CHARLES BURWELL GARY SOTO A pic tin, five cups of sand,

A thimble with water,

7 d 2019 . Adry branch, a cotton ball’s worth of moss,
e /’appleux 0 A f t e r H | S River pebbles and polished stone,
crylic on panel, 12 x 12 in Maybe a small shell, maybe glass roughed up by the sea . . .

E | e Ct I O n , These items, plus a toy rake,

And by noon I have a garden.

| M a ke a Let me go inside a tree for the next few years.

I offer a spring blossom to my creation.

Ze N G a rd en 1 hum a three-syllable chant

I rake the sand and dip my pinkie into the thimble—
So this is the taste of Buddha mind.

This is my garden after the election.

This is my sanctuary on a windowsill,

A monk-like ant trekking the ledge.

A stick of incense is lit, the dead remembered.

I feel a terrible force at work—
A hundred days in office,
Not enough sand to bury his deeds.
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