

achiyarruirunu chikunuhanazakai
nishichiuchimayin sacharuchurasa

a variety of flowers

the chrysanthemum field
its brocade of splendor
autumn has come

~Ginowanohyi Choso

crystal and creamy white

moon yellow and dawn purple
the brocade of chrysanthemums
that autumn wears

JBIEINIVIBIIYIVINIpIpIpIR PIR
J0J+J0I-IO OIXK J0Ix3§I¥a]+IE

mushiranayaaring iruirunuhananu
tstyuniuchinkati waratisachusi

in the autumn morning
a lot of flowers are
smiling with dew drops
here I miss you

~Ginowanohji Choso

playing on the petals
or just embracing them
morning dew drops on
autumn flowers

PIR J¥.JéJ0JUJIBIEI6]-JO wIA
'JE ¢ eJaJ+JU JUIRJEJIEIY:

hananusudikaichi nyafinuchimaniki
suzushikajyyubyuru nubinusisichi
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please invite cool winds
spikes of silver grass

as if sleeves are waving
swaying on fields

~Urasoeohyt Choki

to the winds through the hills
their spikes are bowing

the silver grasses are bathed
in autumn light

bOJAJEIB AIR CIAIGINIAEIY
I»JE cJUJIBIVLIA SIR —

lanumustyamutunu fikarikumurasanu
usukagimimigaku tsichinukagami

oh how trustworthy

the moon let the breeze rub
a mirror perfectly

with its clear light

~Gushikawa Pechin

keeping the right distance
with our blue planet

the moon embraces us
with its calm beam

J3JiIJ0JUIA JAIU JUIRIYINI¢JOIE
JiJAEIUK JLIOJNIE EIVIEIOI+Ix

amaridukunakuna nubinuchiryirisu
masaruwagatsirasa shiranashichuti

do not chirp so much
katydids in the field
without knowing well

my sorrowfulness

~ Tomigusukuohyi

Atlas Poetica *

sorrows mirror pleasures
always with time lags

so let katydids chirp
when they want

J0JI%36J0IY.J8IyJareK JyIEJiIIAEIIIR
YJaeJAJUIUIIIAEIU 8IR 06

tsichinnagamiriba awarisamazamanu
umukutunumasaru tabinusoraya

high in the night sky

the moon reminds a stranger
of miscellancous things
about home village

~Goeku Chochu

too many may mean null
finally we should know

the reason why the moonlight
is simply pale

JOJyJY U J36J0JYIEIeeIUIAIUI6
J1I0IUI%J0I0I%I6I8IUIDIBIEIVs

narinuyusyjiman narishifurusatun
suranitirutsichiya fitutsiyasiga

really only one exists?

the moon from my village
and from other islands
cannot be same

~Tomoriaji
the pale autumn moonlight
penetrates into trees

into lake water and
purifies me

Issue 28 « Page 63



JAJ6J%:30J6I0IEINIYIxI0IVaIUIUIAEIIEIYs

0 IR S36J0J0IAEIAIVI0

kumuchirinneranu tirjurasaasiga
yusypimanutsichiya tsirasabiker

away from home island
no clouds in the clear sky
the moon is so bright and
makes me feel sad

~Sakumoto Kisho

killing all star lights

a round moon affirms
solitude is intentional
disconnectedness

* Collection of Ryuka of Ancient and Modern
Times. Originally edited in the mid-19th century,
Kokin Ryukashu 1s the first collection of Ryuka
edited to read traditional ryuka songs, not to sing.
The collection contains 1,700 works, split into six
parts for spring, summer, autumn, winter, love,
nakafu (versions mixed with waka) and
miscellaneous.

~Tokyo, Japan

The Art of Saké: Conversations
with Sikong Tu’s* Ars Poetica

Ryoh Honda, Translator

Ars Poetica on the lefi.
Ryoh Honda’s tanka on the right.

I. VIRILE

Sulfilled or not fulfilled?
never ask your mind!
clouds in the sky enjoy
playing with winds

heavenly saké

would elevate your mind
and let you go

wherever you wish

with a pure white cloud

II. PLACID

deep inside the mind

a white crane flying across
Jrontiers and you’ll listen
echoes of winds

when you stay calm

and feel comfortable
silently saké

would speak to your mind
as the nature does

III. GRACEFUL

the spring’s scent penetrates

into the sky and the earth
surrounded with peach blossoms
a beauty stands
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find a path

beneath willow trees
and carefully

listen to the warblers

saké will help you
IV. CALM
n a hut i the woods
solely I vmagine
we were on the sea shore
under the moonlight
a big river
will become visible
in front of you
once you acquire
the silence of saké
V. CLASSIC

the bright moon has risen
on the edge of the mountain
a marror which reflects

ancient pureness
saké assists
to trace footsteps of
a noble man
who ascended to the heavens
with lotus flowers
VI. ELEGANT

put away your instrument
look up the waterfall

and now you see the birds
chasing each other

soft rain makes

blue bamboos bluer
in the clear sky
white clouds hover
such fineness of saké

VII. REFINED

roll in a creek today
SWim in a rier tomorrow
Slow and flow till you

become a moon

for fine saké

keep concentration

on alchemy

till only the essence

of the moonlight remains

VIII. VIGOROUS

the speed of flying clouds
the solidity of the rainbow
lake all their powers

into your body

think of the sky

and build the rainbow
massive power

of cumulonimbus is
all contained in saké

IX. BRILLIANT

the condensed would be shorter
while the lighter should be
longer in their lives

be rich in mind

disappearing

morning dew on leaves
slight resonance

which is what saké
gives its brilliance

X. NATURAL

you don’t have to worry

all the flowers and blossoms
exactly knows the time
when they bloom
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XI. IMPLICIT

shouldn’t we recognize well
even dust in the sky

a bubble mn the ocean
contains the cosmos

XII. FRANK

Slowers gradually open
as they mhale and exhale
the waves beating shores
of space frontiers

XIII. VITAL

ripples shine like brocade
i’ so brilliant but

the riverbed s still
clearly seeable

adjust your mind

to what you have received

just like that
meet with flowers and
saké in their seasons

a scent of saké
could fully implicate
its profound taste
like a dew contains
the whole ocean

the raging sea
with furious waves
1s concealed
secretly in a rose
and also in saké

simply follow

the comfortable orders
of nature

saké always stands
beyond all our words

XIV. DELICATE

the unrecognized strings
connect all the elements
thus the water flows and
the flowers bloom

XV. ROUGH

whether it’s clear or blurry
your work s your mirror
needless to say though

love both of them

XVI. LUCID

the pine trees with breezes
and the brooks with ripples
a small boat embraced

by the blue sky

XVII. OBLIQUE

go slowly but not straight
thousands of colors of
greens you’ll see on the path
to the mountaintop
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saké 1s always

intimate with time

the air kisses

as the spring of breeze
gently asks to bloom

brilliantly
sophisticatedly brutal
the liveliness

of the rice is the base
of the muscles of saké

a little creek

under the pine trees
a dusting of

snow on the hilltop
in a glass of saké



walking through

the meandering path
birds and blossoms
and flowers to be found
in the taste of saké

XVIII. DIRECT

both the naked water

of the creek and the naked
leaves of pine trees wouldn’t
know which is which

feel relaxed

listen to the music

of the forest

by hearing the ripples
on the ocean of saké

XIX. INDIGNANT

as waves swirling around
you’d want to draw a sword
but afler the passion comes
the pure silence

enjoy also

the process of feeling
then finally

saké lets you appreciate
the taste of emptiness

XX. DESCRIPTIVE

clouds are changing shapes
and sunbeams are capricious
be flexible to find out

their true natures

the mountain
reflected in a lake and
its original

face each other

the intimacy of saké

XXI. EXCELLENT

accompanying with cloud
winds return to nowhere
how envious their values
of distance are!

who cares whether

the mountain holds clouds
or clouds hold it

whether I drink saké

or saké drinks me

XXII. LIGHT

sailing with clouds and stars
on the infinite sea

he sees beyond destination
with no effort

a crane flies

over the mountain
above a crane

a white cloud goes
when a tongue feels saké

XXIII. LARGE

once you are bored

then walk and sing songs
don’t forget to drink

life is not long

under the eaves

covered with bright flowers
looking over

misty rain alone

the place I would drink

XXIV. FLOWING

identify your axis

Jix it with that of the universe
Jfor our world 15 always
floating and hquid

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 « Page 67



the axis ol Sypy_dappled Leaves

the whole universe
is invisible
enjoy being a pebble  Samantha Sirimanne Hyde & Marilyn
in a creek and drink! Humbert

~Tokyo, Japan remembering
which floorboards creak
* Ryoh Honda has translated the Chinese to sidestep,

poems of the original to ryuka format. The our time-worn friendship
poems and their tanka responses are based on the not what it used to be
twenty-four themes of Ars Poetica by Sikong Tu
(837-908) polishing

the silver lea-sel

her wrinkled hands
Suggested Reading: carefully remove

many layers of tarnish
Hster. tea closet. March 22, 2014. <http://

teacloset.blogspot.com/2014/03/sikong-tus- like this doorway
twenty-four-styles-of-poetry.html> seamlessly bricked up
your face
Barnstone, Tony & Ping Chou. The Art of now a vague memory
Weriting : “leachings of the Chinese Masters. rarely entertained

Boulder, CO: Shambala, 1996.
1 drop a stone

Wah, Wong Yoon. Essays On Chinese Literature, a wnto the still pond
Comparative Approach. Kent Ridge, Singapore: ripples roll
Singapore University Press, 1988. lo the edge unhindered

my life before we met

origami class
Ryoh Honda s an editing member of Tankajin, a tanka journal. Judge folding and folding
of national tanka competition held by The Modern Tanka Poet
Association (Gendatkajinkyokat) in 201)5. paper stars——
thinking of you and me

I wish for a clean slate

night is alive

with light and shade
so many pitfalls
hudden in the shadows
of life’s busyness

trying to meditate . . .
this labyrinthine mind
forever untamable
changing every instant
like a hurtling raindrop
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a king tide

Sloods lowlands

carrying away

topsoil and lwestock—
shadows haunt my dreams

on his pillow
sun-dappled leaves

make their mark

she thinks of all the years
he’s been out of her life

~Sydney, NSW, Australia

Marilyn Humbert lives in the Northern suburbs of Sydney, NSV,
surrounded by bush. Her pastimes include writing free verse, tanka, and
hatku. Her tanka and haiku appears in International and Australian
Journals, Anthologies and Online. Some of her free verse poems have
been awarded prizes in competitions and some have been published.

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde was born in Sri Lanka and now lves in
Australia. She is grateful to have crossed paths with the exquisite world
of hatku, tanka, and other Japanese poetry forms.

Snegurochka

Tanja Trcek

Tanja Tréek, Slovenian-English Translator
Anglesko-slovenski prevod: Tanja Triek

in the snow

flowers spun of silver thread

she gathers them and sings

among gnarled trees, a screech

an owl’s white and feathered wings

v snegu
cvetovr stkani 1z srebrne niti,
nabira jih in poje,

med gréavim drevest krik . . .
krilata belina sove

among frost flowers

icicles frame her shimmering face
her dress woven from polar nights
embroidered with stars

made of thin glass

med sneZenimi rofami

i ledene svece uokvirjajo svetlikajoci se obraz,
njena obleka stkana 1z polarnih noci,
okrasena

z zvezdami 1z tankega stekla

deep in the snowy forest
among the spruce trees
music on the wind
tinkling on every branch
ice-bells

globoko v zasneZenem gozdu,
med smrekama,

valovt v vetru glasba,

na vsaki veji tiho cingliange
zvonckov 1z ledu

curled in her bed

of spruce needles and moss
under her feathered eyelids
the stars rise, twinkling silver
in the night

zvita v postelji

1z smrekovih iglic in mahu,

v noci za njenimi mehkimi vekami
vzidejo zvezde

srebrne, blestec

as she sleeps

the snow

softly falls

on her lashes, cheeks
on her smiling ruby lips

sneg nezno pada
na njen spanec,

na trepalnice, lica,
na ustnice, Zarece
v barvi rubinov
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quietly she begins to sing
of warm dens,

of round soft nests

and cold ears prick up
they listen, paws run

ttho zacne petr

o toplih brlogih,

0 okroglih mehkih gnezdih,
premraZena usesa zastriZejo, poslusajo
tacke tecejo, tecejo

Snegurochka sings and sings
but the wind darker, fiercer
above, the vortex sky
gobbles up

a bright and tiny star

Snegurocka poje in poje,

a veter; vse temnejsi, mocnejsi,

tam zgoraj, v besu zvrtinceno nebo
pogoline

svetlo drobno zvezdo

and the fox lies
her bushy tail
her lustrous coat
a drop of blood

in the soft white snow

wmn lisica oblezi,

njen kosat rep,

svetleca se dlaka,

v mehkem belem snegu
kapljica krot

her voice rises, falls

one scream, a cry

the snow, the howling wind
her fingers close

the fox’s eyes

njen glas se vzdiguje, pada,
en krik, en klic,

sneg, zavyjanje vetra,

njent prsty nezno zaprejo

lisict o

her lips kiss the fox’s cheek
her hand through the coat:
thick, still warm

down her face rubies roll
silently they fall

polyube lice lisice,

z 1oko gre skozi koZuh,
gost je i Se vedno topel,
po obrazu ji polzijo rubini
in padajo, tiho padajo

rubies roll and roll

down her cold white cheeks
they nestle

red and burning

in the snow

rubini polzyo, polzyo

po wenth hladnih belih licih
in oblezio,

rdece Zarecl,

v belini snega

a robin hops through the snow
his small beak

picks up a ruby, then one more
a crown, burning red

the snow begins to melt

tastica skaklja skozi sneg,
z drobnim kljunom
pobere rubin in se enega,
pod rdece Zareco krono

se pricne— taljenje snega

she lays the crowned fox

down on the bed of softest moss
on robins’ breasts

suns burning bright

through the polar night

okronano lisico poloZi

na posteljo 1z nagmehkejSega mahu,
na prsih tastic

syejo sonca

in razzarjgjo polarno temo
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Snegurochka sings a lullaby
about a white fox

chasing the winds

across the snowy meadows, fields
and beyond the seven singing hills

Snegurocka poje uspavanko

0 beli lisici, ki tece za vetrom
ez zasneZene travnike in polja
in napre), naprej, v svet

za sedmimi pojocimi grici

~Golnik, Slovenia

I'm Silk / Jaz, svila

Tanja Trcek

Tanja Tréek, Slovenian-English Translator
Anglesko-slovenski prevod: Tanja Triek

against his chest

1'm cool and smooth
slowly he buttons me up
1 rustle

dark around his heart

na njegovih prsih

sem hladna in gladka,
pocasi me zapenja,

Sumim,

temna, okrog njegovega srca

with my hands of silk

1 stroke his chest, his back
his breathing fast

his cheeks

a bit flushed?

s svilenimi rokami

ga boZam po prsih, hrbtu,
njegov dih hitreisi

wm lica . ..

malce zardela?

my hands of silk slide

down the sides of his body
the heat radiates from his skin
he loosens his tie

longingly he sighs

s svtlenimz rokami
mu zdrsim o0b telesu,
njegova koZa Zar,
razrahlja st kravato,
in hrepenece zavzdihn

he walks down the street

a jacket over me

my lips of silk kiss his chest
his heart races
goosebumps on his back

po ulici gre,

na ment suknjic,

prst mu prekriyem s svrlenimi poljubi,
srce mu razbya,

na hrbtu kurja polt

finally

he takes his jacket off me

my buttons

look around

glaring lights, laptops, paper cups

koncno

slece suknyic;

moji gumbi

se razgledajo naokrog:

slepece luct, prenosniki, plasticni koza
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a voice is raised

he begins to perspire

my collar, sleeves, back—wet
hard to breathe

the tie, it'll strangle me!

povzdignjen glas,

zacne se potits,

moj ovratnik, rokavi, hrbet— mokri,
sopem,

ta kravata! mi ne pusti do zraka

his jacket back over me

1 can hardly see a thing:

the smell of fried fish,

cells ring, trams, horns,

pink ice-cream on the cobblestones

suknjic spet na mena,

komaj kaj vidim:

vony po ocvrtih ribah,

zvonjenje mobilnikov, tramoaji, hupe,
pod nogami pa roZnati madezi sladol

on the shelves: spines—soft, dark
a fragrance like this he’d wear
when secretly his pen

conjures up what’s missing,

not there

na policah knjige, mehke, temne,

to disavo bi nosil v urah osame,

ko z nalivnim peresom

skrivoma pricara kar pogresa,

kar v njegovem Zivljenju ne obstaja

Jor you, 1 hear him say

then an oh/

lips above my collar

a hand rubs my silken back
a skirt, long legs

nzate« ga slisim reci

n potem: »ok,

ustnice nad mojim ovratnikom,
dlan mi zdrsi preko svilenega hrbta,
krilo kratko, noge dolge

’'m silk

dark, smooth

i slide off him, to the floor
his body

byzantine gold

Jaz, svila,

temna, gladka,

zdrsum z njega, na tla,
mjegovo telo,
bizantinsko zlato

~Golnik, Slovenia

Blue Shutters / Modre polknice

Tanja Trcek

Tanja Tréek, Slovenian-English Translator

Anglesko-slovenski prevod: Tanja Trcek

a mosaic

bare-chested men, women with black hair

children have wings
on a golden plate purple grapes
goats, a shepherd in the shade

mozak:

moski golih prsi, Zenske crnih las,
krilati otroct,

na pozlacenem kroZniku temno grozdje,
v senct pastir in (reda ovac
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on the maestral*

the smell of goats
their bells, bleats

the fragrant sage
fresh and a little sweet

* The maestral is a mild northwestern wind, which blows in the
summer when the east Adriatic coast gets warmer than the sea.

v maestralu

vory po kozah,
zvoncklange, blejange,
duh divjega Zajblja,
sveZ w rahlo sladek

cobbled stones, oleanders
between two balconies

the washing in the wind

a donkey

tied to an ancient olive tree

kaldrma, oleandn,
med balkonoma
rjuhe v vetru,

k start olki
privezan oslicek

through the pink of oleanders
blue shutters

a white-pebbled beach

a fishing boat

rocking on the sea

skozi roZnate cvetove oleandrov
modre polknice,

plaza z belimi kamenck

in na valovth zibajoc se
ribiski ¢coln

seaweed tangled in the fishing nets
gnarled hands, deep lines

those impossibly blue eyes

a swig of red wine

a contented: aah, what a life!

morska trava v ribiskih mreZah,
gréave roke, globoke gube,

tiste neresnicno modre oc%,

hlasten poZirek Kasteleta

in blaZeno: ,, o i je Zivot!”

unbleached linen sheets

a wooden anchor on the wall
seashells on the bed stand

I open the blue shutters
maritime pines, a gull cries

lanena posteljnina,

na stent leseno sidro,

na nocni omarict Skoljke,
odprem modre polknice:
galeb, v vetru pingje

in a lonely bay

pines

smooth white pebbles
cicadas screech in the heat
the sea: quiet, turquoise

v samolnem zaliwu

pinije,
gladki beli kamencki,

v opoldanski pripeki corcange skrZatov,

morje: tiho, turkizno

and 1 dive in and i1 swim
my hair is seaweed

in which silver fish
pucker their tiny lips
and kiss

potopim se in plavam,

mojt lasje so morska trava,

v myej srebrne ribice

nasobijo svoje drobne ustnice
wn st dajejo poljube

Atlas Poetica * Issue 28 « Page 73



in the monastery garden
bright red tomatoes
lavender, rosemary, sage
on the maestral

a chant, low and sad

na vrtu samostana

blescect paradizniki,

swka, roZmanin, Zajbel,

v maestralu

cerkveno peje, nizko in mirno

blazing sun, the sea quiet, calm
the peach in my hand

cool, smooth

I close my eyes, take a bite

the sticky juice drips and runs

Zgoce sonce, morje tiho, mirno
v moji dlani breskev,

hladna, gladka,

zaprem oci, zagrizem:

sok, sladek navzdol po podlahty

on the Velebit pass*

1look in the rearview mirror
the sea, the white sails, the sun
and I, brown and

teary-eyed

* Telebit is a mountain range in Croatia. 145 km (90 mules) long,
separating some of the coast from the inland.

na vrhu Velebita

pogledam v vzvratno ogledalo:
morje, bela jadra, sonce

in jaz, rjava in

s solzami v oleh

~Golmk, Slovenia

Severe illness has sharpened Tanja Tréek’s vision, so she can now find
the tintest of joys hiding in the most unexpected of places. She loves
sunshine and the sea, as well as everything which is green and growing
wildly. 1o build worlds made of words, to laugh and love many beings
and things 1s what she enjoys most.

stars and moss

Tanja Tréek & jJoy McCall

the midnight sky stretching

in ten thousand directions
above the old oak—

at its roots a tiny mouse sleeps,
she dreams

before she wakes
she is a star
burning out
Jalling one last time
across the sky

in a bare field

a hare—

his ears

reading morning news
on the wind

he races, mad

across sotl and stones
sniffing the air—

a scorched patch

old grass beside the wood

tonight ’'m a fox

on the soft moss 1 curl into a ball

the smell of snow, the breathing trees
above me the stars

made of thin glass

under the moss

the small brown thing
quiet as a mouse
warm and sheltered

unafraid
~Slovenia / England

Joy McCall lwes in Norfolk, a place full of ghosts. She is trying to find
her way through the later suffering that comes with paraplegia. Poetry
and love are the only answers she has found, so_far:
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from a distance —a ryuka
chain

Sans Nom

far away; still I sit with you

unseen, unheard in the corner
gathering to me the poems

you write at the table JM

what might we say, were we to meet?
small syllables, kind and cautious

the quiet birth of poetry

paper words breathed to life DwW

I sit with my heart split open

see your eyes in everything

your words are stacked gathering heat
the paper up in flames VC

poetry on this pale afternoon

a gentle snow whispering down
silence so clear in my hearing

real as my thoughts of you LM

the drum you beat sounds through these trees
my feet crush rich petals to wine

your glass waits as even time bleeds

stains the page with colour CB

ghost thoughts pool in blue ink and spread
float quiet through oceans of sound
images stream into rivers

poems reach out to you SB

your fire warms these tepid words

the cold crackle of dark language
paper promises forged through flame
hotpot of poetry LLM

curb disbelief, reverberate

poems built on broken landscapes
emerge wet-tongued, sky-eyed in spring
with no mhibitions JW

distance does not hold us hostage

once we walked hand in hand, hearts warm
those days live in our memories

time cannot erase us CH

to make you one among us here,
I write the hush of winter dark
cinnamon tea in my curled hands

nights lit by poetry BG

~Saskatchewan, Canada

Sans Nom is a group of poets in Saskatchewan, Canada, who have
been meeting regularly since 1993 and take writing retreats on the
shores of Christopher Lake. We are all published poets, with books
individually and as a group.  Joy McCall lives far away in Norwich,
England but as a Canadian, was welcomed into the group some years
ago and brought tanka and ryuka with her:

The members of Sans Nom are::

Joy McCall
Denise Wilkinson
Veryl Coghall
Lynda Monahan
Carla Braidek
Sharon Bird
Laurie Lynn Muirhead
Jan Wood

Carrie Hradecki
Beth Gobeil

Kim Rusak
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Changing Perspectives

Susan King & Diana Webb

one by one

the contrails fade

as night falls

I ponder too long
what might have been

a small snail
trundles oh so slowly
across my path
placing it on a wall
1 change a cowrse . . .

my tea shop retreat

I hope

will never change
frayed lace tablecloths
fading floral prints

outside the window
roses in the rain

as it drips down leaves
1 am caught by strands
of memories lost

how life
takes back meaning
this grey day

cloudscape upon cloudscape
constantly changing

an ennut sets in

when nothing else but blue
surrounds me

waking

from the depths

of drug-fuelled sleep
bright brittle light

filters through the blinds

a small candle

shines in the darkness
1 move slowly

into an equinox
twixt high and low

changing
perspectives
staring

into rock pools

on an empty beach

my_focus
a tall glazed pot

wn sapphire blue
one corner chipped
another sun-gleamed

~United Ringdom

Susan King and Diana Webb live in the UK. Both have been active in
the field of haiku and related genres_for many years. Collaborative
ventures are of particular interest. Having produced renku and hatbun
chains, they are now exploring the possibilities of responswe tanka.

a twitchy-tailed wren
up and down the fence

n a space

between dusty bricks

a few shepherd’s purse

1 reclaim a glimpse

of the Garden of Eden
“paradise on our doorstep!”
says a stranger with a smile
sun-flecked sea
and mountains
shimmering beyond
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Z.aack Rogow

As it sways back and forth,

this railway car sings to another.
Like many songs,

this one is a complaint

about couplings.

In the morning when I awake
the sky is so dark

that the moon still smolders

two days past her monthly circle
irregular as a natural pearl

Clouds conceal the moon
and by turns unwrap her
as the unspherical orb
both gives and

withholds her light

Your waist-long hair wiggles down
like sideways signatures

or redwood bark.

If there were another life

we would meet in it.

~California, USA

Lack Rogow s the authos; editor; or translator of twenty books or plays.
His play about tanka poet Yosano Akiko, Tangled Love, has had staged
readings at Carleton College and the Unwersity of Alaska. His
sequence, Airplane Tanka,” was a co-winner of the Tanka Splendor
Award in 2006. He teaches in the low-residency MIFA in writing
program at the University of Alaska Anchorage.

Atlas Poetica’s Editorial
Philosophy

M. Kei, Editor

Recently I have received several questions
about Atlas Poetica’s editorial policy, as well as
feedback on ‘lesser’ quality submissions. So I
thought I would set out my editorial views with
regard to the journal in a public way. This will
require much more space than my usual
introductory editorial.

First, let me address the matter of quality.
Although many editors claim they publish “the
best,” I do not. To a certain extent, “the best” is a
matter of subjective opinion. Many readers,
editors, and poets will disagree on exactly what
qualifies as “the best,” and they have every right
to do so. Perhaps it would be more honest for an
editor to say she publishes “what in my personal
opinion is the best,” but given that the venue
reflects the editor’s values, that should be
understood as inherent in the selection process. It
would take a committee of editors to overcome
individual bias. (Some journals are edited by
committee.) Yet that is a bit misleading, because if
the editorial team shares the same views, then
having multiple editors express the same view
hasn’t really changed the subjectivity of the
process.

But my difference of opinion goes deeper
than mere differences in taste. My philosophy of
journal editing (which differs from anthology
editing, which also differs from contest judging) is
predicated on different assumptions. I object to
the lapidary approach that used to be the norm
in tanka: one precious gem of a poem set by itself
in the white frame of the page. I do not doubt
that the editors of such works extend great care
in the choice of gems they choose to display, and
I don’t doubt that such journals are enjoyed by
readers who appreciate the careful curation that
goes into them, but tanka has had plenty of that.
What it lacked for a long time, until Modern
English Tanka (MET) (2006—2009) came along,
was a broad forum to publish a wide-ranging
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variety of tanka and related forms. The
gatekeepers of the time had very specific and
narrow taste in tanka. I have ever been a
champion of learning and appreciating the full
breadth of tanka in Japanese, without being
enslaved to it.

Atlas Poetica was originally published by MET
Press and was the first journal spun off by it. It is
one of only two of the many journals published
by MET to survive to this day. Prune Juice, a
journal of kyoka and senryu, is the other. I don’t
think it’s a coincidence that two journals that
challenged the orthodoxies of the time are the
survivors. Tanka historically has been much
broader than the narrow approach we saw in the
late 20th century and early Aughts. A few years
ago we had a flurry of interest in gogyohka
because people appreciated the power of the five-
line form, but not its perceived restrictions.

ATPO was deliberately founded as a large
format journal to accommodate all the
possibilities. The fixed costs of publishing don’t
vary with page size. All pages are printed on the
same size physical page and the excess is trimmed
off. Environmentally I object to such waste, but
editorially it meant I could publish double the
number of tanka for the same price by using the
larger page. ATPO can publish up to twelve
hundred tanka or related works, plus non-fiction
and announcements. That means ATPO can
afford, quite literally in terms of money, but also
in terms of pages, space to do things other
journals can’t. In ATPO 1, I published ‘Round
Faces and Nesting Dolls” by Alexis Rotella and
an’ya, a sequence of eighty-six tanka. Aside from
ATPO, the only way to publish such lengthy
works is via chapbook. Chapbooks are charming,
but they have limited circulation. The back issues
of ATPO have thousands of readers online.

Do we want to be published? Or do we want
to be read? For the poet and reader alike, a
physical book satisfies a hunger. It’s real. You can
hold it in your hands. It will continue to exist long
after you're dead. It feels like an accomplishment.
Guess what the average sales are for a small press
tanka book? Less than a hundred copies.
Academic presses publishing Japanese classics are
lucky if they sell fifteen hundred. At ATPO the

decision is for readership. The print edition is
essential though. It is the gorgeous weight of the
printed journal that convinces people that this is
real. Average sales for a print issue of ATPO are
about fifty copies. Compare that to the 5000
people who read the online issues once they’re
published there. The print editions are carefully
budgeted so that their modest return covers the
costs of publishing: web hosting, office supplies,
copyright registration, and other costs that have
to be paid. Those of you who buy the print
edition are subsidizing the thousands who read
ATPO for free. Thank you for that. Without you,
none of this is possible.

ATPO is big, and deliberately so. I follow the
MET example by publishing multiple works by
poets so that the reader can experience the
breadth and depth of their voices. One or two
tanka in a journal, separated on different pages,
don’t give a good sense of who the poet is. By
providing plenty of room, I also free poets to
experiment. If submitting to a physically small
venue, they know that only a few tanka can be
accepted. That means they are competing with
themselves for publication. Something new or
different that they’re experimenting with may
lose out to something established and popular.
Certain poets seem to publish the same poem
over and over again. With ATPO’s large size,
they can send up to forty (40!) poems, meaning
they can send the experimental work, the work
outside their usual subjects and approaches, the
new things that have captured their interest,
without having to censor themselves to ensure
they can get published. They do not have to fit
their own mold.

By being large, ATPO can also afford to
publish tanka in translation. This is important.
Tanka is a world literature, but translation is
expensive because it takes up space that could
have been used for other poems. For a journal
with a limited amount of space, decisions have to
be made: use this space to publish in English so
that all my readers can enjoy it? Or publish a
translation in a language that few of my readers
can read? I do not fault editors for choosing only
English tanka. They must make the best use of
the available resources. Publishing a journal is
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neither cheap nor easy. Some editors actually
subsidize the journal out of their own pockets
because it doesn’t earn enough to cover expenses.

Although most tanka in ATPO are in
English, we have consistently published tanka in
a variety of languages. We have also published
tanka in translation on the website. At the
moment, we are publishing tanka in Sinhalese. As
far as I know, only two of our readers can read
Sinhalese, but it doesn’t matter. Eventually there
will be more. Or maybe not. Not everything pans
out. But if I don’t publish tanka in Sinhalese,
who will? And more importantly, who will be
inspired by it?

ATPO has published tanka in Hebrew,
Japanese, Chinese, Sinhalese, Inuit, Swedish,
Dutch, German, French, Spanish, Catalan,
Romanian, Croatian, Slovenian, Serbian,
Montenegrin, Bulgarian, Fante, Ewe, Twi, and
many others. There aren’t a lot of venues out
there that publish Slovenian tanka. Maybe there
never will be. But there could be. This is a future
that can happen. When something exists, it serves
as a model and inspiration for others. Maybe you
can’t read Bulgarian or Hebrew, but somebody
can, and some of those people are poets. When
nobody else is publishing in their language,
ATPO will.

This philosophy applies to tanka and its
myriad of relatives. Up until recently, there was
no such thing as a ‘cherita journal,” but thanks to
the attention provided by Atlas Poetica, there is
now. Cherita is related to tanka. So are ryuka and
gogyoshi and kyoka and sedoka and mondo and
tanka prose and nonce forms and cinquains and
lanternes and all kinds of things, few of which
have any specific home of their own. There is no
Ryuka Society. There could be, but so far, there
isn’t. If you want to learn about and read this
form of poetry, where are you going to go? Let’s
be honest, did you even know tanka had an
Okinawan cousin before you saw it in ATPO?

Recently a poet was fussing at me for
focussing an issue on cherita. Such newfangled
inventions had no foundation, no tradition,
nothing to sustain them. Why bother? Yet cherita
has been around for twenty years and we were
able to publish almost 400 of them in a single

issue with contributions from dozens of poets.
Clearly, cherita speaks to somebody. Not
everybody. It doesn’t have to. ATPO 1is a big
journal. It’s guaranteed you’ll find something you
don’t like in it. But you’ll also find something you
do like. Case in point, the same poet who fussed
about ATPO straying from the tanka path is now
writing ryuka.

Above and beyond all this is the matter of
quality. Sometimes I receive gentle (or pointed)
commentary on the perceived quality of items
published in the journal. But here’s the thing:
ATPO doesn’t publish “the best”—that’s what
contests are for. ATPO strives to publish the
interesting. Oftentimes a failed tanka is more
interesting and more stimulating than yet another
perfect tanka about cherry blossoms. Or
scattering a loved one’s ashes. Or a broken heart.
Or . .. we all know what tropes we see repeatedly
in tanka. There is nothing wrong with writing on
tried and true topics, but it’s awfully difficult to
say something new about them.

Creativity is contagious. Oftentimes I see
poets catching it from things they read in the
journal. In ATPO 22, Carole Johnston wrote a
series of tanka on the theme of crayon colors.
Color is nothing new in tanka, but the way she
addressed it was original. Thereafter I received a
spate of submissions on the theme of color. Some
I published, some I didn’t. Johnston’s vision
sparked creativity in others. In ATPO 17,
Brendan Slater’s circular tanka brought the
words “moon” and “garlic” into proximity. The
resulting neologism, moongarlic, became the name
of a new journal dedicated to short poetry.
Circular tanka never caught on, but there’s
another journal out there because somebody did
the unexpected and ATPO published it.

ATPO nurtures poets. It’s not unusual for me
to publish a previously unknown poet whose
work is rough around the edges. I publish them
because they have something interesting to say.
Will they succeed in polishing their gifts and
becoming an excellent poet? I don’t know. But I
do know, if I don’t support them in the attempt,
the chance they will is low. Even so, a lot of them
don’t stick with it. But then again, some of them
do. We wouldn’t have Matsukaze if I had slapped
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down his experiments with avant garde tanka and
told him it was wrong to write tanka on three
lines. Matsukaze knows the modern and avant
garde tanka poets better than anyone else
working in English. I don’t always think the
things he submits are ‘tanka,” but they’re clearly
related to tanka, and ATPO’s mission has always
been to publish “tanka and related forms.”

If you can’t publish tanka experiments in
ATPO, where will you publish them? There are
journals out there that specifically bar tanka
submissions. If non-tanka journals won’t publish
tanka, and tanka journals won’t publish avant
garde tanka, there is no place. Worse, in the
general short poetry journals, there’s no
community of educated readers to intelligently
parse what’s being attempted. Although tanka is
often described as an accessible poetry form, the
truth is, tanka is a highly complex and
sophisticated art form. It has been under
continuous development for fourteen hundred years.
It 1sn’t simple, and it isn’t quickly grasped nor
mastered. It’s like the Asian game of go: simple to
learn the rules, but it takes years to truly
understand.

Let’s do a little experiment. Go to this web
page. What do you see?

<https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
File:Lincoln_Cathedral_Nave_1,_Lincolnshire,_
UK_-_Diliffjpg>

It’s the nave of the Lincoln Cathedral in
England. It’s lovely, isn’t it? But it looks pretty
much like all the other cathedral vaults in the
world.

Look again.

<https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:
%22Crazy_vaults%22_at_Lincoln_cathedral_qui
re,JPG>

You didn’t even notice that until it was
pointed out to you, did you? (Be honest.) Lincoln
Cathedral contains several types of vaults. The
second picture is what is known as a ‘canting
vault,’ a vault that differs from the well-

established norm. Sometimes they’re done to
accommodate additions or repairs, but at other
times, like this one, they’re done for the sheer joy
of playing with the medium. The Lincoln vault is
a kyoka in stone.

The ‘crazy’ vault of the Lincoln Cathedral is
strictly regular and extremely beautiful and
conforms to all the rules of ‘vaultness,” but it’s
weird. It’s not what a cathedral ceiling is
supposed to look like. I wonder how the meeting
with the building committee went. “So, I wanna
do something different with the ceiling. I want
the ribs to meet off center and create slewed
places that don’t—hey wait, come back!” And
yet, somebody believed in him. It happened,
when there was no good reason to believe it
would work.

Tanka, fortunately, does not require dynamite
to start over if it doesn’t work. ATPO can afford
to fail. If any given tanka doesn’t work out, so
what? There are plenty more. If it doesn’t work
for you, move on.

ATPO is friendly to newbies, and that is a
conscious decision on my part ever since the
gogyohka movement had its flash in the pan.
What made gogyohka so (temporarily) popular
was the ease of writing it. Anyone could write
anything free of any dogma about what a five-
line form should look like. For a few years, tanka
poets saw it as an escape from the (perceived)
limitations of tanka. In truth, it wasn’t tanka that
was limited, it was our imagination. A certain
style of tanka was very popular in the late 20th
century, and it was the stricture of a moribund
literature that they rebelled against. Eventually
tanka poets came back to writing tanka with a
new appreciation for the tanka tradition and a
new freedom to shape it as they pleased.

Gogyohka didn’t establish any lasting venues
and published very few books. But gogyohka had
one asset that few people seemed to appreciate: it
was friendly to newcomers. It used to be the
norm that tanka novices were told they weren’t
real tanka poets unless they’d genuflected before
the altars of dead Japanese masters. But it’s a lot
of work to try and study a literature from a
foreign language, and the thing about poets is,
they like to create. If they’re told they can’t
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publish tanka until they’ve completed a long
apprenticeship, not many of them are going to
stay the course. I do not dismiss the masters, not
at all. Studying the masters is how we improve
ourselves as poets. But it isn’t necessary for
novices to study the masters. They should read
things they enjoy and start by doing what pleases
themselves. If they don’t enjoy it, they aren’t
going to stick with it. Once they are hooked they
will want to study the masters on their own. It
isn’t necessary to shove it down their throats.

This also influences my acceptances for
ATPO. There is absolutely nothing more
invigorating to a poet than to receive an
acceptance. Once they've had the endorphin
rush of seeing their work in print, they want
more. Publication is a drug; it is the poet’s high. I
am often kinder to novice poets regarding
acceptance than I am to experienced poets. If 1
see something interesting in their work, I’ll
publish it, even if their grasp of tanka is
rudimentary. Is there a unique voice? New
approach? Different subject matter? Most of all,
is it interesting? It doesn’t always work out.
Attempts to meld tanka with limericks or tanka
with sonnets are curiosities rather than literature,
but that’s okay. ATPO has room for oddities as
well as traditions.

Neophyte poets are often very hesitant about
their work. I remember when Joy McCall first
submitted to me. She hadn’t seen work like hers
in tanka journals before, so she wasn’t sure it was
even tanka, let alone had literary merit. I
remember the tanka she sent me about a hooker
screaming abuse at sailors. If all the tanka you've
seen is cherry blossoms, you can be forgiven for
thinking a poem about a prostitute could never
be published. But ATPO published it, and Joy
McCall is now one of the best-known tanka poets
working in English.

As a corollary to that, I sometimes reject
poetry because it s good. At first glance this seems
ludicrous. Why would an editor reject high
quality poetry that is right for his journal? The
answer 1s: to develop the poet. When poets are
new to tanka, they naturally cling to their first
editor. They send him everything they write and
worry about pleasing him. They shouldn’t do

that. They should send submissions to other
editors because tanka is bigger than just one
journal. There are lots of different ideas out
there and they need to be exposed to them.
They’ve got their wings, now they should fly. So 1
shove them out of the nest. T tell them, “You
should be able to find another journal to publish
this.” It’s time for them to be brave enough to
soar.

Sometimes even experienced poets are
uncertain. They’re trying something different, or
maybe they’ve been ill and feel off their game, or
they’'ve had a run in with the hierophants of
tanka, or maybe they’re just an anxious
personality. To have an editor accept a large
selection of their work is a powerful
endorsement. But ATPO never, ever publishes
someone just because they’re well-known. I hold
them to the same standard as everyone else: is
there something interesting about the work? I
have turned down famous poets. I have also
turned down my friends. If I don’t believe in it, I
don’t publish it. ATPO is too much work to waste
time on something I don’t feel enthusiasm about.
My inbox is always full of stuff. I don’t have to
publish mediocrities just to fill the pages.

ATPO’s organic schedule in which I publish
when I feel like publishing about four times a
year frustrates some of my readers. But it works
for me. When ATPO was on a strict schedule, I
stressed about it. It’s a lot of work, especially
when I have to fit two paying jobs, a disability,
and family around it. The organic schedule
relieves me of scheduling stress and has helped to
counter burnout. It also means that I never need
filler. If the material isn’t there to fill the
capacious pages, a week or a month will bring
more. Readers and poets are impatient to see it in
print, but coming out with about four issues a
year means that turn around is no slower, and in
some cases, much quicker, than other venues.

ATPO 1is coming up on its ten year
anniversary. I want to keep doing this for another
ten years. Which brings me to my last point. I am
interested not only in the journal and the poets,
but in the genre itself. ATPO has been a
significant contributor to the development of
tanka and related literature. When we look at
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where tanka was when the journal started, we
can see what a change a decade has made. Tanka
today offers a broad range of opportunities to
anyone that wishes to engage it. It’s easier to get
started than it used to be, there are more venues
to publish in, more ways to network with fellow
poets and readers around the world, and more
possibilities for our personal literary
development. Tanka is a form and genre of
poetry that is uniquely strong with a fourteen
hundred year tradition to draw on, and uniquely
flexible in that it keeps rewarding
experimentation with new possibilities and
achievements. Renga, haiku, senryu, tanka prose,
tanka sequences, illustrated tanka, kyoka, ryuka,
cinquains, lanternes, cherita—and so much
more—are all offshoots of one of the world’s
most robust and long-lasting poetry forms. Atlas
Poetica celebrates it all.

~K~

M. Kei
Editor, Atlas Poetica

Take Five: The Sound
Structure and Dynamics of

Ryuka

Ryoh Honda

The voice is something special to our sense.
We heard our mothers’ voices with heartbeats
before we were born, while other senses— touch,
sight, taste and smell-—all came to us after we
were born.

Uta, which literally means song, is the
common name of tanka as well as ryuka, and
plays a role of preserving our voices. Both ryuka
and tanka can be read at the tempo of human
heartbeats, and tempos of classic ryuka tunes are
respectively defined based on the speed of the

heartbeats. Provided that the history of poetry
has roughly three stages: singing without writing,
reciting with writing, and reading with writing, it
appears those short forms of poetry have been
happy to remain between the second and the
third stages. Uta can describe any time periods,
now, past, future, whatever, but it connects,
unconsciously or consciously, to its huge and
profound pool of all old works. That’s why tanka
and ryuka are called traditional poetry. Although
poetry can stay in any stage of its development or
go beyond, reflecting the diversified values of
modern life, the short songs, especially classics,
have strong preference for the beauty of rhythm
and melody. So the resonance of voices in the
short songs is indispensable for good uta, and
shirabe, the term that indicates the sonic and
phonetic beauty, is used to evaluate quality of
uta.

In this article, I try to discuss the rhythmic
structure of ryuka comparing with that of tanka.
I believe ryuka will provide you with another
container for our voice. As mentioned before in
ATPO 22, ryuka was born in Ryukyu, the old
name of Okinawa, and literally means Ryukuan
song. It is also tanka for Ryukyuan people, but to
distinguish with Japanese tanka, Ryukyuan tanka
is conventionally called ryuka, just like waka,
Japanese song to distinguish with kanshi, Chinese
poem in Japanese. The ka of ryuka and tanka is

written as . in Japanese like @ . (tanka), and

N . (ryuka), and when . is independently used,
it is read as uta. The original ryuka is sung in
Uchinaaguchi, Ryukyu language, which is believed
to have split from a common ancient language
with Japanese around the fifth century. Ryuka
classics are still sung with melodies, and there are
around two hundred tunes for the classics. If you
would like to know more, Naganori Komine’s
Nufani: English Translation of Kumiodori and Okinawan
Poetry, Okinawa Book Service Co. (2008), ISBN
978-4-9904448-0-8, is strongly recommended.
This book introduces all 172 tunes of the
Nomura school text with ryuka and other verses
that belong to the tunes in addition to eight
librettos of Kumiodori, the Okinawan opera, both
in English and Japanese.

What defines ryuka and tanka as poetry
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forms is their lengths. While tanka can be called
57577 (go-shichi-go-shichi-shichi, go is five and shichi
i1s seven), ryuka is called 8886 (san-pachi-roku,
which means three san sets of eight pachi and six
roku sound units). Numbers such as 5, 6, 7 and 8
represent pronounced sound units per ku, which
literally means ‘phrase’ in Japanese and is equal
to a line in the lined English tanka and ryuka.
Hereafter let me use ‘line’ for the ku in this
article.

Before discussing the structure of ryuka,
let’s see that of tanka as a comparable example.
Tanka music is basically eight beats, the four-four
consisting of the eighth note as a basic unit. So
all the Japanese standard tanka has five equal
length lines of eight sound units, and takes a
longer pause in the first and third lines. In other
words, the first and third lines of tanka consist of
five eighth notes and three eighth rests, and the
second, fourth and fifth lines consist of seven
eighth notes and one eighth rest, and it is 57577
when only the pronounced sound units based on
short vowels are counted (a long vowel is counted
as two sound units). It might be better to define
tanka form as ‘short, long, short, long and long,’
as each Japanese sound unit has almost the same
length while most of other languages do not. 1
show below an example of the standard 57577
form and hope you to refer to my articles
regarding the musicality of tanka in ATPO 24
and 26 for further details.

IR AR
BARP LI\
IR AR
A
BAP LI\

Then, how does ryuka work? Ryuka’s 8886
can be translated to ‘long, long, long and short’.
The difference between tanka and ryuka is that
all tanka lines are odd while those of ryuka are
even. Tanka has a series of odd number of sound
units, 57577, and ryuka has that of even
numbers, 8886. By appearance, the rhythm of
tanka looks more dynamic than that of ryuka,
because tanka structurally has two sets of two
lines of unequal length, which enhance the flow

of sounds. The first line has a shorter sound
sequence and longer pause, and the second line
has a longer sound sequence and shorter pause.
After the two sets of five and seven pronounced
sound units, the last line of seven pronounced
sound units follows and stabilizes by repeating a
line with the same number of pronounced sound
units as the fourth line.

By the way, haiku, the 575, looks too light or
unstable as a poetry form due to its total
shortness and the shorter last line, but haiku form
is reinforced with kure, the cutting words which
deepen the distance between lines, and kigo, the
common seasonal word which plays a kind of
window to other haiku works which use the same
kigo. Thus, although it looks as though haiku has
an unbalanced poetry form, the form can be
stabilized with the proper kireji and kigo.
Actually haiku was born when the very first
phrases became independent and detached from
the linked poem called faikai no renga.

Because of the even numbers of
pronounced sound units per line, the form of
ryuka might seem more stable than that of tanka,
but actually that’s not correct. Ryuka sound
structure also has asymmetrical dynamics like
tanka. The eight sound units of the first three
lines in ryuka are basically to be divided into five
and three, or three and five pronounced sound
units. In ryuka classics, a set of two and five, or
four and four, are rare, although they exist as
exceptions. The six sound units of the last line
basically consist of a pair of three pronounced
sound units, and a set of two and four sound
units in the last line is also rare.

Following the tanka structure shown above,
when an eighth rest is placed at the end of lines,
the rhythm of ryuka could be described as:

OOV DD DY
PSR
IR
OOV Dby

Any of the first three lines can be replaced
with > > > > b7 ) 0 )7 Ryuka rhythm can be
assumed as five-four, taking five quarter notes or
ten eighth notes, but it can be recognized as a
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mix of two-four and three-four, because ryuka
lines are always divided to a set of four beats
(three eighth notes and one eighth rest) and six
beats (five eighth notes and one eighth rest for the
first three lines, three eighth notes and five eighth
rests for the last line):

kasani charttumaru > > D1 > > DD D
harunu hanagukuru > > > v > 5D > >y
B R I I
Drrrdd by

sudint umitumaru
satuga ujimu

~Anonymous

on the hat the spring’s heart
stays with scattered petals
oh please my lover’s heart
don’t leave my sleeves

QOO IVI DD
maziyumaty tsirira - > DD D DT DD
hananumuty wamiya > > > > D1 > > >y
DO Sy

tubttachuru habiru

shiranu amunu
Motobu Chokyu (1741—1814)

do not fly away now

wait for me dear butterflies
because I have no idea
where the flowers are

BRI I 0 I S
nauniyjana tatiru PRI I
tsubudivwouru hananu > > > D> 1> DD
DIODD Dy

kiyunu_fukurashaya

Istyuchatagutu
~Anonymous

to what could I compare
how happy I am today
just like the flower buds
with morning dews

Other than the standard ryuka form of
8886, there are the forms called nakafu (mixed
style). The form of nakafu is structurally mixed
with parts of tanka in the first and second lines.

So nakafu’s numbers of sound units per line are
5786, 7586, 5586 and 7786. Ryuka appears more
formalistic than tanka in terms of structure, and
unlike tanka, the additional or deducted sound
units (jiamart or jitarazu) are not common.
Allowing five and seven sound units per line,
nakafu provides flexibility of rhythmic
expressions. Also, although it is counted as 8886
on short vowel basis, the vowels in ryuka are
sometimes long vowels depending on the words.
This also gives ryuka its rhythmic variation and
diversity.

In their standard forms, the two short songs
have the same number of sound units. Tanka’s
57577, the total number 31, and ryuka’s 8886,
the total 30, those are based on number of
pronounced sound units, and when
unpronounced sound units are counted, both
tanka and ryuka have forty sound units, as tanka
is the four-four consisting of eight eighth notes in
five lines, and ryuka is the five-four consisting of
ten eighth notes in four lines.

Lastly but not least, although ‘sound units’
here refers to Japanese sound units which
basically have equal length, non-Japanese ryuka
as well tanka can go flexibly with their languages.
We can remember what defines the short song
poetry form is just its length. Adaptation,
application, development and experiment must
be allowed and implemented. And possibly if you
are already here, you are privileged to enjoy and
explore the new green field of ryuka.
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Review: A Temple Bell Sounds

Reviewed by Patricia Prime

A Temple Bell Sounds

Selected by Beverley George.

The Digital Centre, Artarmon (2017)

Pb. 38 pp

ISBN: 978-0994367020

Price: $20 within Australia postpaid, AUD$25 to
Japan and New Zealand postpaid, AUD$28 to
US, UK, Canada, rest of the world postpaid.

A Temple Bell Sounds is a collection of 108
tanka from the first twenty-one issues of Fucalypt :
a tanka journal selected by the journal’s founding
editor Beverley George. Graphic design and
photography are by Matthew George.

In her preface, Beverley George states that
the title and the number of tanka published in
the collection derives because of her numerous
Visits to Japan:

In Japan the large temple bells are struck and
given time to resonate. The next strike comes
just before the previous sound dies away. At
year end a bell is traditionally struck 108
times. Its tolling can be heard from extensive
distances.

The opening pages contain several of
George’s tanka, previously published, and
winners of prizes in contests and competitions.
Among them, this poignant tanka:

how can I leave

a world you still inhabit

my final breath

will ride the wind

without pause to where you are

The tanka are published 2, 3 or 4 per page
and given plenty of white space around them.
The poets come from countries around the
world: Australia, New Zealand, the United States
of America, Japan and Great Britain. Thus, the
collection brings together a variety of voices and

experiences and covers a wide ground. The book
takes the reader on a journey of discovery, so that
they arrive at the end of that journey imbued
with the essence of tanka and its ability to cover
numerous thoughts, feelings and experiences.
This fine tanka from Aya Yuki opens the

collection:

Sea of Japan—

the glow of setting sun
throws light

even upon me lingering
on a green winter hill

The following tanka by Rodney A. Williams
is typical of the best in this collection: it works
beautifully giving a double-take between the
pathos of discovering something long buried that
reminds the author of someone else’s childhood
and the humour in finding something so
unexpected while digging a vegetable plot:

glass marble

with a helix in blue—
harvesting

from my vegetable plot
another man’s childhood

I also particularly like Gail Hennessy’s tanka.
The first two lines surprise us with the lines, “I
wore my grandson / like a starfish on my
shoulder,” and then we see she is carrying a tiny
trusting child:

I wore my grandson

like a starfish on my shoulder
his heartbeat

transmitting trust

his fingers softly curled

The tanka engage with many aspects of
nature: wheat fields, shimmering stones, cattle
dust, a red flower, goldfish and more. Humanity
is revealed in tanka about children,
grandchildren, partners and war, as we see in
Saeko Ogi’s tanka, where even young girls are
affected by war and their hopes to become young
women:
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war time

at the factory

two school girls

search for ‘adolescence’
in a dictionary

Many tanka ring true with felt moments and
original observations. The tanka are apt in style
and mood, being in tune with nature or human
nature, which involves a state of awareness. The
following tanka by Jo McInerny has a different
kind of emotion, as it reveals a certain kind of
innocence:

late in winter

camellia buds are green

and closed

through nine months I carried
what I did not know I wanted

A Temple Bell Sounds completely immerses and
carries the reader into the intensity of the five-
line poem in a measured, concise and profound
manner. Tanka has evolved over many years and
can be written in a free-style or traditional way.
The tanka in this collection are in the traditional
form, but the important element is that they
allow the reader a subjective interpretation and
enable the reader to identify with the emotions
that the tanka evokes. Consider this poem by Jan
Foster:

making love

in the afternoon
the drumbeat

a little slower now
but no less insistent

Little 1s said, but much is implied. The
specific of “love / in the afternoon” allows one to
feel that this is a couple with plenty of time for
their emotional life and the words “drumbeat / a
little slower” implies that this might be an older,
married couple.

References to the past and a sense of
belonging and nostalgia are also present in
several tanka, as in this example by David

Terelinck:

my father pauses

on the outskirts

of memory—

no roadmap ever folds
the same way twice

That sense of not being able to recapture the
past 1s wonderfully condensed in five lines. The
powerful image of the father and his failing
memory is poignant, and the “roadmap” reminds
us that our journey through this life must come to
its inevitable end.

Neal Whitman’s tanka

our passion for peace

erases man-made map lines
no more boundaries

the Earth is a spinning top
but need not be a blur

is a fine example of the way in which a single
commanding image grows and expands, its
perfect tonic of humility and hard-earned truth
impossible to overlook, as in the erasure of “man-
made map lines,” leading to the image of the
earth as a spinning top.

What draws one to this collection is not only
its beauty, but the language that provides
immediately identifiable insights into everyday
happenings. Those brief moments when you
recognise expressions and sensations you’ve also
encountered.

Eucalypt has been a communal enterprise,
and long may it continue under its new editor.
When language fails, as it often does, images and
silences pick up the slack and keep the
conversation alive. Thanks to the poets, whose
work traverses personal experiences, new and old
lands, myths, and politics, we’ll never doubt the
purpose of asking questions about who we are
and what we’re doing here.
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Review: A Shared Umbrella

Reviewed by Patricia Prime

A Shared Umbrella

Beverley George & David Terelinck

Pearl Beach, NSW, Australia (2016)

Pb. 75 pp

ISBN: 9780994367013

$16 AUD includes postage in Australia / $18
AUD (or $20 NZD) to NZ / $20 AUD (or $16
USD) to USA, UK & worldwide. Payment via
PayPal to <tanka-oz@yahoo.com.au>.

Beverley George and David Terelinck are two
of Australia’s most notable tanka poets. In their
latest collection, A Shared Umbrella, they are at
their finest. Here we find tanka sequences,
interspersed with thirteen rengay. The book
contains an Introduction by the fine American
poet, Michael Dylan Welch, the responsive
journeys, an Afterword, Credits and Biographical
Notes. Layout and typesetting is by Matthew
George and Cover Art / Illustration is by Tumi
K. Steyn. George’s verses are in normal type,
verse by Terelinck are in italics.

The opening sequence is titled ‘Harmonies’.
It is a three-page poem in which the poets share
the theme and imagery of their native country.
Consider these two verses:

a sickness only

the Freemantle Doctor
can cure

the blue of the lace flower
the blue of the ocean . . .

coast to coast

foam fragrant the shoreline . . .
I shake free

her lacy shawl from tissue,

and draw it close around me

The Ireemantle Doctor being a cooling
afternoon sea breeze which occurs during
summer in south west coastal areas of Western
Australia.

“Testing the Strength” is about partnership,
illness, loss, love and reconciling with the loss of a
loved one:

your sulk scarf

soft around my throat . . .
our lwes apart

are complete, but oh!

the memory of that kiss

after your illness

I tap your too-thin hips
tears behind the joke

no need to explain to you
how it is I feel

Another example of the effect of linking of
two voices can be seen in ‘Unseen Breath’ where
the poets write about the ageing process. “Love in
Many Guises” connects the poets to their lovers.
Here are the last two verses of the poem:

seeping into marrow
and the complex matter
beyond hearing
melodies you weave me

flow through all I do

reading aloud

Jfrom a book of T ang poems—
1 never dreamed

my lover and spouse

... would not be one

‘Converging Worlds’ takes the reader into the
Australian landscape. Here we are in the
presence of eucalypts, a billy can, summer rain,
corrugated roofs and a backyard tap. Another
example of the effect of grouping tanka together
between two poets so familiar with one another’s
work can be seen in ‘Jigsaw,” which begins:

encrusted palettes,

strewn on a paint-splotched floor
under skylights

a jigsaw of canvasses

report truths of village life
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how can_you

be sure that all you see
is black and white—
the artist’s linocut
shaped by what’s unseen

The final tanka sequence, ‘Travelling in
Tandem’ sums up the poets’ friendship, their
trust in each other, the act of writing and the
convergence of their paths:

sms & email

are fine in their own way

I take up

the pen you gave to me

to scribe this poem for you

who knows where

such thoughts and words will lead—
all the places

we never would have reached

but for the travelling in tandem

The rengay are limited to six haiku that
develop a central theme. As Michael Dylan
Welch explains in his Introduction: “Yet they are
like tanka, too, in that any pair of three-line and
two-line verses become a sort of tanka, written by
two poets instead of one, harkening back to the
tanka-like effect of adjacent verses in renga and
renku.” The first rengay, ‘Sliding into Place,” for
example, begins:

first spring day
green tea travelling
spout to cup

languid dnift

of words and wisteria

In “Snapshot’ the verses rebound off each
other, in the give and take of collaborative verse,
taking care to respond to each other to make a
larger whole. Thus, as we see in these two verses:

never able to discard
that crazy hat you bought me

rummage sale—
how cheaply we priced
those memonies . . .

‘Imprint’ is dedicated to the fine British poet
and editor, Martin Lucas, who sadly passed away
in 2014. One of the features of the journal,
Presence, which Martin edited, was the Seashell
Game, which is alluded to in this rengay:

seashell game
lifting one, then another
fading imprint

the memory
of mugrating geese

‘Cooling Sand’ takes the reader to outback
Australia with its images of Uluru (a massive
sandstone monolith in the heart of the Northern
Territory), campfires, spinifex and the howl of a
dingo:

spinifex trembles
in a capricious wind

a dingo howls . . .
the thing I fear
that might be true

‘Our Mindful Breath’ engages the reader
because of its physicality: two in a bathtub, soap,
skin, water, bathroom steam. ‘Noel’ might be
placed in the Northern Hemisphere as it contains
images of snowflakes, sleigh bells and Santa’s
reindeer.

The final rengay, takes the title of the
collection, A Shared Umbrella.” Here friendship
is celebrated and each day is a new beginning of
collaboration between the poets:

charting a friendship
that’s never lost its way

each day a book,
a cup, a pen you gave me
cradled in my hand
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The poems in this collection are lyrical,
sometimes light-hearted, enjoyable, sometimes
sad, but always well-informed. They tell us
familiar human stories; they celebrate friendship
and the writing life and they encourage like-
minded poets to emulate their work and their
comradeship. The poets are accomplished writers
of tanka and rengay; they have a sharpness of
observation and language and there is a sense of
intelligence behind their writing,

ANNOUNCEMENTS

Atlas Poetica will publish short announcements in any
language up to 300 words in length on a space available
basis. Announcements may be edited for brevity, clarity,
grammay;, or any other reason. Send announcements in the
body of an email to: AtlasPoetica@gmail.com—do not
send attachments.

Currus 7 Published

I know that not all of you read French, but
I’d still like to share our 7th issue of Cirrus with
you. Mike Montreuil and I finally put it all
together which wouldn’t’'ve been possible without
the indispensable Cirrus crew, Kim, Luminita,
Micheline, and Rebecca and of course, the
poets :-)

<http:www.cirrustanka.com/issues/

7_Cirrus_printemps_2017.pef>

Despite today’s rain (merci, la météyoyo ;-) ) may
you all enjoy sunny, happy tomorrows.

Cheers,

Maxianne

Keibooks Announces
Neon Graffitr : “lanka Poetry of
Urban Life

Neon Graffiti: Tanka Poetry of Urban Life
Edited by M. Kei

Published by Keibooks (USA)

Print: $18.00 (US)

Kindle: $3.00 (US)

6.69" x9.61"

232 pages
ISBN-13:978-1537708508
ISBN-10: 1537708503

Nearly a hundred poets from around the
world contributed more than 700 tanka to the
anthology. The resulting mixture shows us the
human condition is the same everywhere in the
world. We work, we fall in love, we go to school,
we shop, we travel, we worry, we worship, we
fear, we aspire. We make homes and live dreams.
Sometimes we are thwarted by illness, death, or
crime. We have compassion for those less
fortunate than ourselves, and when we are at our
wit’s end, we find spiritual sustenance where we
least expect it: in the tattered beauty of a
troubled world. In the end, we leave behind our
poems as an anthology of the soul.

Purchase in print at:
www.createspace.com/6578301>

<https://

Also available in print and ebook at Amazon
and other online retailers.

Keibooks

P O Box 516

Perryville, MD 21903 USA
<AtlasPoetica.org>
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The Way of ‘lanka
Published by Shantiarts

While The Way of Tanka was written as a
homage to English-language haiku/tanka
masters, and contains many examples of their
writing, it is actually being welcomed as a very
necessary basic introduction to the subject of
tanka writing. Denis Garrison, of Modern
English Tanka Press, says of the book, “What a
wonderful and delightful work it is! My sincere
congratulations to you on your significant
accomplishment in producing a text that I believe
will quickly become a standard in tanka
education. Having read it, I felt as if I had taken
a personal seminar with a great teacher who
cares deeply about the subject.

The book and e-book can be purchased at
info@shantiarts.com. The price is US$15.95.

More details at:

https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/
WAKAN_WAY.html

https://www.shantiarts.co/catalog/
books.html

The author, Naomi Beth Wakan, is the
Inaugural Poet Laureate of Nanaimo and the
Inaugural Honorary Ambassador for the
Federation of BC Writers. She has written over
fifty books. For twelve years she held a haiku/
tanka poets gathering at her home on Gabriola
Island, when the leading writers in those forms
from North America and Australia visited to give
seminars. She is a member of The League of
Canadian Poets, Haiku Canada and Tanka
Canada.

fieldgates, tanka sequences

by Joy McCall Published
by Keibooks

Joy McCall, the quintessential English tanka
poet, has added another volume to her personal
anthology of the Norfolk countryside. Roaming
freely in her wheelchair, occasionally stymied but
never stopped, she holds endless converse with
the wandering souls she meets on cobbled streets
and quiet rivers. Previous collections have
mapped the territory of her heart, but in fieldgates,
her latest collection, she places signposts and
opens gates so that others may follow. Iriends
and strangers alike stroll the green lanes of the
English countryside under her amiable guidance.
Loss and grief are never far, but Joy’s small
poems are a balm for the traveler’s heart.

“It takes great discipline to become a learned
practitioner of a craft. Joy McCall’s discipline has
become her very breath — she lives and breathes
tanka. She is that rare poet, a practitioner gifted
with acute perception, tempered with finely
tuned instinct. The tanka sequences her in
fieldgates display a maturity of craft and, above all,
a consciousness rooted deeply in primal isness.
Her tanka are at once autobiographical and
revelatory, a dovetailing of ordinary and
extraordinary, seen through the eyes of a poet in
touch with the enigmatic otherness of existence,
the otherness we humans too often forget. So,
consider that a solution, for you, the reader, is in
hand. Open it. Remember.” — Don Wentworth,
Editor, Lilliput Review

“With what I can only call magic, Joy
Mc(Call creates a world out of a world, her own
middle-earth, built on the ruins and rusty bells in
the soil below the cobbled streets and the
flagstone courtyards of her native East Anglian
home in Norwich. A world of the small creatures
hiding in grass and the lover who takes her under
the graveyard oak. As always, a fabric of
spirituality holds together her landscapes of
underbrush, stone and thickets astir with beetles,
spiders, rabbits and mice and the humankind
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who are akin to them. A spirituality woven from
the thread of mankind’s long continuum of
wonder and awe. McCall, in her famous story-
telling tanka sequences wonderfully
communicates this vision of her inner- and outer-
landscapes. To read fieldgates from end to end is to
follow a meandering stream through the summer
meadow of an English ballad. To read fieldgates
from end to end is to find healing and solace.” —
Larry Kimmel, poet and editor of Winfred Press

freldgates, tanka sequences

by Joy McCall

with an afterword by Liam Wilkinson
ISBN 978-1539573869 (print)

Also available for Kindle.

171 pp
$15.00 USD (print) or $5.00 USD (Kindle)

Purchase in print at:
www.createspace.com/ 6650941

https://

Also available in print and ebook at Amazon
and other online retailers.

October Blues and Other

Contemporary lanka
by Matsukaze

October Blues and Other Contemporary lanka is the
debut book by Matsukaze, a young, gifted,
African American tanka poet. Thoroughly
knowledgeable in contemporary and avant garde
tanka, he experiments constantly with line and
form.

Moving with assurance through time and
space, he depicts everything from the coming of
age of a Black woman during the Civil Rights
Era to desperation of the wife of a Japanese
traitor. His tanka sequences focus on women:
mothers, grandmothers, sisters, daughters, lovers,
coworkers, strugglers, addicts, and dreamers.

love was
you in the kitchen

preparing
red beans and beef to be placed over
a light brown cornbread

“broad shouldered men are my weakness.”—
try telling that to an ex while peeling a fully ripe
white plum

journey to work by bus—

in the shopping bag

a nutmeg colored dress just right
for telling him its over

“Matsukaze’s Tanka poems are like small,
treasured love notes to the world, hailing his and
all human existence. He i1s a writer of depth,
meaning, gravity and gravitas, who truly has
something to say. His words celebrate the implicit
importance of moments and the necessity of
contemplation. And isn’t that the reason True
Writers and the Art of writing exists?” —L. M.
Ross, novelist, author of The Long Blue Moan, The
Moanin’ After; and Like Litter in the Wind

October Blues and Other Contemporary Tanka

by Matsukaze

with an afterword by M. Kei

ISBN 978-1533085221 (Print)

157 pp

$14.00 USD (print) or $5.00 USD (Kindle)

Purchase in print at:
www.createspace.com/6252619

https://

Also available in print and ebook at Amazon
and other online retailers.

Keibooks

P O Box 516

Perryville, MD 21903 USA
<AtlasPoetica.org>
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Educational Use Notice

Keibooks of Perryville, Maryland, USA,
publisher of the journal, Atlas Poetica : A Journal of
World Tanka, is dedicated to tanka education in
schools and colleges, at every level. It is our
intention and our policy to facilitate the use of
Atlas Poetica and related materials to the
maximum extent feasible by educators at every
level of school and university studies.

Educators, without individually seeking
permission from the publisher, may use Atlas
Poetica : A Journal of World Tanka’s online digital
editions and print editions as primary or ancillary
teaching resources. Copyright law “Fair Use”
guidelines and doctrine should be interpreted
very liberally with respect to Atlas Poetica precisely
on the basis of our explicitly stated intention
herein. This statement may be cited as an
effective permission to use Atlas Poetica as a text or
resource for studies. Proper attribution of any
excerpt to Atlas Poetica is required. This statement
applies equally to digital resources and print
copies of the journal.

Individual copyrights of poets, authors,
artists, etc., published in Atlas Poetica are their own
property and are not meant to be compromised
in any way by the journal’s liberal policy on “Fair
Use.” Any educator seeking clarification of our
policy for a particular use may email the Editor
of Atlas Poetica at AtlasPoetica@gmail.com. We
welcome innovative uses of our resources for
tanka education.

Atlas Poetica
Keibooks

PO Box 516
Perryville, MD 21903
AtlasPoetica.org

Editorial Biographies

M. Keli is the editor of Atlas Poetica and was the
editor-in-chief of Take Five : Best Contemporary
Tanka. He is a tall ship sailor in real life and has
published nautical novels featuring a gay
protagonist, Purates of the Narrow Seas. His most
recent poetry collection is January, A Tanka Diary.

toki is a published poet and editorial assistant for
Keibooks. Born and raised in the Pacific
Northwest US, toki often writes poetry informed
by the experience of that region: the labyrinthine
confines of the evergreen forests, the infinite
vastness of the sea and inclement sky, and the
liminal spaces in between. toki’s poetry can be
found online and in print, with work published in
Atlas Poetica, The Bamboo Hut, and Poetry
Nook.

Our ‘butterfly’ is actually an Atlas moth (A#acus
atlas), the largest butterfly / moth in the world. It
comes from the tropical regions of Asia. Image
from the 1921 Les insectes agricoles d’époque.
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Publications by Keibooks

New Books

Black Genji and Other Contemporary Tanka,
by Matsukaze (forthcoming)

on the cusp, a year of tanka, Vol 2, by Joy McCall
(forthcoming)

Journals

Atlas Poetica : A Journal of World Tanka

Anthologies
Neon Graffitr : Tanka of Urban Life
Bright Stars, An Organic “Tanka Anthology (Vols. 1—7)
Take Five : Best Contemporary lanka (Vol. 4)

Fire Pearls (Vols. 1—2) : Short Masterpieces of the Heart

M. Ker’s Poetry Collections
January, A ‘lanka Diary

Slow Motion : The Log of a Chesapeake Bay Skipjack
tanka and short forms

Heron Sea : Short Poems of the Chesapeake Bay
tanka and short forms

Tanka Collections

October Blues and Other Contemporary Tanka,
by Matsukaze

Warp and Wefi, Tanka Threads, by Debbie Strange

Slowers to the torch : American Tanka Prose, by peter
fiore

fieldgates, by Joy McCall
on the cusp, a year of tanka, by Joy McCall
rising mist, fieldstones, by Joy McCall
hedgerows, tanka pentaptychs, by Joy McCall
circling smoke, scattered bones, by Joy McCall

Tanka Left Behund 1968 : Tanka from the Notebooks of
Sanford Goldstein, by Sanford Goldstein
Tanka Left Beland : “Tanka_from the Notebooks of Sanford
Goldstein, by Sanford Goldstein
T lus Short Life, Minimalist Tanka, by Sanford
Goldstein

M. Kei’s Novels

Pirates of the Narrow Seas 1 : The Sallee Rovers
Pirates of the Narrow Seas 2 : Men of Honor
Pirates of the Narrow Seas 3 : Iron Men
Prrates of the Narrow Seas 4 : Heart of Oak

Man in the Crescent Moon : A Pirates of the Narrow
Seas Adventure
The Sea Leopard : A Pirates of the Narrow Seas
Adventure

Fire Dragon



