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ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

"Studying His Mother," Contemporary
Haibun Online,Vol. 5, No. 2

"It's Dark in Here," Contemporary Haibun
Online, Vol. 4, No. 4

and also in Red Moon Press's print anthol-
ogy, Contemporary Haibun.

"Sifting," Contemporary Haibun Online,
Vol. 3, No. 4
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FENG SHUI

The cobalt Limoges vase is gaudy with gold
roses. I am trying to de-clutter,

but for every thing I toss, I put three others
aside "to consider." The silk

scarf still holds her Estee Lauder fragrance.
The Persian lamb coat with

black mink collar is dated, way too big for
me, and so heavy it’s a burden.

Silver serving platters are scratched and tar-
nished; the plating is barely there.

bitterweeds
defy banishment
I weep each Spring



