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"Dove's Song," by Court Smith, ANTHROPOLOGY AND HUMANISM QUARTERLY, 1988
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"Damning Dams," by Court Smith, THE ELOQUENT UMBRELLA, 1995
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Come rest,
mottled one.
Shed your soft
white natal down.
Come nest with me.
Save me from the
onslaught of thelr
seething, teething saws.
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"Spotted Owl," by Court Smith, THE ELOQUENT UMBRELLA, 1990

[image: image5.jpg]=
V<rOT

coxscx<rr)





"Urban High Rises," by Court Smith,
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A CONCRETE POEM by Shannon Lea K.

Text of the poem is typed below.
A gentle breeze blew all morning long. It picked up leaves (written on a leaf) along the
way. It blew past streets and picked Up cans (written on a can) and trash (written on a
piece of trash). It blew through the dump and dropped all its belangm?s It blew past me
on my way t0 school and felt cool and refreshing against my skin. It blew out to the river
and followed it out to sea where itgot w e a k a n
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beside the foundation 
where the old house stood
one chrysanthemum


Haiga by Kay Anderson
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spring light
a cold breeze throbbing
the spider's web

Haiga by Kay Anderson
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Haiga by Zolo 
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Poem by An'ya
Painting by Zolo


The Tree

Our

green tree

waits to be

decorated. The

lights go on first, then

each of us adds decorations.

Sarah’s taller this year. She can

reach much higher. Mom puts on

music and tells us to hand ornaments

everywhere, not just on the front. Dad

fiddles with the lights, and I unwrap last

year’s ornaments. And this is almost better than

Christmas

Morning.
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