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Goldstein

Shut in my room to avoid the cold
| was drinking tea

when that single rose

in a vase

fell, scattering the petals

From his bed of pain
the immortal Shiki saw
and loved a flower

God sends us flowers
and we put them in a vase

and offer them back
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The fountain splashing

pouring gushing giving —
connected to the Source

At the far end

of this winding path

| glimpse a tree

its glowing flowers
beckoning, guiding me
towards what | can't yet see

Little bug, don’t you know
this is just a city park
-- not the real world

Paper scrap flutters
tiny bell tinkles “chin, chin”
they're tied by one string



Hydrangea petals
the varied blues of heaven
encapsulates

This hand-made washi



rough and soft and creamy-beige
perfect to paint on

Petals drifting
down the stream

carry the season away

Winter water reeds
beautiful in their own way;
| don’'t mind the years

Across the wall spread vines
like lines
of music
those few remaining leaves
the notes



As fish bone am |
scoured bare to be one day
by spirit reclothed

This old cherry’s trunk

nearly rotted through

its branches broken off, but one
Yet this spring again

puts forth its blossoms, fresh.
So may | too.

Catching rain’s bounty

earth at first just turns to mud;
later the flowers.

Asthma, muddled thoughts tonight;
tomorrow, though, | can paint







