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Part I - Haiku 

 

a kiss of breeze 

leaves dance and fall 

as do we, in love 

autumn coaxes green 

to give up its treasure 

for crimson and gold 

his convertible 

her hair argues with the wind 

and loses 

 

this yearning lingers 

far beyond the midnight blue 

into pastel dawn 
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autumn leaves 

fall from languid life 

as do I 

 

the time traveler 

felt the singe of a hot sun 

as the future burned 

 

annual rite 

change of season, loss of voice 

each breath hard won 

 

spring rains 

quench the glorious maples 

that catch fire in fall 
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crouching by the tracks 

"olly olly oxen free!" 

hidden in sun's warmth 

 

"Dig this!" she said 

then tossed me a garden spade 

big yellow sunflowers 

 

"Don't be scared!" he cried 

as she pulled the ripcord 

he plummeted beneath 

 

ring of plastic 

travels the ocean surface 

forever changed 
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my mind whirls along 

with gears, old and rusty 

may need a tune-up 

 

hospital lobby: jazz pianist plays over my fear 

 

post-surgery 

walking in shifting sand 

new beginning 

 

prepped and patched 

surgeon knits with skill 

nearly human now 

 

downturned health 

upside-down mortgage 

inside-out life 
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trapped in this body 

gazing at a lonesome bay 

tide departs 

 

sharp pain jabs her leg 

she rubs it with crippled hand 

age has changed her 

 

bronze lion  

stoically guards the day 

at night he prowls 

 

cat lying in state 

in the family room 

easy chair  
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backyard in Wisconsin 

verdant meadow in spring 

lush garden in summer 

 

“moves like Jagger” 

body wiry, lithe and young 

dances like mad love 

 

rush hour:  blurring the edges of the day 

 

artist's café 

surrounded by sound 

hungry musicians 

  

listening to the song 

of the wind 

in the windy city 
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unhinged 

sense of reality escapes 

door flung wide 

 

labor pains: contractions 

precisely timed 

by the shelter volunteer 

 

rather be thought mad 

than weak or unpopular 

truly insane 

 

glass of merlot:  a transient state of calm 

 

shot of tequila 

penetrated the fog 

swirling in his head 

 



 

Copyright 2012 Janet L. Brown  Page 9 of 20 

she left her heart 

hoping he would retrieve it 

he never did 

 

entered his psyche 

like water enters raindrops 

filled him, became him 

 

he brushes her lips 

memorizes  

their sweetness 

 

abandoned, hungry 

now hides, wary of humans 

nimble street cat 
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new boy in school 

too shy to talk 

follows her home 

 

tension builds 

she denies mother's wisdom 

at fifteen 

  

friendship between them 

mother seems smarter 

as daughter ages 

 

spring rains 

quench the glorious maples 

that catch fire in fall 
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city lights, brilliant 

white and yellow sparkling stars  

you can reach out and grab 

 

Rush Street:  an orgy of color at night 

 

street musician 

subterranean jazz club 

soulful subway 

 

crisp 

air 

sweet 

summer's 

end 
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autumn leaves, Japan 

red and orange flames 

maple season 

 

young star 

new worlds of innocence 

hope they fare better  

 

 

graffiti in ink: madonna tattoo on her back 

  

street art: trompe l'oeil on the expressway 
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a hint of garlic 

heavenly saints and angels 

vampires quickly flee 

 

 

penguins: proof of God’s sense of humor 

 

 

broken wing 

my guardian angel sighs 

the breeze is frosty 
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Part II - September 11th 

 

we search for meaning 

in the heinous destruction 

towers full of life 

 

 

eleven years later 

she misses his strong hand 

wrapped around hers 
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Part III – Tanka 

 

life is not absolute 

it is a nuanced vista 

delight, devastation 

many colors of the heart 

necessary brights and darks 

 

 

rooted in his love 

she is motionless too long 

longing for freedom 

tentative, walking a new path 

invisibly tethered still 
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Part IV - Cinquain 

 

he traced 

hills and valleys 

her body's many curves 

committing them to memory 

anew 

 

 

perhaps 

you are rooted 

too deeply inside me 

to extricate kindly, be free 

yourself 
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Part V – Tiny Rhymes and Free Verse 

 

She was buoyant, bubbly,  

positively effervescent with glee.  

What caused such a giddy mood?  

Oh, he signed the divorce decree! 

 

whipping 

dark vanilla extract 

into sweet white cream 

he daydreams of her deep 

brown eyes and 

café latte skin 
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He gave us a garden 

       to tend 

but we reverted to a feral state 

       now 

we stop for a moment 

       realizing  

we are in need of a Caretaker, too 
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Part VI - Silly Season  

(Presidential Election Campaign) 

 

 

easy to figure out 

Mitt's motivation, but 

Ryan--just hubris 

ayn rand's philosophy 

no need to find ways to help 

so simple, easy 

 

outstanding, his abs 

small mind with a six-pack 

appalling, his views 
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perhaps 

the politics 

of men subverts the truth 

of women's needs, but never our 

spirits 

 

binders full of women 

Senate full of men 

brains full of mush 

 

binders full of women 

Bain full of men 

candidate full of something 

 

 

surrealism: pure thought in the absence of control 

politics: pure control in the absence of thought 
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