POETRY 
“At Sea:” 

Poem in JMWW, Winter 2008 ; http://jmww.150m.com/Noronha.html
"But for that": 

Poem in http://www.thepedestalmagazine.com/gallery.php?item=2260
Journal Entries, Mustard Seed and Raw Skin: Three Poems in Asican American Anthology: Ed. Anne Marie Fowler.

JOURNAL ENTRIES

As I riffle through the years,

a journal of my marriage,

I stop— 

re-read lines, try to decipher clues,

skip forward and back,

looking for an arc of suspense,

a premonition, 

a foreshadowing, a plot.

I check entry dates—

1979: that night in the dark delivery room

the silhouette of your face etched 

in the space between the pain.

1999: your business sold,

those dark nights you’d take the dog out,

lean against my car, smoke a cigar,

the silhouette of your face barely visible.

2001: the house sold,

four bedrooms, sunroom, a fireplace,

some disrepair, but it passed inspection,

the silhouette of your face as you handed over keys.

I thumb thirty-two yellowed pages, 

blurred, dog eared, 

water-stained, crossed out words, 

searching for the mystery,

the heart of the story. 

It must be somewhere,

hidden among these blank pages 

at the end.



MUSTARD SEED

I see you in kernels of rice,

palisade cells of leaves,

humble mustard seeds and redwood trees,

xylem veins carrying water, not  blood,

phloem with sugars and minerals,

stomates like nostrils flaring, respiring,

transpiring, anchoring roots to earth,

branches to heaven. When you shape clouds, flood plains,

rain upon a parched palm,

you are half god, half woman,

yellow as turmeric, fragrant as cloves,

constant as the eventide.

for Maria

RAW SKIN

Like yolk-less eggs

held high to a beam of light,

they have no blue, black, or sable slanted eyes,

no pencil thin or full lips,

just translucent oval faces,

navels the color of apricots,

and a plethora of breasts,

orange halves, grapefruit, cantaloupe.

Silver-tasseled thread, fuchsia beads

dangle on pink nipple pegs.

Bare buttocks like alabaster saucers

or burnished copper plates rotate,

hips undulate.

Ankles on glittering stilts, 

appear, disappear, reappear.

Raw skin floats. 

On the iridescent slinky stage, 

childhoods weighted with green bills

in garter belts and G-strings,



sink in wells of sorrow,



a splash, sting of metal on water,



leaving ripples and



a wedge of light glinting.

