The Shadow Lands — 5 Poems for Sixfold

“The Shadow Lands”
(to the heroes with the iron legs)

It may have been aboriginal
or on a Tlingit totem
it may have been spoken in Moquelumnan
by the gray-haired Miwok
engraved, legend, family, heritage.

A sacred ground of honor,
the Shadow Land.

There are those who know
the road, path, plain,

know the landscape; secret and spiritual

the tides of the Pacific Northwest.
the totem’s carvings
The men and women with the iron legs
who know the heritage and history
have charted the Chinook salmon runs,

before smallpox from Victoria
was carried by Brother Jonathon,
and they were escorted by gunboats
when they evacuated their encampments

a dozen to a canoe, with no return ticket.

The pandemic workers understand the iron legs
those with the iron legs

understand what it means
to walk the Shadow Lands,

to be the People of the Tides’.

Those driving the heavy trucks

during the third and fourth watches
their minds living in panoramic orchards

while their children are sleeping;
unconscious hands steering the lading to relief sites.

The iron legs supporting the faithful arms



holding ante mortem hands
of those no longer waiting

for the afternoon visits alone.
The ones taking the ante meridiem calls

and those working the ambulance docks
continuing into a fourth sleepless shift

the in-ambulant patients, chilled, lungs full of fluid;
and the people of the tides with iron legs

in the midst of another catastrophic disaster. &



“Pluie printaniére sur les Cbamps—Elysées ?
Spring rain on the C/mmpy—Elysées.

The fresh rain gives vigor
to etiolated seedlings;
the air crisp — humid — hazy.

En passant whispers of the strolling, smiling couple,

unostentatious emotions imploding

the breath of the newborn baby
entreats the nose and senses
a new soul breathes.

For a moment the mist, the infant, the amoureux
an unbreakable image that they are all one

le premier amour on my last spring in Paris.

La vie, la vie, that spring rain aux C/Jﬂmps—E/yséES. %


https://www.bing.com/search?q=define+unostentatious&FORM=DCTRQY

“The Ocean’s Children”

North of the Redwoods on Route 128

one can hear the rushing sounds

of the ocean’s children’s giggles

the undertones of the camping, moonlit lovers,
quietly murmuring, murmuring.

To tent under the Albion Bridge,
...gaze at the night’s ocean and stars
does seem like an eternal cathedral.
Canticles of cresting waves; psalms
being sung by the gulls and cormorants.

The naked sun appears to rise
out of her gray, morning bath...
and unable to turn his gaze away

the sky reveals a blush of delight

ﬂush across its countenance.

Three seagull tattletales chide the sky
while they drop clams on seals

that jostle in the boisterous waves.
Navarro Beach is like the wrestling
laugh and tussle of teenage boys. &



“Even the Sky Smiles for You”
“HERTHNIRUEE”
Lidn Tian Kong dou Wéi Ni Wei Xiao (pinyin)

Your smile brings color

to the Beijing sky,
PRI A AL T R
BT

ni de wéi xido ge¢i Beijing de tian
kong dai l4i sé cdi,
g

the scent of your small oranges

disperse the smoky air.
RN IR

OREROHH 55 9098 1) 25 Ko
ni xido ju zi de qi wei

qu san yan wi mi man de kong qi.

In my daydreams,

we are always together,
fERI E H A,

PATKITAE—
zai w0 de bdi ri meng zhong,

wOmen yOng yudn zai yiqi,

yet the most beautiful sunsets and proud clouds
never linger.

R A B SR R ) H Y& AR =
WAZESGE.

dan zui méi li de ri luod hé jido a0 de yun

yOng yudn ba hui ying rao.

Soon only the sun and the moon

will know where we are.
RER HA KB H 5

A RE AT TATTCENE
hén kuai zhi yOu tai ydng hé yue liang

cdi néng zhi dao wO men zai néli. &



“A Prayer for Pettiness”

Of all the world’s largesse

the myriad things that keep

the mind; soul occupied...
. listen...

sit quietly next to one

for whom there is affection

Observe the peace

of Nishikigois in the lily
covered green pools

draw in the evening’s respiration
listen to the cricket’s

washboard tunes

Anticipate the fireflies

lay hand on hand

be enveloped by their breathing

drift with the susurration of this moment

plead in silent prayer,
“Sun, moon — be still.” %

#HHAH
End of, “Shadowlands - 5 poems for Sixfold”



