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Junior High Crucifixion 
For my former classmate 
 
Like Pharisees, classmates crowded around you, 
questioning you in taunting sneers 
if your canvas shoes came from Pic N’ Save, 
if your bell-bottoms were your dad’s, 
if you thought you were pretty and popular. 
 
You tried the dance floor at after school dances, 
drawing again those crowds to trap you 
like a freak show inside their closed circle. 
 
Impotent like Pilate, 
teachers did nothing 
except let those kids go free 
like the murderer Barabbas. 
 
Every day, 
you bore your cross alone, 
while we all denied you, 
oblivious to any cock’s crow. 
 
 



Where Adults Are No Help 
 
I stand on the playground, 
watching the other girls swing on the monkey bars 
I can’t hold on to 
and smack the tetherball 
I can’t hit  
like the other first graders can. 
 
Second and third grade boys  
sneak up behind me, 
growling like monsters. 
I jump, 
facing the wolfish glint in their eyes. 
I run 
but they chase me. 
I cry out, 
but no one helps me. 
 
I reach the yard aide. 
“Those boys are bothering me!” 
 
She looks down her tall frame at me, 
half her size, to say, 
“Well, you are bothering me,” 
leaving me 
in a world 
of upper grade monsters, 
where adults are no help. 
 

  



Whispers at Gila River 
In memory of Florence Akiyama 
1915-1945 
 
By the Superstition Mountains, 
the barbed wire taken down, 
farmers bend toward their vegetable gardens, 
smiling as they pick  
bright orange, green, red and yellow vegetables  
they grow for all the camps. 
 
Children chant their alphabet 
in the school set up here, 
then run to watch their older brothers  
play baseball in the camp stadium. 
 
Parents set up rocks outside their barracks 
for ponds of koi 
to gracefully dance in water. 
 
At the camp hospital, 
a family excitedly whispers, 
“Eleanor Roosevelt is coming!” 
 
“Hope a snake doesn’t bite her!” 
one member half jokes, pointing to 
her bandaged arm. 
 
The others laugh with her, 
coughing their consumptive coughs 
that will kill them  
before liberation. 

  



The Bajao Tribe Family’s Hands 
 
An ocean away from your Philippine sea, 
a gift of your beadwork is placed in my hands. 
 
I imagine you, rocked by your houseboat, 
stringing bead by miniscule bead 
with your calloused, sun-browned hands 
to help your family income. 
 
While I play my piano with lotioned hands, 
I pause and imagine your husband’s fishnet scraping his  
as he pulls in a large catch to net him only twenty dollars. 
 
Other tribes on the beach look down on you, whispering, 
“God forsaken sea gypsies!” 
Their children throw coins into the water, 
laughing as your own kids stick out their hands, 
hoping to catch them. 
 
Your boat sails from island to island, 
avoiding pirates, searching for fish. 
Will we ever meet and touch hands? 
 

  



The Edmund Pettus Bridge 
A haibun commemorating the fiftieth anniversary of Bloody Sunday in Selma, Alabama 
 
Civil war over one hundred years ago, huge letters in the arch still scream the name of this 
Confederate general and senator.  Visions of him and his men dressed in white robes and pointed 
hats stand like sentries with burning crosses, forbidding anyone to pass. 
 

like slaves of Egypt, 
under the reign of Pharoah, 
many had no say. 

 
Crowds dare to cross.  Men walk straight and tall, sun shining on their mahogany skin.  They’re 
dressed in their Sunday suits and trench coats, their felt hats crowning their heads. 
 

dark eyes look across 
at the other side, this close 
to the Promised Land. 

 
The ghosts take human form, dressed as squads of police, filling the land with smacks of clubs 
on bodies, cracks of a leader’s skull.  Governor Wallace’s voice echoes, “Segregation forever!” 
 

beaten flesh opens. 
blood flows to the Promised Land, 
tainting the Sabbath. 

 
Fifty years later, they march again, some gray, some bald, some in wheelchairs.  John Lewis, two 
presidents, Governor Wallace’s daughter, and 40,000 followers from all over the country cross 
the bridge together, giving these ghosts their exorcism.   
 

in the Promised Land, 
all explore the great vastness 
of the other side. 
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