
The Floating World

Hours before dawn, jet-lagged,
sitting cross-legged looking east
through a tinted hotel picture window

decades of stories high above  
the floating world of lights going out
in anticipation of sunrise

so many sick and everyone dying
so many places of worship

Ring the bell three times.
Bow. Clap hands twice.
Senso-ji cat still sleeps.

Beside the enameled thunder gate
four hundred yen for an ear of corn.
Crows laugh as they peck up the kernels

so many souls returned as birds
walking with those returned as humans

Peeking out from the fuchsia blossoms
a bronze knee shining like gold
rubbed by so many hands

Kannon Guanyin Goddess of Compassion
secret Bodhisattva Buddha
likeness hidden from the common eye

dragon’s daughter, white lotus
many paths to end the cycle


