
 

 

 
 

A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

2 
 

 

 
 
Welcome to A Hundred Gourds. Our journal's name is taken from a haiku by Chiyo-ni (1703–
1775), who is widely regarded as one of the greatest haiku poets of the Edo period:  
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Haiku North America 2015 — Schenectady, New York 
 

by Jennifer Sutherland  
 
 

HNA 2015 – The Conference Begins 
 
On Wednesday, October 14th 2015 haiku enthusiasts gathered in Albany, Upstate New York for 
Haiku North America 2015. There was a definite buzz in the air as poets started arriving, 
greeting one another in the reception area, renewing their acquaintances or being introduced for 
the first time. After some of us had shared the pleasure of a leaf viewing tour during the day, the 
Town Hall Opening Session was held at the conference centre in the evening, where John 
Stevenson gave the delegates a warm welcome on behalf of the hosting New York haiku group, 
The Upstate Dim Sum – John, Hilary Tann, Yu Chang and Tom Clausen. Special thanks were 
given to Hilary Tann for her outstanding contribution to the organisation of the conference and to 
David Giacconne for his work as webmaster. Visiting presenters, haiga artist Ion Codrescu from 
Romania and Bill Porter (Red Pine), respected translator of poems and other texts from the 
Chinese, were acknowledged and thanked for their attendance. Michael Dylan Welch and Garry 
Gay were acknowledged as co-founders of Haiku North America and John, quoting Bill 
Higginson, emphasized that haiku is all about sharing and reciprocity.  
 
John then welcomed poets who were attending for the first time. Tips were given on how to keep 
up with the pace of the conference such as taking notes, getting sufficient rest, being open and 
vulnerable to participation and sharing the joy. John finished by covering the logistics of the 
homestay and conference venues and wishing all a very happy conference. There was a short 
break before poets reconvened to introduce themselves and present one of their own haiku.  
 
The second half of the evening featured Red Moon Press editor and haiku luminary, Jim Kacian, 
who presented his paper, “Realism is Dead”. Jim looked at ways haiku capture our intention and 
imply meaning. He asked the audience to consider what category of object haiku is and defined it 
as “. . . sounds and pauses with an intent to communicate by employing one or more strategies”. 
Some of his other definitions included haiku being a literary artifact, a report of how things are 
that seeks an overlap in experience between the writer and reader and a short poem that uses two 
images in juxtaposition. “Images”, Jim informed us, “are mind-space-dependent on the writer’s 
perception from the sensory.” He then referred to Ezra Pound’s “In a Station of the Metro” as an 
example and explained that metaphor is the antithesis of “things as they are.” Jim shared his  
  

https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/poem/station-metro


A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

6 
 

 
 
opinion that the link with nature would continue in haiku. However, subject areas expected to 
open up in future would include the relationship between man and machine, algorithms and 
urban living.  
 

 
 

“The most important thing we can take away from the conference 
is to enjoy being haiku poets together” – John Stevenson  
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HNA 2015 – Day 1 

 
The home for the poets’ stay for the duration of the conference was The Desmond Conference 
Centre, Albany. Daily scheduled sessions including the book fair and haiga display were held at 
the impressive Union College in Schenectady.  
 
Poets met early in the lobby of the Desmond for the short bus ride to Union College, the second 
oldest college in New York State having been founded in 1795. We entered the Old Chapel 
where the first presentations were to take place.  
 
 
The William J. Higginson Memorial Keynote Address  
 
The William J. Higginson Memorial Keynote Address, “Teaching Haiku In American Higher 
Education”, was given by Dr. Randy Brooks. Dr. Brooks presented an overview of the 
scholarship process in the United States then discussed the history of American haiku, touching 
on various motivations for writing haiku including Zen, insight into nature, history, psychology 
and the personal experience. He cited the influence of Robert Spiess’s articles on the craft of 
haiku writing and also the influences of Japanese-American haiku, the Modernists and the Beats 
movement. He touched on the possibility of haiku use in therapeutic and hospice environments 
and the effects of stylistics and acoustics in haiku. He suggested that haiku would be appropriate 
for longer-term projects in schools, such as English as a Second Language forums, and that haiku 
could be combined effectively with music and film studies. Dr. Brooks concluded by saying that 
all haiku poets should consider themselves teachers and encouraged public readings, kukai 
(group haiku contests), feedback sessions and sharing haiku with family and friends, with a focus 
to connect with the wider community.  
 
Panel Discussion  
 
This keynote address was then aptly followed by a panel discussion featuring educators from 
different sectors of the American school system. Panel members were Aubrie Cox, Geoff 
VanKirk, Tom Painting and Rich Schnell. Michael Dylan Welch acted as moderator. After this 
session ended, it was time for poets to make some serious choices as various presentations ran in 
unison. Poets pondered over their program. Some poets attempted to divide their time between 
sessions by running frantically from one venue to the next. I opted to concentrate on one 
complete session for each time slot in order to obtain the most out of the experience.  
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Dr. Randy Brooks at the podium  
 
 
Japanese Aesthetics  
 
It was my first tough decision of the day, but I decided to forego Philip Rowland’s “Beyond 
Surprise: Haiku and the Poetics of George Oppen” in favour of “Japanese Aesthetics and Junk 
Haiku”, presented by Lee Gurga.  
 
 
Lee presented four Japanese aesthetic principals, Ma, Kire, Kigo and Kokoro –  
 
Kigo – seasonal element word – does the season expand the haiku?  
 
Kokoro – the way of the inner spirit – is there too much mind and too little heart?  
 
Ma – space – the interval, silence, what is not said 
 
Kire – the cut, cutting  
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Japanese Aesthetics – Lee Gurga 
 
He discussed each and demonstrated their importance in haiku with examples of English 
Language haiku collected in the Modern Haiku Press anthology, Haiku 2015. Here are a few 
examples:  
 
the first crocus humming Vivaldi 
 
            —Lesley Anne Swanson  
 
a praying mantis 
stick-still on the stubble:  
praise this  
 
             - Scott Mason  
roses in the rose messaged and left  
 
            — Richard Gilbert  
  

http://www.modernhaiku.org/mhbooks/Haiku2015.html
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summer clouds 
I pull the rope ladder up 
behind me  
 
            — Susan Antolin  
 
 
Why Haiku?  
 
After a buffet lunch in the company of fellow haiku poets, the presentations resumed. I settled 
back to enjoy “Why Haiku? – A Personal Reflection”, by Scott Mason. Haiku that achieve 
excellence, in Scott’s view, share certain qualities: they convey feeling, evoke emotional 
responses, honour the small and reverberate in the reader’s mind. Scott illustrated his 
appreciation of haiku through the works of various poets featured in the anthology, Nest 
Feathers: Selected Haiku from the First 15 Years of the Herons Nest. Among many other 
examples from Nest Feathers, Scott displayed and commented on these:  
 
the slow turn 
of a barber's pole – 
afternoon heat  
 
— John W. Wisdom  
salmon run 
does the river too 
have memory?  
 
— Yvonne Cabalona  
 
heat lightning 
Christmas beetles 
spangle the flyscreen 
 
— Lorin Ford  
fishing village 
a rumour of blues running 
through the cafe  
 
— Jim Kacian  
 

http://theheronsnest.com/order.html
http://theheronsnest.com/order.html
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Why Haiku? – A Personal Reflection – Scott Mason  
 
Haiku Groups 
 
I then took my own turn at the podium for my presentation: “Branching Out – Groups within the 
Haiku Community”. This was an informal session intended to encourage participants on the 
benefits of forming groups and sharing haiku in the wider community. Drawing on my 
experiences with forming an email exchange haiku group and as a member of the Red Kelpie 
Haiku Group, I presented the benefits of motivation, community and the opportunity to learn that 
stem from group environments.  
  

http://www.haikuoz.org/regional_news/vic/red_kelpies/
http://www.haikuoz.org/regional_news/vic/red_kelpies/
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Chiyo-ni – A Performance  
 
My session was followed by a very special performance piece from Terry Ann Carter and 
musician and poet Marco Fraticelli: “A Woman’s Desire: The Lost letters of Chiyo-ni”. Marco 
performed a series of letters (imagined) from the perspective of Chiyo-ni, interspersed with his 
singing of a variety of popular songs and accompanying himself on electric piano whilst Terry 
Ann Carter, in Kabuki-style make-up, mimed and danced, holding up Chiyo-ni’s haiku on signs 
for the audience to read. The audience was captivated by the performance and gave both poets a 
standing ovation. It was exceptional and truly memorable.  
 

 
 

Terry Ann Carter - The Lost Letters of Chiyo-ni 
 
 
Haiga 
 
In the early evening, poets congregated in the impressive Nott memorial building to hear haiga 
artist Ion Codrescu’s presentation “On Haiga Painting”. Ion presented a series of slides and 
discussed the art of haiga painting. This included an overview of the history of haiga and 
examples of Ion’s own amazing work. Throughout the entire conference Ion’s haiga exhibition 
was on show in the gallery section on the first floor of the Nott Memorial.  
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Haiga Master Ion Codrescu  
 

 
 

haiga by Ion Codrescu  
with haiku by Carol Purington  
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China’s Hermit Tradition  
 
In the evening, Bill Porter (Red Pine) presented “A Search for Solitude: China’s Hermit 
Tradition”. This was a lecture with photo slides taken on his travels in China, in search of the 
Taoist/Buddhist hermit tradition.  
 

 
 
 

HNA 2015 – Day 2  
 
After coffee and muffins for breakfast, poets filed into the Union Taylor Music Center Emerson 
Auditorium for the “Memorial Reading and Reflections”, presented by John Stevenson. Haiku 
Poets who have passed away in the last two years were remembered in a commemorative slide 
show accompanied by the beautiful and plaintive piece “Kilverts Hills” (composed by Hilary 
Tann) with Andrew Barnhart on cello. This was a very moving session as we also, with 
fondness, acknowledged other poets who are no longer with us, including Peggy Willis Lyles 
and Australian haiku pioneer, Janice M. Bostock.  
 
 
Haiku With Feathers  
 
I stayed on for the next session in the auditorium, which was Ruth Yarrows “Haiku with 
Feathers”. Ruth described the habitats and calls of various birds then went on to read her bird 
haiku. With each haiku, Ruth performed a rendition of the relevant bird calls. Her trills, hoots 
and whistles seemed so realistic that one could almost believe that the birds were actually in the 
room! This was remarkable and truly enjoyable experience.  
 
 
The Bigger Pond  
 
The afternoon continued with some very interesting presentations including “Understanding the 
Larger Pond: Haiku in the Mainstream Poetry Community”, by Deborah Kolodji. Deborah 
explored how haiku in the general poetry community is often overlooked or perceived as a less 
serious form of poetry. She encouraged poets to submit to mainstream journals in order to share 
their work and promote haiku. Reading haiku sequences in the open mic section at poetry venues 
was also recommended.  
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Ruth Yarrow – haiku poet and conservationist 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Garry Gay – rengay originator and co-founder of Haiku North America 
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Rengay  
 
I then attended Garry Gay’s rengay workshop. Garry invented rengay in 1992. The form consists 
of a collaborative six verse linked poem using a single season and a single theme. Having only 
participated in one rengay in the past, I was fortunate to find myself part of a trio with Susan 
Birch and Michael Dylan Welch (No pressure there, then!) Jokes aside, the session was lots of 
fun.  
 
 
LIFE in our Frogpond 
 
I then dashed back to the Old Chapel to attend “Our Frogpond Term: Searching for LIFE in 
Haiku Submissions”, presented by Michelle Root-Bernstein, co-editor with Francine Banworth 
of the Haiku Society of America journal, Frogpond, from Vol. 35.1 Winter 2012 to Vol. 38.3 
Autumn 2015. Frogpond publishes a mixture of traditional, contemporary and pioneering haiku. 
It’s always interesting to hear editors speak first-hand about what they look for in submissions, 
so I sat close to the front to ensure I didn’t miss a word. In the context of this presentation, I soon 
learnt that LIFE is an acronym for:  
 
Language 
Image  
Form and  
Elusiveness  
 
“Good poems” Michelle said, “leap off the page.” Michelle and Francine have sought haiku that 
contain fresh imagery, are somewhat elusive and which engage and enlighten the reader. 
Michelle also reminded us of the importance of learning how to read and edit haiku in order to 
improve our craft.  
 
 
Appropriating Nature  
 
With the end of Michelle’s presentation, many poets left to join a ginko walk through the 
stockade district. I might have gone along if I hadn’t been intent on attending Paul Miller’s 
presentation, “Appropriating Nature”. Paul explored the relationship of haiku to nature and went 
on to demonstrate how nature can be distorted through the poet’s words. As well, he explored the 
theme of cultural memory. Paul explained that traditional Japanese kigo, rather than reflecting 
nature as observed, is a cultural artifact based on usage in ancient literature and centralized on 
the Kyoto region.   
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Editors’ Panel  
 
After a group dinner in downtown Schenectady we returned the campus where I attended the 
Editors’ Panel discussion. The panel consisted of:  
 
Susan Antolin – Acorn  
Michelle Root Bernstein – Frogpond  
Stanford M Forrester – Bottle Rockets  
Paul M – Modern Haiku  
Scott Mason – The Heron’s Nest  
 
Questions from the audience were welcomed. All journals reported seeing more submissions 
from all over the world. Susan reported that 14% of Acorn’s last edition consisted of haiku by 
Australians.  
 
 
Fire in the Treetops  
 
The last event for the evening was the read-around from the Fire in the Treetops anthology, 
commemorating not only HNA 2015 but the full quarter century of HNA conferences. It was a 
magical to sit and hear each of the poets read aloud their own haiku, enjoying the various accents 
and the timbre of each voice – an unforgettable moment.  
 

 
 
 

HNA 2015 – Day 3  
 
The final full day of the conference had arrived so quickly!  
 
 
Haiga Panel  
 
The morning started with a panel discussion on haiga. Ion Codrescu, Jessica Tremblay, Aubrie 
Cox and Garry Gay formed the panel and Jim Kacian moderated. The importance of balancing 
haiku and image within haiga was emphasized: neither element should override the other.  
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Understatement in Haiku  
 
The next presentation was Susan Antolin’s “The Aesthetic Value of Understatement in Haiku”. 
Exploring the importance of restraint in haiku, Susan discussed how understatement captures the 
subtlety that is indispensable to both traditional and contemporary work. Susan’s advice to haiku 
writers: “Step back and don’t overwork your haiku”  
 
 
Renku Workshop  
 
It was then time for John Stevenson’s renku workshop. I was keen to attend this as I knew it 
would be lively and engaging and there would be fun to be had. Some renku rules were bent a 
little but everyone who participated enjoyed themselves.  
 
 
Haibun and Haiku Sequences  
 
Roberta Beary’s “Pay it Forward” was inspiring from start to finish with Roberta reading from 
her recent book, Deflections. This consisted of haibun and haiku sequences that were clearly 
personal in subject and full of grief yet crafted into work that allowed the audience to sit within 
the moment and be left with a sense of peace afterwards.  
 
 
Haibun  
 
In the afternoon, there was the choice of two sessions on haibun, Penny Harter’s “From Verse to 
Haibun” and Claudia Coutu Radmore’s “Haiku in Education, Literary Haibun”. I chose the 
former, which included Penny’s reading of her haibun “Requiem for the Bye-Lo Doll”.  
 
 
Translating Shiki  
 
Charles Trumbull’s paper, “Translating Shiki”, explored the work and life of haiku poet 
Masaoka Shiki with a variety of translations and a handout with extensive research notes. Shiki 
wrote over 25,000 haiku of which 6% of his work has been translated.  
 
In the late afternoon, poets convened for the group photo on the outside steps of Nott Memorial. 
It was cold and windy as we huddled together to keep warm.  
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2015 haiku poets – “You know you make me want to SHOUT!"  
 
 
Japanese Drumming  
 
We filed back into the Nott Memorial to attend “Colours of Japan”, a concert featuring the 
Japanese Drumming Ensemble of Union College, directed by Prof. Matsue. The ensemble was 
brilliant in technique and put on a great show!  
 
 
Farewell Address and Celebrations  
 
Hilary Tann then delivered a farewell to Union College. The church bells rang in unison playing 
the spiritual, “Rock of Ages”, across the green and russet lawns as we left the campus for the last 
time. Celebrations and festivity began in the evening with drinks in the courtyard. A banquet was 
held in The Ballroom at the Desmond Conference Centre. There were speeches from John 
Stevenson, Red Pine and the highlight of the evening: an appearance by the legendary Elvis – 
Haiku Elvis that is!  
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Elvis in the House – with haiku fans Barbara Hay & yours truly  
 
Then the all-important announcement was made. Michael Dylan Welch announced the news that 
we were all waiting for, the secret location of the next conference. My mouth fell open wider 
than that of the giant koi in the ornamental pond in The Desmond courtyard when he announced . 
. . “Australia!” As Australia is not part of the United States (yet!) I quickly realized it was a joke. 
Michael then announced that HNA 2017 would be in Santé Fe, New Mexico.  
 
 

 
 

Michael Dylan Welch – co-founder of Haiku North America  
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On Sunday morning, those poets who had not already departed met in the Town Hall conference 
room within The Desmond Conference centre. Michael Dylan Welch delivered his paper “Haiku 
Lessons from Wassily Kandinsky” whilst Kathabela Wilson held her “Dream Haiku Workshop” 
in another conference room. Debbie Kolodji’s presentation “Organising Effective Haiku Events 
and Workshops” was the final presentation. There was a reading of haiku written during the 
conference before John Stevenson officially closed the conference. Poets milled around the 
room, exchanging farewells, hugs and thanks before gathering their cases to leave for home.  
 
As I rode the bus from Albany to New York City, I reflected what a wonderful experience Haiku 
North America 2015 was and knew that the many memories of conversations, friendship, 
presentations and inspirational moments would stay with me forever.  
 
Haiku North America was founded in 1991 by Garry Gay for the purpose of congregating poets 
together to share all perspectives of haiku as a genre of poetry. Conferences are held every two 
years in the USA, and attract the attendance of poets worldwide.  

 
 

 
 
 
Jennifer Sutherland is an avid reader and writer of haiku. She 
lives in Victoria, Australia. She supports animal welfare and 
volunteers regularly at a local RSPCA animal shelter. 
Jennifer is a founding member of the Red Kelpie Haiku 
Group. Her haiku have been published in a variety of 
journals including A Hundred Gourds, Bottle Rockets, The 
Heron’s Nest and the Australian annual haiku journal, 
Windfall. She can be found on Twitter @jenniferannsu  
 

 
 

 
 
  

http://www.haikuoz.org/regional_news/vic/red_kelpies/
http://www.haikuoz.org/regional_news/vic/red_kelpies/


A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

22 
 

 
 
Credits:  
 
1. Page 2 – Photo image by David Giacalone from The Condrescu Haiga Exhibit, Haiku North 
America Blogspot.  
 
2. Page 4 – HNA 2015 group photo image by Garry Gay, from the Haiku North America 
Blogspot.  
 
3. Page 4 – Haiku Elvis and fans photo image by Deb Koen.  
 
4. All other photo images by Jennifer Sutherland, 2015.  
 
  

http://www.haikunorthamerica.com/blog/strolling-the-codrescu-haiga-exhibit
http://www.haikunorthamerica.com/blog/strolling-the-codrescu-haiga-exhibit
http://www.haikunorthamerica.com/blog
http://www.haikunorthamerica.com/blog
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hills  
   rocking  
with the river  
 

Adjei Agyei-Baah – Ghana  
 

 
 

inside the ocean the names of all the rivers  
 

Mark Miller – Australia  
 

 
 
at mangrove's edge 
dawn splashes silver 
barramundi  
 

Kent Robinson – Australia  
 

 
 

where willow tips touch ripples the minnows  
 

Padma Thampatty – USA  
 

 
 
flowing 
from mother's breast 
nightly silence  
 

Dejan Pavlinović – Croatia  
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all eyes a fry peers from its parent's gullet  
 

Marian Olson – USA  
 

 
 

green hills 
sweeping down to a lake – 
the unknown depths  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
 

 
 
in a moment 
clouds change the contours 
of the mountains  
 

Patricia Prime – New Zealand  
 

 
 

purples and whites 
in the sky 
in the handful of pills  
 

Daryll Michael Williams – South Africa  
 

 
 
haute couture 
beads of rainshine 
on each pine needle  
 

Lesley Anne Swanson – USA  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

26 
 

longstanding 
the innate patience 
of trees  
 

Marianne Paul – Canada  
 

 
 

bottle green cypress 
the axe 
empties the wine  
 

Robert Witmer – Japan  
 

 
 

Pacific wren 
the forest 
finds its voice  
 

William Scott Galasso – USA  
 

 
 

lifting into sunset  
a cedar waxwing 
pulls away from the flock  
 
           for Gene Murtha  

Ferris Gilli – USA  
 

 
 
mourning dove 
the taste 
of rain  
 

Ann K. Schwader – USA  
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a quiet mind 
   the unstudied attitude of 
dreams  
 

Paul Geiger – USA  
 

 
 

calling into my dream morning birds  
 

Joseph Salvatore Aversano – Turkey  
 

 
 
singing bowl … 
the dawn shape-shifts 
into aum  
 

Paresh Tiwari – India  
 

 
 

you hear a door shut  
& a few words  
from outer space  
 

John Martone – USA  
 

 
 
diminuendo 
of the last note 
brown rice tea  
 

Carolyn Hall – USA  
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after  
the pilgrimage 
soft shoes  
 

Michael Moule –Sweden  
 

 
 

motorbike revving up buried memories  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy – UK  
 

 
 
roadside memorial 
teddy bears climb 
the trees  
 

Rose van Son – Australia  
 

 
 

driving to work 
… less and less each day 
the dead squirrel  
 

Keith Woodruff – USA  
 

 
 
roadtrip to the west – 
every dawn we chase 
our shadows  
 

Dawood Ahmad – Pakistan  
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cease fire open fire chicken wire fence  
 

Joseph Salvatore Aversano – Turkey  
 

 
 

curfewed silence ...  
the wingspan  
of a military jet  
 

Yesha Shah – India  
 

 
 
Mekong Delta – 
on my foot a dragonfly 
... first contact  
 

Christiane Ranieri – France  
 

 
 

refugee haven 
the dead flies between 
the double windows  
 

George Swede – Canada  
 

 
 
between tank tracks 
bones 
and a spring flower  
 

Michael Moule – Sweden  
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I am Charlie 
the flag and my heart 
at half-mast  
 

Minh-Triêt Pham – France  
 

 
 

the pictures 
on my lids 
– minute of silence  
 

Helga Stania – Switzerland  
 

 
 

twilight 
unable to see 
what comes next  
 

David J Kelly – Ireland  
 

 
 

quake-destroyed shrine 
a raven on the stone Tara 
questioning the dusk  
 

Sonam Chhoki – Bhutan  
 

 
 
his faith 
in the earth 
… ant expert  
 

Peter Newton – USA  
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broken bottles 
by the church yard fence … 
the blue hour  
 

Mark E. Brager – USA  
 

 
 

waiting for death I miss the bus  
 

Bob Lucky – Saudi Arabia  
 

 
 
furrowed cloud 
the Manly ferry ploughs 
Sydney harbour  
 

Gavin Austin – Australia  
 

 
 

Vegas 
the cab driver's eyes 
don't light up  
 

Peter Newton – USA  
 

 
 
debate night 
one dog barks 
then another  
 

Bill Cooper – USA  
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prickly pear 
the pointed rise 
of Hesperus  
 

Matthew Caretti – USA  
 

 
 

saguaro  
the embrace 
of a past lover  
 

Mike Schoenburg – USA  
 

 
differential equations after the breakup  
 

Deborah P Kolodji – USA  
 

 
lane swimming at the deep end an abacus  

Maeve O'Sullivan – Ireland  
 

 
 
suburbia 
the slow night swagger 
of skunks  

Marianne Paul – Canada  
 

 
 

spring snow –  
still more layers 
to the onion I peel  
 

Ana Drobot – Romania  
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snow melt ...  
Gran sips ice cream  
in her heated bed  
 

David He – China  
 

 
 

growlers 
jamming the river's mouth … 
spring break-up  
 

Louisa Howerow – Canada  
 

 
 

blinking it  
back into focus … 
plum blossom moon  
 

Julie Warther – USA  
 

 
 

almond blossoms – 
from petal to petal 
silk moon  
 

Steliana Cristina Voicu – Romania  
 

 
 
blossom moon ...  
a silver-haired couple 
renew their vows  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet – USA  
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windows down 
... petals 
streamed live  
 

Helen Buckingham – UK  
 

 
 

bright green leaf 
unfurling 
a new season  
 

Michael Moule – Sweden  
 

 
 

spring enough 
the streak of green 
in a young girl's hair  
 

Rick Tarquinio – USA  
 

 
 

poet's moon 
in the sway of its brilliance  
a sprouting seed  
 

Madhuri Pillai – Australia  
 

 
 
booking a massage …  
rain-soft earth around 
the seedling’s roots  
 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  
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skeins of mist … 
I wind a memory 
from mother’s hands  
 

Claire Everett – UK  
 

 
 

walking in the mist 
a giant oak appears 
on the mountain path  
 

Simon Hanson – Australia  
 

 
 

mountain train – 
climbing through mist 
mynah calls  
 

Ramesh Anand – India  
 

 
 

returning swallows 
the rhythm 
of a healthy planet  
 

Don Miller – USA  
 

 
 
helping out 
around the house 
spring breeze  
 

Elmedin Kadric – Sweden  
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tomb sweeping day ...  
a red sun sinking 
into dust  
 

Kyle Sullivan – Taiwan  
 

 
 

long after … 
our dust balls  
under the bed  
 

George Swede – Canada  
 

 
 

morning sunlight  
slipping through the louver 
a wren's song  
 

Theresa A. Cancro – USA  
 

 
 

morning clouds 
everywhere i turn 
the bush warbler's song  
 

Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian – Nigeria  
 

 
 
a piece of sky 
flutters down – blue jay 
in the pine  
 

Blaise Laramee – USA  
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scattered showers 
the birth and death 
of rainbows  
 

David J Kelly – Ireland  
 

 
 

a bunch of crayons – 
each child with a different 
smile  
 

Sanjuktaa Asopa – India  
 

 
 
the noon bell 
mother osprey brings 
a fish to the nest  
 

Nola Obee – Canada  
 

 
 

gentle rain a ripple runs along the foal's flank  
 

André Surridge – New Zealand  
 

 
 
running from rain 
its first tap 
on my shoulder  
 

Adjei Agyei-Baah – Ghana  
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flash floods – 
all over the streets 
white swans  
 

Ana Drobot – Romania  
 

 
 

breaching  
the centuries-old fortress wall 
Bressingham Pink  
 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  
 

 
 

half-closed tulip – 
the beautiful words 
dangerous to say  
 

Nicholas Klacsanzky – Ukraine  
 

 
 

string of jasmine ...  
the day unfolds  
petal by petal  
 

Vandana Parashar – India  
 

 
 
a cuckoo sings 
the darkness of leaves 
before dawn  
 

Kala Ramesh – India  
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rain squall  
I follow the man  
with the FBI T-shirt  
 

Owen Bullock – Australia  
 

 
 

West Country cemetery 
            a Hardy rain 
            erasing names  
 

Tom Dawe – Canada  
 

 
 
time enough for lichen to fill the letters  
 

Alan S. Bridges – USA  
 

 
 

the certainty of south 
lichen 
on the she-oak  
 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  
 

 
 
cloudy morning 
the occasional blue 
of jacarandas  
 

Jayashree Maniyil – Australia  
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rain ends – 
the hieroglyphs 
of worms  
 

Ann K. Schwader – USA  
 

 
as heaven reinforces itself     cornflowers  
 

Helga Stania – Switzerland  
 

 
along a backroad 
the colourful company 
of wildflowers  
 

Janet Howie – Australia  
 

 
 

wildflower reverie ...  
the silence 
I thought I wanted  
 

Angela Terry – USA  
 

 
inadvertently compos(t)ing a lily  
 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  
 

 
without bishops 
the hollyhocks 
upright enough  
 

Dan Schwerin – USA  
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the ant rests 
on an acorn cap – 
a faint thought  
 

Nicholas Klacsanzky – Ukraine  
 

 
 

peace vigil 
the ladybug 
between her brows  
 

Andrew Shattuck McBride – USA  
 

 
 
   drifting off 
in my cocoon 
… crickets  
 

William Scott Galasso – USA  
 

 
 

cattails tossing and tossing a night of insomnia  
 

Jo Balistreri – USA  
 

 
 
World Blood Donor Day – 
even more 
mosquitoes  
 

Minh-Triêt Pham – France  
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from the cattails into morning  
                  mallards spread the news  
 

Ferris Gilli – USA  
 

 
 

depression in the grass the weight of me  
 

Julie Warther – USA  
 

 
 
midday heat  
the weight 
of stillness  
 

Rachel Sutcliffe – UK  
 

 
 

    a double helix 
encoding sibilance 
    snakes in love  
 

Scott Mason – USA  
 

 
 
a question 
only the sky would answer 
milkweed pod  
 

Brent Goodman – USA  
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channel country  
a sash of sky  
divides a wheat field  
 

Marietta McGregor – Australia  
 

 
 

solar eclipse 
suddenly 
surrounded by strangers  
 

Ken Olson – USA  
 

 
 
darkness at its deepest pitch cicadas hold the note  
 

Kala Ramesh – India  
 

 
 

cicada heat 
a stranger yawns 
loud and long  
 

Robert Witmer – Japan  
 

 
 
sultry afternoon 
cicada songs 
arrive in waves  
 

Noel Bewley – USA  
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sunset – 
a half of the sky 
caramelised  
 

Maria Tomczak – Poland  
 

 
 

cradling an afterthought blood moon  
 

Shloka Shankar – India  
 

 
 
gooseberry moon 
lighting the bush 
he was born under  
 

J. Zimmerman – USA  
 

 
 

love story 
the weathered wood 
of an old boat  
 

Jill Lange – USA  
 

 
 
the wedding  
the boat rocking 
dark water  
 

LeRoy Gorman – Canada  
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wedding rituals 
a young widow peeps 
through the door crack  
 

Yesha Shah – India  
 

 
 

seagull’s flight 
if only I had 
if only I could  
 

Perry L. Powell – USA  
 

 
 
screeching gulls 
the cliff diver rises 
to his toes  
 

Joe McKeon – USA  
 

 
 

her question 
when the grebe dives 
I hold my breath  
 

Ernest Wit – Poland  
 

 
 
hanging on 
her every word – the white curl 
                                  of a wave  
 

Ben Moeller-Gaa – USA  
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beach walk ...  
the waves breaking 
our silence  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy – UK  
 

 
 

empty crab trap 
my tongue feels 
the missing tooth  
 

Meik Blöttenberger – USA  
 

 
 
salt panning – 
the sea waves leave behind 
a bit of themselves  
 

Gautam Nadkarni – India  
 

 
 

a new year –  
abandoned board shorts 
among the driftwood  
 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  
 

 
 
rolling surf 
the white line between 
twilight and undertow  
 

Thomas Chockley – USA  
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first week of term — 
crab sand-balls  
pattern the beach  
 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  
 

 
 

the golf ball rolls 
to the lip of the cup 
day moon  
 

Garry Eaton – Canada  
 

 
 
fifth inning 
finches 
flying home  

Jeff Hoagland – USA  
 

 
 

still no rain – 
clouds of dust 
from the lawnmower  
 

Elaine Riddell – New Zealand  
 

 
 
choking dust 
a water tanker 
hung with rainbows  
 

Kent Robinson – Australia  
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boomerang … 
the arc-flung tail 
of a fleeing wallaby  
 

Quendryth Young – Australia  
 

 
 

tomatoes line the sill 
another batch  
of pico de gallo  
 

John S Green – USA  
 

 
 

near a whetstone 
red sumac 
exhales  
 

Patrick Sweeney – Japan  
 

 
 

end of drought 
the spice 
of birdsong  
 

Alanna C. Burke – USA  
 

 
 
shiny flies … 
the python’s scales 
quivering  
 

Quendryth Young – Australia  
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lightning 
the snail glides 
towards the night  
 

Jade Pisani – Australia  
 

 
 

forest path – 
a firefly leads me 
home  
 

Kevin Valentine – USA  
 

 
 

a black snake 
slips under the gate 
shortening days  
 

Jo McInerney – Australia  
 

 
 

remaining heat  
belly to belly 
crows climb the sky  

 
G.R. LeBlanc – Canada  

 
 
 
breast biopsy ...  
out of a clear sky 
the cry of a crow  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet – USA  
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cloudburst 
another node shows up 
in the scan  
 

Geethanjali Rajan – India  
 

 
 

starless night 
raindrops glisten 
from the windowpane  
 

Stephen Amor – USA  
 

 
 
cabin fever 
kudzu climbing 
the pines  
 

Marilyn Appl Walker – USA  
 

 
 

sunset starlings the arms of Siva  
 

Claire Everett – UK  
 

 
 
mother-of-pearl 
a little bit of twilight 
in night  
 

Rajandeep Garg – India  
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another sunset 
more rust seeps 
from the strata  
 

John Rowlands – Wales  
 

 
 

mirror reflection – 
a sense of who i was 
and what i am  
 

Arvinder Kaur – India  
 

 
 
last expressions of twilight the cameo on black  
 

Rajandeep Garg – India  
 

 
 

moon-shadow … 
facing the silhouette 
of what comes next  
 

Hazel Hall – Australia  
 

 
 
insomnia – 
switching on 
the shadows  
 

Bouwe Brouwer – The Netherlands  
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the lights 
of a squid boat ...  
starry night  
 

Chen-ou Liu – Canada  
 

 
 

soul searching 
a starry night 
over a dark sea  
 

Simon Hanson – Australia  
 

 
 

cloudy night 
the stars 
sneak past  
 

Christina Sng – Singapore  
 

 
 

after elections … 
buying hyacinth 
bulbs  
 

Diana Teneva – Bulgaria  
 

 
 
field mouse … 
a stalk of wheat 
becomes a feast  
 

Mary Kendall – USA  
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bending 
to the late sun 
a wheat reaper  
 

Paul Chambers – Wales  
 

 
 

a feel of wheels … 
the train passing paddocks 
of rolled hay  
 

Jan Dobb – Australia  
 

 
 
between your autumn 
and mine 
another cricket song  
 

Eva Limbach – Germany  
 

 
 

moon on the ocean 
a tear 
in a mother's eye  
 

Robert Witmer – Japan  
 

 
 
a stone's throw shimmering moon  
 

Joseph Salvatore Aversano – Turkey  
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moon gazing 
passing storm clouds 
deepen the pond  
 

Michael Smeer – The Netherlands  
 

 
 

harvest moon 
tasting the light 
in my bowl  
 

Matthew Caretti – USA  
 

 
 

what I have done 
what I have failed to do 
harvest moon  
 

Johnny Baranski – USA  
 

 
 

gibbous moon 
the last jigsaw puzzle piece 
added to the picture  
 

Olivier Schopfer – Switzerland  
 

 
 
waning moon … 
another day slips by 
unnoticed  
 

Nika – Canada  
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in the month of no gods even the moon goes missing 
 

Beverly Acuff Momoi – USA  
 

 
 
night fog 
every streetlight 
a full moon  
 

Skaidrite Stelzer – USA  
 

 
 

city streets 
pushing through the fog 
a violin's wail  
 

Gautam Nadkarni – India  
 

 
 
first frost 
forgetting 
the rosemary  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn – USA  
 

 
 

traveling north 
the gingko leaves 
turning crimson  
 

Bruce H. Feingold – USA  
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autumn leaves 
I turn slowly 
from page to page  
 

Jay Friedenberg – USA  
 

 
 

autumn winds 
dusk shifts a few stars 
back home  
 

Lovette Carter – USA  
 

 
 

the exterminator  
hands me his business card … 
hunter's moon  
 

John McManus – UK  
 

 
 

a dreamer 
she died in her sleep 
falling leaves  
 

Ernest Wit – Poland  
 

 
 
his casket 
the cold clutch  
of eternity  
 

Gavin Austin – Australia  
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empty wheelchair  
the howls of grief  
from my mother's dog  
 

Tracy Davidson – UK  
 

 
 

leaves fly 
with the days 
into dark corners  
 

John Rowlands – Wales  
 

 
 
leaf by leaf autumn's undoing  
 

Alan S. Bridges – USA  
 

 
 

All Souls rain 
I spend my extra hour 
with the dead  
 

Tina Crenshaw – USA  
 

 
 
World Kindness Day – 
she offers me a show 
at the Bataclan  
 

Christiane Ranieri – France  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

63 
 

 
raking leaves 
the collective wisdom 
of ghosts  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes – USA  
 

 
 

in the rearview mirror 
the blurred face 
of autumn  
 

Zoran Doderovic – Serbia  
 

 
 

COP21 – 
under high security 
autumn wind  
 

Christiane Ranieri – France  
 

 
 

a guard ...  
she chooses the biggest 
bone  
 

Gergana Yaninska – Bulgaria  
 

 
 
the gloaming 
a bare silver birch 
shimmers  
 

Katrina Shepherd – Scotland  
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from behind 
a sepia cloud 
old moon  
 

Helen Buckingham – UK  
 

 
 

morning commute 
the horizon bright 
with headlights  
 

Dave Read – Canada  
 

 
 

potluck 
five recipes 
for baked beans  
 

S.M. Kozubek – USA  
 

 
 

winter migration 
resisting the urge 
to fly home  
 

Michael Henry Lee – USA  
 

 
 
balcony sunset 
the last chirp  
lost in the sky  
 

Safiyyah Patel – UK  
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that birdhouse gourd  
turned wasp nest & now 
winter – you get in  
 

John Martone – United States  
 

 
 

Santa's Village 
a daunting series of 
security checkpoints  
 

Michael Henry Lee – USA  
 

 
 
each time the waiting room doors open advent  
 

Dan Schwerin – USA  
 

 
 

one distant bleat 
     a zillion winter stars 
        inch nearer  
 

Jan Dobb – Australia  
 

 
 
winter wind – 
searching for the sweater 
with the smallest holes  
 

Ruth Holzer – USA  
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grazing horses 
the one without a blanket 
stands alone  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
 

 
 

winter fog 
on the horizon the blue 
horses of Earth  
 

Mike Andrelczyk – USA  
 

 
 

winter solstice 
the washer's spin cycle 
ends with a thunk  
 

Brad Bennett – USA  
 

 
 

at the church door 
she curls around her dog 
silent night  
 

Sharon Rhutasel-Jones – USA  
 

 
 
lighting the trees 
around our cabin 
nothing but stars  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall – USA  
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midnight carolers 
the off-key harmony 
of an owl duet  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall – USA  
 

 
 

Martin Luther King Day 
an egret wades deep 
into the shallows  
 

Carolyn Hall – USA  
 

 
 

winter rain 
the warmth 
of a tear  
 

Rick Tarquinio – USA  
 

 
 

again the owl ...  
distance 
questioning  
 

Tom Dawe – Canada  
 

 
 
dark winter night 
does the owl hear 
my answer  
 

Sandi Pray – USA  
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moon shadows 
the owl 
slips between  
 

Dan Curtis – Canada  
 

 
 

still no snow – 
the white 
of the moon  
 

Rob Scott – Sweden  
 

 
snow 
    * 
* 
           * 
         quite  
 

Diarmuid Fitzgerald – Ireland  
 

 
 

leaving the valley 
on the backs of coal cars 
new fallen snow  
 

Rick Tarquinio – USA  
 

 
never been an angel  
I step barefoot 
into fresh fallen snow  
 

Chase Gagnon – USA  
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quickening 
on the earthly plains 
snow angel  
 

Devin Harrison – Canada  
 

 
 

           s 
    ing  
ing 
   our 
      way  
        thru  
    s 
now  
 

Peter Newton – USA  
 

 
 
snow trail ...  
our conversation 
in arioso  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy – UK  
 

 
 

ice-crusted snow 
the crunch … crunch 
of mocha toffee  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
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ice-veiled 
the waterfall’s secret 
sotto voce  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall – USA  
 

 
 

first dream 
barefoot in the hanging valleys 
of glaciation  
 

Patrick Sweeney – Japan  
 

 
 
deep in the fjord I no longer  
 

Sandra Simpson – New Zealand  
 

 
 

icebergs 
9/10 of me 
reptilian  
 

George Swede – Canada  
 

 
 
deep winter 
the light 
at the curtain edge  
 

Paul Chambers – Wales  
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aurora 
one toe touching 
gravity  
 

Brent Goodman – USA  
 

 
 

alpenglow 
the parking lot's 
one free space  
 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
 

 
 

heavy snow 
I shovel the morning 
out of my day  
 

Dave Read – Canada  
 

 
 

threemonthsnow 
down to the third layer 
in the freezer  
 

Lew Watts – USA  
 

 
 
another friend gone ...  
the overlapping blues 
of snow shadows  
 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

72 
 

 
another winter – 
mother's book mark 
on the same page  
 

Kumarendra Mallick – India  
 

 
 

all the yarn 
done up into balls 
wolf moon  
 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
 

 
 

old snow 
the soy sauce stain 
that stays  
 

Beverly Acuff Momoi – USA  
 

 
 

his opinion 
different than mine ...  
snow that doesn't stay  
 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
 

 
 
filling the hour 
between news of war 
snowflakes  
 

Chen-ou Liu – Canada  
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Caravaggio’s head 
in his David’s hands 
the Goliath within  
 

John Sullivan – USA  
 

 
 

another theory 
another crow 
Shakespeare garden  
 

Scott Mason – USA  
 

 
 

black ice 
taking the ghosts home 
with me  
 

Marianne Paul – Canada  
 

 
 

thin ice 
the moon 
cracks under my feet  
 

Cherese R. Cobb – USA  
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Paresh Tiwari – 26 
Padma Thampatty – 23 
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Chrysalis 
 
Donna Buck – USA  
 
 
After he tells me it's over, I go underground; settle in for the long haul. I take my lesson from my 
Labrador.  
 
Rozzie went her own way. Found her favorite place in the garden, burrowed herself in molten 
leaves under a shaded shrub. There in that damp place she rested, quiet. Gentled herself, 
bothering no one. She never made a sound until near the end. And then the low hum: her 
conquering spirit letting go.  
 
amid 
bare sycamores  
the whistling call 
of a chickadee— 
longing for mother  
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The LIE: Reprise on an American Dream 
 
Matthew Caretti – USA 
 
 
Ferlinghetti said it all in his “Queens Cemetery, Setting Sun.” Well . . . most of it. So City Lights 
added Ginsberg’s Moloch, the beast responsible for the mighty howl. These days in Queens, 
smokestacks overshadow the same marble fingertips of guardian angels. Blackening with soot 
each date and name.  
 
passing lane 
a Ferrari idles 
in traffic 
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the hills have—  
 
Steven Carter – USA 
 
 
A friend tells you: “While you’re there, you should visit the town next door where I grew up . . .”  
 
So dear—  
 
So you go. Why do you go?  
 
. . . Well, the countryside is beautiful—the hills (which resemble “yours,” down to the live-oaks 
and a small cliff (no white horse however!)  
 
Predictably, this pleases you. —Or does it?  
 
This is where your friend went hiking during childhood, as you did the hills of Alto more or less 
at the same time, the early fifties.  
 
Feelings of jealousy don’t show up, even though you thought they might.  
 
And yet—  
 
Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us—  
 
We do?  
 
. . . Anyway, as you gaze at these hills, foreign but also familiar, you are seized by the usual 
mixed emotions, including a wicked irrational urge to obliterate your friend’s memories of this 
place.  
 
The urge passes to be replaced by guilt. But how to expiate it, as if guilt were not a proxy for 
expiation!  
 
. . . It’s a dog in the manger thing—you don’t really covet the live-oaks and golden curves of hill 
and dale shimmering a little bit in your gaze (it’s a hot day). And yet—  
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You’d rather think of what’s gazing at you ( “The hills have I’s” ) as pristine, cleansed of 
memory—all memory, Native Americans included; as if you’d plopped down on another planet.  
 
Again, guilt—and, of all people, Nietzsche: The man who despises himself nevertheless esteems 
himself as a self-despiser.  
 
What were your friend’s feelings when he tramped this country as a boy?  
 
Suppose you could distill two sets of emotions: a) ones mimicking yours, or the ones that yours 
mimic, from b) the different set of emotions unique to your friend’s private world.  
 
In the end, which “set” would you truly covet?  
 
You can’t have both, warns your conscience, if that’s what it is.  
 
Clearly things have gotten a bit complicated.  
 
. . . Yes, the similar emotions are redundant; but what of the others? Are they private to the 
stranger disguised with your face in the mirror? Does the “stranger” bear a startling resemblance 
to your friend?  
 
Is that why you hesitated to come here and why you decided to come?  
 
And . . . Is this why you feel a sudden chill, now, as the sun makes its long, boring arc of 
lamentation down the sky, and you drive on beyond the town, keeping your gaze straight ahead: 
out of the rear-view mirror?  
 
No man is an island.  
 
Blonde on  
            Blonde 
                        On blonde— 
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Paper-cut Hope 
 
Sonam Chhoki – Bhutan 
 
 
Year of the Monkey. Dema will be seventy-two. She is both excited and filled with trepidation. 
What will it bring for her and her first-born grandson? At the Sunday market, the local 
astrologer’s stall brims with new calendars, healing herbs and amulets. She buys paper-cut 
monkeys in red, blue, white and green. ‘I got the birth sign of your son in the colours of the four 
elements. Put these by his cot and the windows of your house,’ she says, holding out the package 
to her son, Penjo.  
 
He smiles politely. His wife, Sacha rolls her eyes. Their mod con flat is in a block of newly built 
apartments. The perspex windows are clean-edged without any ornamentation.  
 
‘I put your birth year amulets by your pillow and around our house and look how you’ve been 
blessed!’ Dema says. As she leaves, she strokes her grandson’s head and murmurs, ‘I brought 
you blessings for the new year, little one.’  
 
Penjo shoves the paper-cut monkeys into a box in the guest room.  
 
winter bloom 
in the bare Acer— 
silhouette of sparrows  
 
 
 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

83 
 

 
My Spiritual Director 
 
Kyle D. Craig – USA  
 
 
I can still see us standing there, me around the age of five and him nearing final retirement, 
inside the Church of Christ bathroom stall. I wonder what it must have sounded like to someone 
standing outside? To hear the lesson about the area between the water and the rim, how it lessens 
the sound when the stream doesn’t fall straight in, to hear a grandfather passing down to his only 
grandson the logistics of a well-aimed piss.  
 
birthday anniversary  
placing a Skoal can 
atop his tombstone  
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Whiteout 
 
Claire Everett – UK  
 
 
Our walking year always began with snowdrops set like a trail of tea-lights in the mossy 
darkness to mark the time of the first splashes of ewe’s milk in the pail.  
 
Then came the carpets of wood anemones, "smell fox!" he’d whisper, reminding me of their 
country name and the faint musk of the leaves, though I was fond of wind-flower, imagining 
them to be sown by Eurynome herself, who must have taken pleasure in watching them bloom 
the self-same colour of the heel that had tamped down the earth after the planting.  
 
Before long the blackthorn would be in blossom even as its stems were bare. The nightingale 
might favour it for its nest and lucky is she who has watched the petals drifting through the 
sweetest song, but there are those who have known its strife, and borne the brunt of its staff, for 
the Mother of the glade is also the Crone.  
 
Wild garlic! A chink in the larder, then lo and behold the culverts would explode with it and the 
slightest breeze, like the best sous-chef, would stir it into soft globs of buttery sunshine. 
Ravenous, we’d be glad then of the little picnic we’d made.  
 
And with May came the hawthorn, fit for a queen, but woe betide the one who brings the crown 
into her home, for like as not Death will soon darken her doorstep.  
 
On and on, yards of lacy cow parsley took me back to the doilied quiet of Grandma’s sitting 
room. Then the scent of Sweet Cicely would put me in mind of my one-time favourite: a quarter 
of sherbet with a liquorice stick ‘dab’. Of course, both were quite similar to hemlock and the 
forager must know the difference.  
 
Ox-eyed daisies led us into the height of summer, watchful as ever whenever we passed by, for it 
is they who are guardians of the infants who never lived to see those fragrant lanes. And so we 
wandered the byways of the year until only the yarrow remained; brewed it would stave off 
melancholy, he said, and as a pillow it could conjure dreams of a future beloved.  
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But on days like this it is the little apple tree I remember best, and how he drew down the bough 
so that I could see how it was host for the mistletoe with its white, waxy berries that are 
poisonous to everything but the birds.  
 
 
scent of snow 
unable to recall 
my father’s voice 
 
 
 
*Haiku previously published in The Heron’s Nest, 14:3, September 2012  
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

86 
 

 

 
Calvary — a meditation vision 
 
Autumn N. Hall – USA  
 
 
as for the Lord 
you must take him down 
from that Cross 
wrap him in a shroud 
of your silver hair 
 
All the way up that hill, I hear her words echoing, that Old Spider Woman in the cave. Half of 
me thinks she’s crazy, Grandmother Spider; the other half knows I am . . . then again, I can’t 
really think, it’s so damn HOT—flames-of-eternal-wrath hot. I’ve no idea how on earth I’m 
going to carry Him . . .  
 
telling Him off 
“you got yourself up there...”  
shocking 
the boldness 
of my Truth 
 
I can feel him in my arms now, all dust and sweat and blood. Yet underneath, strength enough to 
carry that crucifix—and the sins of the world besides. Here at last, a Perceval, the time for 
questions—necessary and unnecessary—long run out. No matter though—a woman need never 
ask who the Grail is.  
 
all my life, my loves 
all Wounded Kings 
in pain 
my own animus cries out 
for the Spear 
 
The cave is cool, more tomb than womb. Though to say so borders on heretical—each giving 
birth to life as they do. Grandmother Spider, who waited and still waits, with endless patience, 
weaves, weaves the silver strands she plucks from my bowed head. She is humming a tune which 
sounds a little like . . . alleluia.   



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

87 
 

 
 
no hairshirt, this shroud 
atonement ends here 
in Love 
as it was in the beginning 
is now and ever shall be 
 
 
 
Note: Among the Southwest Puebloans and other Native American tribes, Spider Grandmother 
(Sussistanako or Tse-che-nako) is the Creator Goddess who wove the world into being.  
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In the lowlands  
 
Jonathan McKeown – Australia  
 
 
Then Cain went away from the presence of Yahweh, and settled in the land of Nod (that is 
Wandering), east of Eden.  

Genesis 4: 16 
 
Tonight the reverie follows that soaring sound again, through labyrinthine alleys, carless 
corridors of a dreaming city. No mortal breath may release the timbre of the heart’s reed. Where 
it comes from? Drunk – or bizarre – enough for wondering: a piper’s haunting call searching . . . 
Too vivid: my own footsteps scuffing the street, my own boots on my own swinging feet, the 
cold fingers of wind drawn to my blood-warmed skin, the thumbed serrations of the key in my 
pocket. Seeming – close – swept away. Suddenly I come upon him, standing in a shadowed 
alcove – penumbra of an unremembered dream, the solitary, vigilant, tartan-kilted piper, gazing 
beyond me, letting out that proud, mournful, bracing sound into the soul of a sleeping city.  
 
single malt 
the circle cast 
by firelight 
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Ariadne  
 
Jonathan McKeown – Australia 
 
 
God called the dry land Earth, and the waters that were gathered together he called Seas. And 
God saw that it was good.  

Genesis 1: 10  
 
“...amor fati: that one wants nothing to be other than it is, not in the future, not in the past, not in 
all eternity.”  

Nietzsche, Ecce Homo  
 
I saw him for the first time through her eyes, reliving holiday impressions, holding them up like 
negatives to a thin-curtained window of light. She came to mind, and without really meaning to I 
followed the trace of her through convoluted passage ways, taken back to a moment when, as if 
moved by an overwhelming affection, she got up from the rock where she’d been watching, 
came close from behind, looping her arms about his waist, she placed her chin on his shoulder 
and for a moment they looked out together toward the same horizon. Something in that. . . 
seemed beautiful. Something. . . like a mother whispering into the dreams of her sleeping child… 
 
“The love I feel for you this moment I cannot withhold. . . it belongs to you as much as me.”  
 
cloud drift 
the rubble-footed prow 
the land shows the sea 
 
What she loves: when I saw it, it also seemed beautiful to me: the fisherman in his element, the 
heavy bodied ocean heaving, rising, lunging at the podium. If the force of its battery moved that 
rock it was imperceptible to me – or the fisherman standing on it, relaxed, attuned, patient in 
expectancy, with the relentless sea snorting and fuming at his feet. How unperturbed he seemed, 
how sure at the elemental limit of its reach, with rod and reel, and the fine neural line between: 
his barbed hook feeling for some sudden promise in the deep, yielding flesh; a barnacle on the 
rocky carapace – segmented with veins and blades of tempered iron, pocked with perfectly 
transparent pools.  
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Although it is not completely true to say – the blazing sun goes down for the day – at the 
interface all elements behave the way they do.  
 
headland 
a distant sail on the brink 
of an other world 
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Samsara  
 
Rochelle Potkar – India 
 
 
Victor D’Costa would have chosen priesthood. But that would open another door. He would 
have to pray night and day, and conduct sermons. So he just tells everybody, he isn’t cut out for 
responsibility.  
 
He becomes godfather at christenings and a Man Friday during Christmas and New Year in 
exchange for sumptuous meals.  
 
His mother dies of heartache. She doesn’t have a daughter-in-law to gossip to or about. No one 
to taunt, complain, or accompany to the Sunday bazaar.  
 
genocide – 
I flip TV channels to 
blackfish eating salmon roe 
 
When Walter D’cruz married, he didn’t know who he was. His mother asked him to, and girls 
were willing. He had a government job, and there was nothing wrong with Teresa. They had 
children: Beth and Asha. But Walter couldn’t feel his fatherhood or husband-hood.  
 
As Beth and Asha grew, all he felt was his singlehood.  
 
His family thinks of him to be a patient man. Some call him a dreamy fool.  
 
marine birds 
wing over waves 
nature’s optical illusion - 
 
Walter and Victor both wake up with bottles of country liquor. They watch clouds sheep by over 
their verandahs, one floor above the other. They both observe the sun’s rise and fall as they dole 
off their slumber.  
 
But the building society cites Victor not Walter, when they speak of useless men. At dusk, they 
both wind their way to a dingy den of cheap alcohol called ‘Watering Hole.’  
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The other men in St. Joseph’s Colony have used their sperm efficiently, like Walter. They go to 
work by trains to faraway cities, toil in offices and factories, and come back home like ravaged 
dogs, broken and torn. By night, their flickering dreams are always of their children in college, 
daughters married, sons as doctors, engineers, and sahebs. They donate heavily to church 
collection boxes.  
 
But every once in a while, on their hurried trips up and down, they stop to watch Victor and 
Walter’s shadows hanging on the weary curtain of ‘Watering Hole’.  
 
These shadows never fade, nor do they hurry to go away.  
 
spiritual retreat - 
melting the gods 
for their gold 
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Body Language 
 
Holli Rainwater – USA  
 
 
She has not yet found her voice, this two year old who is more taken with twirling and fluttering 
than with getting her point across.  
 
her hands 
speaking 
small butterflies 
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EBB 
 
Brijesh Raj – India 
 
 
My picnic reverie is broken by the news. Not that the faux street food and too loud Bollywood 
music fascinates me, but the mien of the South Bombay elite is interesting to say the least.  
 
The music follows as whisper, into the home I visit next door. In the old retainer’s bedroom, it is 
shut out altogether.  
 
The man had raised the lady of the house. Protected her from her schizophrenic mother’s violent 
rages. Later accompanied her as ‘dowry’ to be cook, housekeeper and daytime pet foster. Our 
lives had overlapped in this space. Me, the Labrador’s veterinarian, him quietly mindful of my 
ministrations.  
 
‘Zizou has barely left his side, since he has been pronounced terminally ill with inoperable 
cancer. He leaves for his village tomorrow, to be with family. I have identified three good 
hospitals nearby, in case of emergency. Please do not discuss his malady with him. He will get 
depressed,’ my client says looking stricken.  
 
I try to smile and greet the old man nonchalantly. The once jovial, weathered face, now gaunt 
and ashen, grimaces in reply. He looks away, toward the window, ostensibly lost in thought. And 
waits. I pat his shoulder, wish him a speedy recovery and turn away.  
 
“He knows”, I tell my client at the door and leave. The music comes crashing back but it does 
not hurt my ears anymore.  
 
waterfall in summer 
the rock-face overrun 
by tiny red crabs 
 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

95 
 

 
Embers  
 
Yesha Shah – India 
 
 
Each morning, tooting its bulb horn, my school auto-rickshaw trundled down the lane. With 
registration number 786, the auto belonged to Abdul chacha, our rickshaw-wala. We called him 
a gentle giant, for he towered above us at over six feet in height, had a hefty build and sported a 
long beard. Clad in buff or pale grey pathani suits and a white netted skull cap, he smiled a lot 
but seldom spoke.  
 
We were a dozen squabbling kids from grades one to seven who took turns to sit on the driver’s 
seat, either side of him. Since this was flouting of the traffic rules, he would take a short detour if 
a traffic policeman was spotted at the crossroads. Lollipop candies every Saturday, sweets on Eid 
and ice creams on the last working day before the term break; Abdul chacha loved to treat us.  
 
One winter night the wrath of communal fires incinerated the city. Life came to a curfewed 
standstill for a month. All the parents unanimously decided that the services of Abdul chacha 
should be terminated. Sometimes we saw him with his trademark smile waiting at the local 
rickshaw stand.  
 
white school dress 
a rainbow of  
pouch popsicles  
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Walking the Path 
 
Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
 
 
We walk the path on a breezy autumn day. It is peak season. The sky, an energetic blue, 
decorated with pillow clouds. Colors vibrant and many: umber, russet, orange, burgundy, lemon 
yellow, tawny gold and colors for which I have no name.  
 
one step at a time 
our shadows merge 
into one 
 
Leaves loosen their hold on trees and zip across the path, some grazing us as with a dry brush. 
Passing a copse of spruce the wind gives voice.  
 
see Naples and die 
the meaning arrives 
with a rush of sound  
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Lifeboats 
 
Paresh Tiwari - India  
 
 
The doctor in his usual birds-in-flight scrawl prescribes a heavy dosage of dreams.  
 
'It will not be easy at first,' he cautions. 'It may take a while to get used to their flavour. Mine are 
insipid like broccoli. It's an acquired taste frankly, but now I have begun to like them.' He adds 
helpfully. 'You may also want to invest in a good blanket, preferably woven from the scent of 
your first love and a pillow stuffed with memories; the older the better.'  
 
He also suggests an affair or two, to be swallowed with a warm glass of recklessness every night.  
 
'It's not available over the counter, but you can find it easily enough if you know where to look.' 
He says with a twinkle in his old brown eyes.  
 
autumn leaves . . .  
every now and then 
I step into a scrunch 
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Deja-Vu in the shade 
 
Eiko Yachimoto – Japan 
 
 
At home on the tatami mats, I am listening to the incessant cries of cicada. Travel broadened my 
mind but I doubt if Germany ever recognized my presence there. At least I can write a haibun. . .  
 

* * * * * 
 
An old gentleman I met for the first time picked us up in front of the hotel and we drove to his 
home. After charming dinner with Franken wine, his wife walked us through the neighborhood 
dachas up to one of those rock gates of Rothenburg. In the darkness that finally wrapped the 
quietness, we parted. My daughter led me through narrow cobblestone streets, taking turns quite 
a few times. We must have been witnessed disappearing into Tilman Riemenshneider, the hotel 
in the central district.  
 
the thirteenth moon— 
going back to their house 
a woman and her cat 
 
Forty years worked its trick. My old school friend has become a part of Rothenburg.  
 

* * * * * 
 
“People had to pay tax money to both church and their lord. Their bishop being their prince also, 
they paid the double amount to the same man”, said our guide yesterday in His residence in 
Wurzburg. We saw the gorgeous mirrors and luxurious interior decoration room after room. The 
next morning we attacked a steep hill on the other side of the Main. "He" needed to hide in 
Fortress in the storm of Farmers’ Protest!  
 
Fortress Marienberg— 
the shortest to downtown 
summer kids in line 
 

* * * * * 
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who dreamed of 
Avant-Garde Capitalism 
deja-vu in the shade 
 
At the top of my daughter’s must list was a visit to “Zollverein UNESCO World Heritage site in 
Essen.” There were some hours before their official tour in English would start. Hence to 
Margaratenhöhe. Nearing the noontime, a farmers’ market was about to close. Summer flowers 
and colorful produce were being carried back to mini-trucks parked in a plaza with a Roman-
style fountain. “What does Edeka mean?” I wondered. These five letters turned out to be the 
name of supermarket chain, but it didn’t look so on the facade of the impressive architecture 
across the plaza from the café we were resting in. All of a sudden a canny sense of freedom 
grabbed me and led me into a nostalgic mesmerization.  
 
evening breeze— 
the little girl in me 
picked white clover 
 
A post-war girl who grew up where someone’s old dream still lingered through summer grass, 
wrote the haiku above several years ago. Later I learned that Margaratenhöhe was the fruit of 
collaboration led by a man with the name Krupp. It involved architects, engineers, landcape 
planners, designers and artists all searching for utopia welfare for Miners in the Ruhr. The 
project was completed just before the World Depression. . . After many an immense social 
turmoil, a special atmosphere reflecting the will to conquer class divisions seems to have 
survived in a subtle way.  
 

* * * * * 
 
cemetery in Bochum— 
a brown rabbit spotted 
with a time lag 
 
In 1967, a younger brother was scheduled to return to his home country after 40 plus years in 
Japan. His engineer brother had planned a trip around Germany for them two and sent the plan to 
Japan. The meticulous plan was destined to be cancelled by the sudden death of the planner 
himself. I wanted to pay a visit to his graveyard on behalf of the younger brother, who survived 
till 1975 and was buried in Tokyo. I could have met him, the old and frail priest, in my student 
days. I, however, did not pay any attention to retired priests on the campus. It is only ten years  
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ago that I started to love reading his books written in his charming Japanese. Well over 3000 
Japanese were said to have been guided one by one by him into Christianity. He never mentioned 
in any little way about this.  
 
Four of us spent nearly one hour looking for his brother’s gravestone. At some point we stopped 
being a group and looked for the name Heuvers individually spreading out into all directions.  
 
We could not find the gravestone. His soul may have greeted, to each of us one by one, bowing 
those long ears. . .  
 

* * * * * 
 
obon-luncheon— 
nieces busy commenting 
on travel photos 
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Beauty Shop  
 
Joan Zimmerman - USA  
 
 
In my British childhood it was "the hairdressers" but when I reached America, it was a club my 
American mother-in-law went to every Thursday, returning with her hair more auburn, her nails 
a glossier red, her eyebrows even thinner. We lived four hundred miles apart so I avoided most 
of the education she attempted to give me. My hair remained straight and straw-beige, my nails 
short and practical, and my eyebrows bushy sun protectors for my blue eyes.  
 
hot air 
over the chill lake 
the castle mirage 
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we walk through the dawn 
to watch hot air balloons  
ascend … 
no way to predict 
where today will take us  
 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  
 

 
 

a long road 
stretches before me … 
should I stay the path 
or follow that butterfly 
into the woods  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet - USA  
 

 
 
an inch of sky 
stitched in the song 
of a goldfinch … 
i skirt the fluid edges 
of a Monet canvas  
 

Paresh Tiwari - India  
 

 
 

such brightness 
beyond this wooded path 
the clarion notes 
of indigo buntings 
singing down the sky  
 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
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after all these years 
not quite the beauty 
she once was 
but tonight again 
I seek her softness  
 

Nika - Canada  
 

 
 

soft candle light  
and a dozen roses  
should I tell him  
our anniversary  
was yesterday  
 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
 

 
 
dawn stirs  
as I lie awake in bed 
sleepless again 
your face in the shadows  
gives me knowing winks  
 

Malcolm Tay - Singapore  
 

 
 

the leaky roof 
bequeaths a raindrop 
on her eyelashes … 
in a cloud’s swollen belly 
the face of our unborn  
 

Paresh Tiwari - India  
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gently tracing 
the cradle’s nameplates 
I imagine the babies 
who slept here before 
… and after me  
 

Sally Biggar - USA  
 

 
 

watching this small child 
I recall my own delight 
in cobblestones … 
all these years a mother 
and I'm no more sure-footed  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
 

 
 
another orchid 
for my eight-year-old 
transgender granddaughter 
learning a lot 
about blossoms  
 

David Rice - USA  
 

 
 

another morning 
turning her dirty laundry 
the right way out 
this adult child who's begun 
to doubt my love  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
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the cat turns away 
from snow's endless flurry – 
my mind too 
sometimes 
a blinding white  
 

Mary Kendall - USA  
 

 
 

superimposed 
on a snowy mountain,  
my unclothed self … 
no pockets to carry 
the answers I want  
 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
 

 
 
will I fly 
or trudge another path?  
weighing 
the pros and cons 
of moving in with you  
 

Hazel Hall - Australia  
 

 
 

after promises fade  
rocks repel  
the crashing waves … 
she tosses his letter 
and shuts the door  
 

S.M. Kozubek - USA  
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peeling off 
the last layer  
of make-up 
she comes face to face 
with herself  
 

Yesha Shah - India  
 

 
 

drawn by the light 
of a silvery moon 
I look to the heavens 
my questions and concerns 
flung to the farthest stars  
 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  
 

 
 
sparks 
from my uncle 
welding 
stars 
that fed a family  
 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
 

 
 

he storms out 
of the cancer center 
into cold air 
the click, click, click 
of a Marlboro lighter  
 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  
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that hour 
with the turning tides 
he slips away 
as if to sea, alone 
into the high, blue air  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  
 

 
 

In a world where life 
seeks life, death does too;  
reading your poems 
I remember how much 
you loved birds 
 
        In memory of Gene Murtha  

Marian Olson - USA  
 

 
fingers 
on a keyboard 
answer the rain – 
outside 
the words run clear  
 

José Angel Araguz - USA  
 

 
 

my penny 
sinks to the bottom 
of a well … 
all the wishes 
I never made  
 

Ken Slaughter - USA  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

110 
 

 
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

111 
 

 
a small boy 
staring out at a world 
he doesn't know – 
snug in his flannel robe,  
shrouded in illness  
 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
 

 
 

clover leaves  
take over the manicured lawn  
a late diagnosis 
for the unchecked growth 
of cells in my body  
 

Padma Thampatty - USA  
 

 
 
thick clover 
if good luck comes it won't be 
from four leaves 
         I have the years to know that,  
         yet…what's the harm in looking?  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
 

 
 

a bulbul lends  
its music to the wind  
I walk  
empty rooms filled  
with my wasted breath  
 

Kala Ramesh - India  
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their deaths 
on the first and last day 
of September … 
a cardinal’s song 
tips the equinox  
 

Mary Davila - USA  
 

 
 

the bleakness 
of dusk speaks to me – 
how can an hour 
be lonelier  
than me?  
 

Mary Kendall - USA  
 

 
 
in the dark of night 
there is no-one  
to share my dreams – 
suddenly a flash 
of inspiration  
 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  
 

 
 

the rope  
suddenly goes slack  
I thought I’d never  
learn to unleash you  
from my dreams  
 

Christine L. Villa - USA  
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the old farm melts 
under a wide summer sky … 
in dreams 
I chase fireflies and frogs 
with the child I left behind  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet - USA  
 

 
 

my daughter 
in the heart of Sydney 
over the phone 
the bellow of cows 
back here at home  
 

Simon Hanson - Australia  
 

 
 
my father, the diviner – 
strange title 
I always thought 
for a man who preferred 
rum over water  
 

Wendy Bourke - Canada  
 

 
 

a child again 
spreading her wings 
my mother 
learns to make 
snow angels  
 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  
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mother’s surgeon 
sits examining a peach  
in the canteen – 
carefully he excises 
a section of blighted flesh  
 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
 

 
 

how much larger 
mother’s disapproval  
confined 
in dim-lit fitting rooms 
where I never measured up  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  
 

 
 
jewellery class ‒ 
twisting outsized beads 
into a garish bangle 
the woman next to me 
asks why I’m childless  
 

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde - Australia  
 

 
 

how to ignore  
what other people  
think about me  
the chatter of magpies 
in broad daylight  
 

Christine L. Villa - USA  
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a cow chews 
the cud of silence – 
this echo  
of my stray thoughts 
in the void around me  
 

Safiyyah Patel - UK  
 

 
 

Valentine's Day 
at the diner … 
with eyes cast down 
the old couple  
sits in silence  
 

S.M. Kozubek - USA  
 

 
 
silent hours 
alone in the dark 
I think 
of all the others 
awake and waiting  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
 

 
 

over cane fields 
the ghost of a pale moon 
keeping watch 
I wait for the next pause 
in your shallow breathing  
 

Jan Foster - Australia  
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autumn’s already 
hurled down the first storm 
shaking 
the crowns of trees,  
belting out its old song  
 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  
 

 
 

surgery that might  
buy her a little more time … 
the autumn oak 
is a harp for frost,  
a cello for the wind  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
 

 
 
a tuning fork 
vibrates in my hand … 
how much 
am I prepared to do 
to ease another’s pain  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
 

 
 

the morning 
of my grandmother’s 
last breath … 
I watch mist rise 
on rooftop shingles  
 

Kyle D. Craig - USA  
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at Grandma's,  
willow pattern plates 
were our favourites 
crossing a bridge 
to our imaginations  
 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  
 

 
 

these old dishes  
crazed with spidery veins –  
the "good china"  
saved for special occasions  
few and far between  
 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
 

 
 
firelight 
flickering on faces 
lost in shadow 
a crack 
in the hearthstone  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 

carving a slice  
of darkness into my soul 
that split second 
Ihadtheurgetopushyou  
down the stairs  
 

Susan Burch - USA  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

118 
 

 
sorry 
comes wrapped in cellophane 
with roses – 
not one of the neighbours  
believes she slipped on pavers  
 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
 

 
 

another petal drops … 
just like the crimson roses 
perhaps it’s time 
we set our own lives 
on the table  
 

Jan Dobb - Australia  
 

 
 
Building a fence 
between my yard and a neighbor 
who refuses to help 
better to take care of what I can  
than grieve for what I can't  
 

J. Zimmerman - USA  
 

 
 

he says 
if you’ve seen one tree 
you’ve seen them all 
my new neighbor from the city 
with a saw in his hand  
 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
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i thought 
you were you  
i was me – 
shadows on the zendo wall 
waver to a flickering candle  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  
 

 
 

a housefly 
rocks the spider's world 
for a moment … 
the stretch of eternity 
in a missed heartbeat  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy - UK  
 

 
 
wet grass 
spread with a thousand nets 
of spiders’ silk … 
all the fleeting wings 
my words will never capture  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 

the cat’s whiskers 
snared in sticky silk … 
somewhere 
in the gathering dusk 
a spider begins again  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
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arcing waves 
wash up and over 
the sands,  
filling his castle’s moat … 
whoop of joy from the tiny king  
 

Dawn Bruce - Australia  
 

 
 

Man! 
says my year-old grandson  
pointing at me – 
my shrinking cynicism 
about a better world  
 

George Swede - Canada  
 

 
 
a carpet 
of floating cranberries 
these jewels 
in the bog's ruby crown 
riches enough for me  
 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
 

 
 

if only 
we raked blessings up 
like leaves 
remembering 
to jump in them  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  
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my chest 
fills with dried leaves 
that rustle 
each time I try 
to say your name  
 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
 

 
 

dry leaves 
shuffle back and forth 
along the street – 
looking for words to explain 
feelings i wish i had  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  
 

 
 
May Day 
I've put on a red shirt 
in honor 
of mother 
in the fire  
 

Ruth Holzer - USA  
 

 
 

the young bull 
touching his trunk 
to ivory … 
I wonder if I would know 
my mother’s bones  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  
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my trophy 
for a spelling bee … 
can’t recall 
the winning word,  
only my mother’s face  
 

Ken Slaughter - USA  
 

 
 

winter nights 
choosing the thread colors 
with care 
all those stitches you taught me,  
french knots for snowbirds' eyes  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  
 

 
 
light snow 
the ground as hard as rock … 
burying the cat 
for the dear old neighbour 
who now has no-one  
 

André Surridge - New Zealand  
 

 
 

dawn breaks 
as boldly as a brass band 
my grandfather 
adds another finger 
of whisky to his coffee  
 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
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my husband 
lowers the flag to half-mast – 
without asking 
he tells me the man I married 
died in Afghanistan  
 

Susan Burch - USA  
 

 
 

sunbeams 
piercing raindrops 
i touch 
the coffee bubbles 
before they burst  
 

Ramesh Anand - India  
 

 
 
unable to choose 
between reading 
Goldstein 
or Takuboku 
I take my coffee black  
 

Don Miller - USA  
 

 
 

you-tube 
no poems written today 
only conspiracy 
watched with wide-eyed wonder 
as goldfish swim away  
 

Thomas James Martin - USA  
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I have fallen 
in love with music – 
yet words  
purr about my ankles 
hoping for a home  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 

I spend months 
        learning to tune 
my instrument …  
a fakir down the street 
is one with his ektara  
 

Kala Ramesh - India  
 

 
 
how I loved 
teaching geometry 
and algebra 
so much about life and living 
I never learned  
 

Nika - Canada  
 

 
 

after the long siege 
they promise peace  
a cessation of arms …  
in the blink of a sigh  
rockets are falling again  
 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  
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the autumn sky 
holds much of me … 
how quietly 
the clouds change 
one by one  
 

Kumarendra Mallick - India  
 

 
 

the clouds as I run 
in a white shirt 
they make pages 
for bibles 
this thin  
 

José Angel Araguz - USA  
 

 
 
a homeless man 
who was playing a flute 
on the street corner 
fell suddenly in the rain … 
a donor card in his pocket  
 

Lavana Kray - Romania  
 

 
 

at the refreshment van  
the blind man buys  
an ice cream  
for his dog, a newspaper 
… just in case  
 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  
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standing  
on the sky 
this rainy day – 
life in the bustling city 
keeps me down-to-earth  
 

Ana Drobot - Romania  
 

 
 
 

the cane train  
trundles through town 
so will you ply me 
with sweet nothings 
when you next pass by?  
 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  
 

 
 
 
this show 
goes on and on … 
the time 
I waste waiting 
for things to change  
 

Ken Slaughter – USA  
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our friendship  
exposed 
in the moon’s glare 
so many things 
we left unsaid  
 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  
 

 
 
 

we gaze upon 
a full moon, lying in shards  
across the bay … 
is there not some vague beauty 
in this sadness of parting  
 

Kent Robinson - Australia  
 

 
 
 
could I stop sunrise 
you’d have time to come to me 
could I stop moonset 
the night would last forever … 
we would climb the stars and sleep  
 

Shirley A. Plummer - USA  
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Faint Reflections of Light  
 
morning mist 
faint reflections of light  
in a bus window      anna  
 
just around the corner 
a glimpse of what might have been    marcus 
 
winter’s bone 
in the frozen footprints 
fresh powder snow      anna 
 
a sudden flicker of embers 
chases the night away     marcus  
 
beyond barbed wire 
a sky pierced 
by endless swallows      marcus  
 
with the last rays of sun 
a journey begins in our minds    anna 
 
 
Faint Reflections of Light – Tan-renga.  
Composed by Anna Maris, Övraby, Sweden  
and Marcus Liljedahl, Göteborg, Sweden  
 
Faint Reflections of Light is a short collection of tan renga written by Marcus Liljedahl and Anna 
Maris. It was their first joint poetry ever, which has since evolved into an intensive collaboration. 
They now write in both English and Swedish together.  
 
Poems were written on December 2 and 3, during some of the darkest days in the north, just 
before the winter solstice 2015.  

—Anna Maris and Marcus Liljedahl  
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Almost Tenderly  
 
mating dances 
light’s fading away 
above white fields      Ramona  
 
in the desert wind 
a scientist wraps the potsherd up    Helga  
 
Variety 
almost tenderly he stuffs 
her nylons       Ramona 
 
noted with halting hand 
a reverie of spring      Helga  
 
 
Fragments  
 
to carry water 
in one’s hand … at night 
they left their home      Helga  
 
on the beach against the light 
a black kite       Ramona  
 
we talk about love 
words 
kept in suspense      Helga  
 
collection of fragments 
once more he refills ink     Ramona  
 
 
Almost Tenderly and Fragments: 
These Yotsumono were written in the period between November and December 2015, starting out 
without fixed themes. We had great pleasure observing the condensation of new ideas during the process. 
Our focus was on link and shift and adversity.  

—Ramona Linke & Helga Stania  
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White Reflection  
 
 
first frost 
an egret's white 
reflection  
 
in the still wood 
a ghostly stirring  
 
the easel reveals 
an ancient churchyard 
outlined in pencil  
 
colourless this book 
of cartoon characters  
 
no get up and go 
but they’re still 
a love match  
 
Romeo and Juliet 
prostrate at the end  
 
low on the horizon 
a harvest moon 
and a few clouds  
 
just the remains 
of one or two pumpkins  
 
on the sandcastle 
a melting lolly 
drips down the sides  
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from our vantage point 
a grand view of the valley  
 
wherever you look 
cherry trees in blossom 
light up the path  
 
filling the air at dusk 
a blackbird’s song  
 
 
 
Participants: Diana Webb & Frank Williams  
Composed: via email 
Started: 1 December 2015 
Finished: 11 December 2015 
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Tardis Blue Sky  
 
tardis blue sky 
the year's first fireflies 
light up the forest      Tzetzka  
 
in stillness the gentle 
rustle of a warm breeze     Richard  
 
one unprompted 
rehearsal and suddenly 
we have a band      Tzetzka 
 
putting up guywires 
for the radio antenna      Richard  
 
***  
 
 
the novice painter 
having trouble with the moon 
in watercolor       Richard  
 
fifty cents for boiled peanuts 
at the mountain fair      Tzetzka 
 
stubbing his toe 
on the meandering root 
of the linden       Richard  
 
who would not appreciate 
some fine yoga pants?     Tzetzka 
 
curled up in a blanket 
… the last pages 
of “Anna Karenina”      Tzetzka 
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a film of book burning 
shocks the teens      Richard  
 
***  
 
 
gradually 
the avalanche of ash and rock 
began to slow       Tzetzka  
 
finding the stash 
of grandma's old tintypes     Richard  
 
the rising moon's 
full face perched on top 
of the deserted bird feeder     Richard  
 
a prairie dog town- 
one hundred miles long!     Tzetzka 
 
the pungent smell 
of fresh laid asphalt 
under hot sun       Richard  
 
just a chip, yet the ceramic 
heart is not the same…     Tzetzka 
 
***  
 
 
we take turns guessing 
the identity of Shakespeare's 
Dark Lady       Richard  
 
the new fly-fishing lure 
caught in the weeds      Richard 
 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

138 
 

 
 
blossoms scattered 
far from the lone tree 
and its wistful viewer      Tzetzka  
 
the old salt telling 
tall tales of maritime lore     Richard  
 
 
 
A Nijuin Renku written by Richard St. Clair, Cambridge, Massachusetts, USA 
and Tzetzka Ilieva, Marietta, Georgia, USA.  
Richard St. Clair: 2, 4, 5, 7, 10, 12, 13, 15, 17, 18, 20 
Tzetzka Ilieva: 1, 3, 6, 8, 9, 11, 14, 16, 19 
 
 
The nijuin “Tardis Blue Sky” was composed via email from May 29, 2015 until July 27, 2015 
with a two-week break during which Tzetzka was cut off from civilization in Yellowstone.  
 
Although our finished renku has the appearance of a mixture of inevitability and spontaneity, we 
took a lot of time thinking about the next verse, each time submitting around three offers to our 
renkujin partner to consider.  

—Richard St. Clair and Tzetzka Ilieva  
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Awry 
 
spring moonset 
lost in smog . . . the times 
things have gone awry     _kala 
 
so prickly, so fluffy 
hawthorn’s bloom      sprite  
 
beneath the hedgerow 
little whiskers and noses 
poke out of a hole      linda  
 
rediscovering mother 
in shades I like      _kala  
 
oh those cold mornings 
when ice ferns sprouted 
all over our panes      sprite  
 
whose names to transfer 
from the old diary?      linda  
 
***  
 
 
a traffic jam 
as cows nudge around 
the two-wheelers      _kala  
 
this homeless child sells 
A Thousand Splendid Suns     sprite  
 
on every barb 
of the wire fence 
a droplet of dew      linda  
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but nobody keeps track 
of fallen leaves      _kala 
 
all hearing 
all seeing 
all knowing 
the moon       sprite 
 
at midnight her dreams  
revert to pumpkin      linda  
 
Khajuraho . . .  
the longing as sculptures 
come together in love      _kala 
 
heaving to the soft murmur 
of for-the-now words      sprite 
 
waves lap 
and the rental boats bump 
one against the other      linda  
 
tiny butterflies 
churn the hilltop yellow     _kala  
 
mimosa festival:  
another good excuse 
for taking layers off      sprite  
 
little boys with bubble pipes 
lean over the balcony      linda 
 
***  
 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

141 
 

 
higher physics 
in the way the wind 
curves a kite string      _kala 
 
far out there nebulae 
are born, then die      sprite  
 
what if 
the universe were really 
a giant hologram      linda  
 
onto this sultry heat 
an apsara from the heavens     _kala  
 
exhausted rain dancers 
still surrender to the storm  
       of desires       sprite  
 
tornado in the background 
of their wedding photos     linda 
 
such smooth ways 
of pretence how intense 
his affection skin deep     _kala 
 
clown white reveals 
what the eyes can't hide     sprite 
 
step by step 
a tightrope walker 
crosses the abyss      linda 
 
from darkness to light 
an earthen Diwali lamp     _kala 
 
rolling through the sky 
like the wheel of fate 
that shiny rock      sprite 
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purple striped jellies 
in tatters ashore  
linda 
 
***  
 
 
the quickening beat 
of raindrops on palm leaves 
I begin to hum      _kala  
 
traveller trees 
replenish their supply      sprite  
 
leaking honey 
a dented baklavas tin 
arrives by DHL      linda 
 
how little we know of birdsong 
or the rising horizon      _kala  
 
sakura, of course!  
but could you spare a thought 
for other blossoms?      sprite 
 
an Easter basket 
by the newest grave      linda 
 
 
Written by Linda Papanicolaou, Claire Chatelet [Sprite] and Kala Ramesh on the internet. Started on 4th 
May and finished on 18th June, 2012. Across time zones, almost each day the writing and the deciding of 
the verse was done. The lightning speed at which this kasen renku took shape is something worth 
mentioning.  
 
Verse allotment:  
Kala Ramesh – vs 1, 4, 7, 10, 13, 16, 19, 22, 25, 28, 31 and 34 
Claire Chatelet – vs 2, 5, 8, 11, 14, 17, 20, 23, 26, 29, 31 and 35.  
Linda Papanicolaou – vs 3, 6, 9, 12, 15, 18, 21, 24, 27, 30, 32 and 36  
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Swallows  
 
 
overgrown garden  
this pale blue dragonfly 
wants nothing more     G 1 ( 1 ) 
 
weeping willows  
and swallows darting     C 2 ( 2 )  
 
sticky heat  
i hurry by 
the asphalt crew     G 3 ( 3 )  
 
none of us is as smart  
as all of us      C 4 ( 4 ) 
 
media scrum  
again he avoids 
the question      G 5 ( 5 ) 
 
do you mind if i  
regift that hug     C 6 ( 6 ) 
 
soft light  
the moon 
deep in cloud      G 7 ( 7 )  
 
a shush of wind 
in dry corn leaves     C 8 ( 8 )  
 
** 
 
 
bellflowers 
drop their blue 
all over the grass     C 9 ( 1 )  
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burrs cling  
to the dog's tail     G 10 ( 2 )  
 
icy conditions  
` let's grip wax 
our skis      C 11 ( 3 ) 
 
looking for someone  
to share the wishbone     G 12 ( 4 ) 
 
one way or another  
i'm gonna find ya 
i'm gonna get ya     C 13 ( 5 )  
 
again that perfect body  
faceless in a dream     G 14 ( 6 )  
 
he returns  
with only one leg 
she loves him more     C 15 ( 7 )  
 
a crutch  
his whisky glass     G 16 ( 8 ) 
 
moonrise  
boats rock 
at their moorings     C 17 ( 9 ) 
 
the rod straightens  
as the bass leaps     G 18 ( 10 )  
 
he weaves  
in and out of the crowd 
the skate boarder     C 19 ( 11 ) 
 
railway museum  
the whistling night watchman   G 20 ( 12 )  
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early morning  
frog sounds surrounded 
by lilac      C 21 ( 13 )  
 
trees a haze  
of new green      G 22 ( 14 ) 
 
** 
 
 
sun to sun  
a lust worn 
mourning cloak     G 23 ( 1 )  
 
lovers play touch tag  
with cherry petals     C 24 ( 2 ) 
 
hazy moonrise  
we stop to listen 
to each others' hearts     G 25 ( 3 )  
 
come, i want the sunrise  
to see you      C 26 ( 4 )  
 
it seemed  
so dark at first ...  
your desire      G 27 ( 5 ) 
 
i'm stuck on bandaids  
'cause bandaid's stuck on me    C 28 ( 6 ) 
 
hurt ...  
they didn't accept 
everything      G 29 ( 7 )  
 
under the mohawk  
all that teenage angst     C 30 ( 8 ) 
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much employment  
for lawyers 
first nations land claims    G 31 ( 9 )  
 
frozen into the icy path 
queen on a penny     C 32 ( 10 )  
 
carnival canal  
hundreds of skaters 
avoid one another     G 33 ( 11 ) 
 
so many words for snow  
the shovelers      C 34 ( 12 )  
 
falling steadily 
the white chrysanthemums' moonlight  G 35 ( 13 ) 
 
little by little  
the branches more bare    C 36 ( 14 ) 
 
**  
 
 
in the current  
her small orange boat 
re-carved jack-o-lantern    C 37 ( 1 )  
 
fence tops  
afloat in fog      G 38 ( 2 ) 
 
late leavers  
the geese 
on our river      C 39 ( 3 )  
 
the plane lifts off  
from the world i know    G 40 ( 4 )  
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in her platforms  
she says goodbye 
on the platform     C 41 ( 5 ) 
 
not easily toppled  
stalinist statues     G 42 ( 6 ) 
 
along with smoke  
he exhales 
political opinions     C 43 ( 7 )  
 
the burning end  
of the sweet grass braid    G 44 ( 8 ) 
 
autumn moon  
the groundhog fat 
for winter      C 45 ( 9 )  
 
weight of the wind  
monarch aster to aster    G 46 ( 10 )  
 
dawn brilliance  
the frosted seed crowns 
of queen anne's lace     C 47 ( 11 )  
 
crunch of minus five  
in a wild apple     G 48 ( 12 ) 
 
sepals 
just big enough to count 
plum blossoms     C 49 ( 13 ) 
 
wings and spread tail 
a wild gobbler displays    G 50 ( 14 )  
 
**  
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recalled  
each year at this time 
marianne's tulips     G 51 ( 1 ) 
 
under the long leaves 
easter eggs      C 52 ( 2 )  
 
how i regret it  
my childhood loss 
of god       G 53 ( 3 )  
 
power out  
evening mass cancelled    C 54 ( 4 ) 
 
candlelight dinner  
the flash 
of her eyes      G 55 ( 5 ) 
 
a deep kiss 
the taste of pear     C 56 ( 6 ) 
 
curving  
to the curve of my hips 
your arched back     G 57 ( 7 )  
 
the cathedral fills  
with handel's messiah     C 58 ( 8 )  
 
the virgin  
in pale stone 
moon through snow     G 59 ( 9 ) 
 
through frozen grape vines  
the frozen river     C 60 ( 10 )  
 
hard and well defined  
muscles claim my arm 
constrictor      G 61 ( 11 )  
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they say he speaks  
with a fork-ed tongue     C 62 ( 12 )  
 
the truth is  
petals fall 
to be free      G 63 ( 13 ) 
 
look ... a fish kite  
swimming up to the sky    C 64 ( 14 )  
 
**  
 
 
from bush to bush  
those saucy american 
goldfinches      C 65 ( 1 ) 
 
bumblebee or daffodil  
who rocks who     G 66 ( 2 ) 
 
i'll come to you  
in dreams 
leave the door unlatched    C 67 ( 3 ) 
 
night storm  
you the lightning     G 68 ( 4 )  
 
morning cloud  
and the joys 
of spooning      C 69 ( 5 )  
 
sugar into coffee  
you in my day     G 70 ( 6 ) 
 
sweet sixteen  
she revels in her tan 
the new lifeguard     C 71 ( 7 )  
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a muskrat 
with a duckweed hat     G 72 ( 8 )  
 
full leathers  
the motorcycle revs 
summer moon     C 73 ( 9 )  
 
freedom fifty-five  
at one-sixty-five     G 74 ( 10 ) 
 
collaboration  
davis and 'trane 
a kind of blue      C 75 ( 11 )  
 
smash and recombine  
cubism's new way to see    G 76 ( 12 )  
 
a flurry of petals  
the policeman forgets 
to write the tickets     C 77 ( 13 )  
 
on breezes of silk  
baby spiders      G 78 ( 14 ) 
 
** 
 
 
eggcup-like nest  
the hummingbird dark 
as she broods      G 79 (1)  
 
may --  
a lifetime for a tulip     C 80 ( 2 ) 
 
painted-ladies  
their flight before 
and after desire     G 81 ( 3 ) 
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lovers in and out of love  
in and out of cloud     C 82 ( 4 )  
 
her nudge wakes him  
from a dream 
of impotence      G 83 ( 5 )  
 
re-d-erected  
by her wet t-shirt     C 84 ( 6 ) 
 
quivering  
and shaking 
the earth moves     G 85 ( 7 ) 
 
a worry of things 
that go bump in the night    C 86 ( 8 )  
 
Obama elected  
i fear the darkness 
of white America     G 87 ( 9 ) 
 
tilted toward the sun  
our days lengthen     C 88 ( 10 )  
 
tendril and bloom  
the trumpet creeper 
reaches reaches     G 89 ( 11 )  
 
congratulations!  
your first jackknife     C 90 ( 12 ) 
 
with a crash  
... beavers 
the tree that held the moon    G 91 ( 13 ) 
 
fading ivy  
clings to an abandoned house   C 92 ( 14 )  
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** 
 
 
the bright red berries  
of mountain ash 
a crow picks them off     C 93 ( 1 ) 
 
all the twigs  
rain-beaded      G 94 ( 2 )  
 
a shower of stars  
the long glowing tails 
of orionids      C 95 ( 3 ) 
 
ray charles  
it’s still about ray charles    G 96 ( 4 )  
 
immaculate mary  
our hearts are on fire  
the sinner’s prayer*     C 97 ( 5 ) 
 
am i seeing things?  
the snow fleas dance     G 98 ( 6 ) 
 
a single gust is enough  
the tremble of petals 
before they fall     C 99 ( 7 )  
 
reds of a red-wing  
raised in song      G 100 ( 8 )  
 
 
Swallows – Hyakuin 
 
Grant D. Savage and Claudia Coutu Radmore 
Begun July 7, 2008.  
* a song by Ray Charles  
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Swallows was finished on November 18th, 2008. Claudia Radmore and I traded links over the 
phone, for a little over four months, one link per day, or less. We would discuss each link, what 
season, or type of link it was supposed to be, with Claudia taking the lead. Claudia had found a 
site online that dealt in detail with Hyakuin, the seasons, the moon and blossom links, love, 
travel, lamentations, and fixed places for religious links. I believe we included extra winter and 
summer moon links. This is Canada, and most things, festivals etc happen in the winter and 
summer. Here in Ottawa, Canada, winter should last five months of the year. Winter is perhaps 
the defining season of Canada. Most of the artistic stuff, aside from the academic side of things, 
happens in summer, along with cottage life etc. The most colourful butterflies and dragonflies 
occur in June and July! Generally we proceeded in an egalitarian fashion, discussing the renku 
link by link as we went, till I finished it off with the redwing (red-winged blackbird, no relation 
at all to the European blackbird, more closely related to the orioles) One exception to most 
western renku is that we distinguished flower links from blossom links. Flower links, most 
traditionally, can occur anywhere in a renku, except next to a blossom link. The spaces for 
blossom links should ideally be reserved for fruit trees in bloom. Plums and cherries, perhaps 
peaches, apricots (what is typically translated as "plum" is actually "ume" or prunus mume, a 
type of apricot. I had one in my back yard for a few years) apples, maybe even orange blossoms 
in places where they are found. We liked writing love links, so included as many of those as 
possible.  
 
Claudia and I hope that your readership enjoys this renku, and that others will find it entertaining 
and amusing, as well as deeply spiritual and/or beautiful by turns.  

—Grant D. Savage  
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Ramesh Anand, haiku (pen name - Kanavu Nila) - & Mallika Chari, artwork 
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Kevin Valentine, haiku & Steve Valentine, image 
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Amanda Bell, haiku & Elizabeth Gageby Bell, photography 
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Learning from two Masters of the Haibun Form: 

Matsuo Basho and Ken Jones  
 
 

by Ray Rasmussen 
 
Why Read the Masters?  
 
Many current writers of haibun have come to the practice in the last decade. Some came from a 
haiku poetry practice, some stepped directly into haibun from other genres (free verse, prose 
poetry, flash fiction, personal journals and blogs) and some initiated their writing journey in the 
haibun form.  
 
For guidance, newer writers to the form have available a plethora of definitions that can be found 
in haibun journals, chapbooks and anthologies. But definitions by their nature are abstractions 
that are difficult to put into practice. Thus journal editors often stress the value of reading and 
learning from the haibun and haiku of the Japanese masters as well as the contemporary works 
appearing in their journals. The focus on reading the Japanese masters isn't meant to suggest that 
contemporary English-language haibun derives solely from the examples left by those early 
practitioners. Contemporary haibun composition is also informed by the well-established writing 
principles found in a variety of English-language forms including prose poetry, short stories, 
novels and non-fictional essays. In short, today's haibun is a mix of the old and the new and 
continues to evolve into its own unique form with respect to both content and prose style.  
 
This essay is intended as a double exposure: 1) to Basho's classic, The Hut of the Phantom 
Dwelling1 and 2) to the compositional perspectives of undisputed English-language haibun 
master, Ken Jones.  
 
 
Basho's Hut of the Phantom Dwelling 
 
In 1690, Basho wrote a letter to a friend from a remote hut he lived in for several months on the 
shore of Lake Biwa. Characterized by the inclusion of haiku-like phrases, he called the mix of 
prose and poetry "haibun" which translates as "haiku writing." For those familiar with Basho's 
haiku, but unfamiliar with the extent of his reputation, consider this:  
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“Abroad or in Japan, mention of the word haiku brings to mind Matsuo Basho (1644-1694), the 
greatest master of that genre.”2 And The Hut of the Phantom Dwelling has been described as the 
first outstanding example of haibun literature.3  
 
Before reading further, I'd suggest that you read Basho's piece both to get a feel for the whole of 
it and to form your own opinions prior to reading the following commentary.4  
 
 
Ken Jones' Characteristics of Good Writing 
 
In "Introduction to Haibun" from Arrow of Stones, Jones describes several characteristics of 
good haibun.5 These include literary writing, showing vs telling, succinctness, open-endedness, 
allusive content and the quality of the prose-haiku connection.  
 
In the following sections, each of these is employed as a means of assessing Basho’s style in 
“Hut of the Phantom Dwelling”.  
 
1. Literary Writing 
 
Jones: The first and most basic question I believe we need to ask about a piece of writing 
claiming to be a haibun is whether it has any literary quality. Does it have any poetry about it? 
Does it enlarge our imaginative sensibility? A large proportion of Western haibun are bald 
narratives rendered in colourless and banal prose, with a bland earnestness devoid of feeling, 
irony or any subtlety. Their inconsequential themes meander nowhere, and many read like 
nature walk guides, or holiday letters, or just casual, prosaic anecdotes. > 
 
Basho's prose passages go well beyond the sort of descriptive detail against which Jones rails. 
Consider the following one that I find particularly lyrical:  
 
Basho: I too gave up city life some ten years ago, and now I'm approaching fifty. I'm like a 
bagworm that's lost its bag, a snail without its shell. I've tanned my face in the hot sun of 
Kisakata in Ou, and bruised my heels on the rough beaches of the northern sea, where tall dunes 
make walking so hard. And now this year here I am drifting by the waves of Lake Biwa.  
 
A bagworm is a moth. In its caterpillar stage, it builds a small protective case (or bag) in which it 
can hide. To be a bagworm without its case or a snail without its shell is to be vulnerable to 
predators. For Basho, the predators are time and aging coupled with a weariness of the demands 
of his students and admirers. Here's the way Howard Norman put this phase of Basho's life:  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

181 
 

… in his mid-40s . . . exhausted from the incessant demands of students and of his literary 
celebrity, (Basho) said that he felt 'the breezes from the afterlife cross his face.'6  
 
2. Showing vs Telling 
 
Jones: My second cluster of criteria question whether the haibun shows rather than tells . . . (the 
admonition to show rather than tell) is not to be taken too literally. It is a warning against 
emotional outbreaks, long-winded philosophical reflections, opinionated polemics, high flown 
poetics and the whole gamut of self-display, self-concern and self-indulgence. All this, as David 
Cobb has cautioned, is not to be confused with a “self-compassion that sees oneself sharing the 
common problems and weaknesses and pleasures of humanity. The examination of human 
relationships and moments of stress are welcome topics, so long as detachment is preserved. . . . 
Sadly, rather a lot of Western haibun are surrogates for a trip to Dr. Freud’s couch.  
 
Unfortunately, the admonition to show rather than tell often sounds as if a writer should never 
tell, only show. Like much contemporary writing, including that of Jones, Basho's prose is a mix 
of the two:  
 
Basho telling:  
 
Again and again I think of the mistakes I've made in my clumsiness over the course of the years. 
There was a time when I envied those who had government offices or impressive domains, and 
on another occasion I considered entering the precincts of the Buddha and the teaching rooms of 
the patriarchs.  
 
But when all has been said, I'm not really the kind who is so completely enamored of solitude 
that he must hide every trace of himself away in the mountains and wilds. It's just that, troubled 
by frequent illness and weary of dealing with people, I've come to dislike society.  
 
Basho showing through descriptive detail:  
 
The mountain rises behind me to the southwest and the nearest houses are a good distance away. 
Fragrant southern breezes blow down from the mountain tops, and north winds, dampened by the 
lake, are cool. I have Mount Hie and the tall peak of Hira, and this side of them the pines of 
Karasaki veiled in mist, as well as a castle, a bridge, and boats fishing on the lake. I hear the 
voice of the woodsman making his way to Mount Kasatori, and the songs of the seedling planters 
in the little rice paddies at the foot of the hill.  
 
In what I've labeled the tell passage, Basho directly expresses his thoughts and feelings. In the 
show passage, he doesn’t directly express his loneliness by saying things like “I’m lonely here 
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…”. Instead, he paints a scene of isolation in an environment full of the comings and goings of 
others. He doesn't meet the woodsman or the planters … he hears their voices and songs.  
 
While the line between show and tell is reasonably distinct, whether tells indicate self-
compassion or self-aggrandizement is a difficult judgment that will be determined by the unique 
sensibilities of each reader. I didn't find Basho’s tell passages to be long-winded, opinionated or 
a surrogate trip to an analyst's couch. He hasn’t made himself sound heroic in his aloneness, just 
human.  
 
3. Succinctness 
 
Jones: According to Yuasa, haibun for Basho were about haikai no bunsho, “writing in the style 
of haiku” and he adds that “the word haibun is probably a short form for that expression.” And 
Ueda has observed that “a haibun has the same sort of brevity and conciseness as a haiku”. . . 
That does not imply writing in sound bites however, although I believe that, like Basho, we 
should take poetic liberties with conventional syntax whenever it suits our purpose. . . . The 
language (should be) concise, allusive and figurative to induce the reader to share the author’s 
experiences, actual and emotional. The passages (should be) loaded with sensory images. Most 
of the sentences (should be) short and crisp, seldom with a conjunction between them.  
 
As an editor and writer, I've often suggested (or had suggested to me) that a piece has 
redundancies and/or that it should be cut significantly. Indeed, in what has become the bible of 
good contemporary writing, Strunk emphasized:  
 
Vigorous writing is concise. A sentence should contain no unnecessary words, a paragraph no 
unnecessary sentences, for the same reason that a drawing should have no unnecessary lines and 
a machine no unnecessary parts. This requires not that the writer make all his sentences short, or 
that he avoid all detail and treat his subjects only in outline, but that every word tell.7  
 
Does Basho make every word tell? At times, I feel that there is unnecessary detail in his 
passages, but in part, this is due to my lack of knowledge of the allusions Basho is making to the 
work of other poets and to cultural and historical events and to places of which I have no 
knowledge. Consider for example:  
 
Basho: . . . and so in the end, unskilled and talentless as I am, I give myself wholly to this one 
concern, poetry. Bo Juyi worked so hard at it that he almost ruined his five vital organs, and Du 
Fu grew lean and emaciated because of it. As far as intelligence or the quality of our writings go, 
I can never compare to such men.  
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I had no idea who Bo Juyi or Du Fu were or what the five vital organs are, so I explored the 
Internet to learn what I could.8 Yet, to appreciate Basho's writing, does the reader need to know 
precisely what each allusion means? I think we can assume that both Bo Juyi and Du Fu are 
among Basho's favourite poets and that he is comparing himself somewhat humbly to great poets 
from the past, and probably not to his contemporaries. Do we need to know what the five vital 
organs are? The phrase suggests that Bo Juyi ruined his health in devoting himself to writing. 
Surely that’s sufficient to grasp the passage and none of the detail is needed to appreciate the 
literary beauty of the passage.  
 
As an editor, plausible cuts jump to mind when I read almost all of the submissions I receive. But 
despite the wordiness of some of Basho's prose passages, I'd not suggest cuts or wordsmithing 
because this is a historical cultural document and some readers will be able to better appreciate 
contextual details. On the other hand, in an Internet workshop discussion of the piece, writer 
Gary Ford wrote: "I think that many cuts could be made to focus it more tightly on what I think it 
really is – a piece about a lonely old man thinking about how he has spent his life and what he 
has accomplished in that spending.”9  
 
4. Open-endedness 
 
Jones: (Here) we get into the more sophisticated possibilities of the genre. Does the haibun have 
that mysterious open-ended quality found in the best haiku, leaving “space” for the reader? Is 
there in it some subtle allusion, ambiguity, paradox, irony, tragic-comedy or dark humour 
(different qualities, indeed, but very much interrelated)? Is it multidimensional in its treatment, 
with a richly layered textual density?  
 
I found several passages in Hut that were sufficiently ambiguous to allow me to ponder both the 
meaning and the application to my own life. As an example, consider:  
 
And yet we all in the end live, do we not, in a phantom dwelling?  
 
Basho is prompting us to consider our own phantom dwellings, although he’s left it free for us to 
imagine what such a dwelling may be. Is our physical home or apartment akin to Basho’s hut? 
Certainly in terms of isolation, mine is. Although I live in an urban neighborhood, except to nod 
hello, I rarely speak to my neighbors. As many poets have put it, many of us dwell in a sea of 
superficial relationships. And, on another level, do we writers dwell in the shadows of those who 
have achieved fame, just as Basho dwells in Bo Juyi's and Du Fu's shadows? As a landscape 
photographer, my comparisons are the historical greats who achieved lasting fame and 
contemporary photographers whose work is so perfectly executed. In a sense, I live in a shadowy  
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:2 March 2016 
 

184 
 

mental state where I continuously ask myself why I ever bother to snap the shutter or, as a writer, 
why I pick up the pen. So if we wish to create, we’re left with the process and pleasure of writing 
or photography, and must accept the inevitable phantoms.  
 
Of course, because there is ambiguity in the sentence, other 'takes' are possible. Another member 
of the Internet Haibun Workshop, writer Nancy Hull, wrote: “My immediate thoughts were very 
literal. I felt he was saying that toward the end of our lives we can live more simply, as he's 
chosen to do, with the basics, a roof, food, water, and hopefully find time to do something 
important for ourselves (in his case poetry) away from the fast paced lives we've led 
previously.”10  
 
5. Historical, mythical or cultural content 
 
Jones: Haruo Shirane has argued the importance for English language haiku (and related forms) 
of the traditional “vertical axis” of myth, literature and history (including “social ills, 
cyberspace” and similar realms) and deprecates “the constant [Western] emphasis on direct 
personal experience”, the imaged haiku moment (the horizontal axis). Unfortunately this 
“vertical axis” is at present rarely to be found in the thin haibun gruel cooked up in the 
culturally disembedded West.  
 
As a 3rd generation inhabitant of North America who has moved from place to place, my 
cultural history (Danish and Italian origins) is largely lost and few of the towns and cities where 
I've lived have the historical/cultural flavor that one finds in Japanese and European towns. But 
does this mean that contemporary North American writers like myself are merely offering, as 
Jones suggests, 'thin gruel'? I like to think not. Yet in reading Basho, I can well understand that 
his work contains allusions to a deep cultural and literary history of both Japan and China. 
Consider this passage:  
 
Basho: Beyond Ishiyama, with its back to Mount Iwama, is a hill called Kokub-uyama – the 
name I think derives from a kokubunji or government temple of long ago. If you cross the 
narrow stream that runs at the foot and climb the slope for three turnings of the road, some two 
hundred paces each, you come to a shrine of the god Hachiman. The object of worship is a statue 
of the Buddha Amida. This is the sort of thing that is greatly abhorred by the Yuiitsu school, 
though I regard it as admirable that, as the Ryobu assert, the Buddhas should dim their light and 
mingle with the dust in order to benefit the world.  
 
This is a passage where Gary Ford’s previously cited complaint comes to the fore. I have no feel 
for the significance of Ishiyama, Mount Iwama, the hill called Kokub-uyama, the nature of a 
kokubunji, the god Hachiman, or the Buddha Amida. Nor do I understand why the Yuiitsu  
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school might abhor that god or what is meant by the Rhyobu's assertion that “the Buddhas should 
dim their light and mingle with the dust." In short, the passage contains deep allusions to places 
and religious beliefs that are well beyond my understanding.  
 
And yet, through global communications, we now share visions of the world's diverse cultures, 
and not just the culture, however new and emergent, in which we swim. For example, Canada, 
where I live, is embracing multi-culturalism, a rich context from which to write. And similar to 
Basho's journeys into cultural/historical/spiritual places in Japan, certain places where I spend 
time have deep roots. For example, when hiking Utah's canyon country, I encounter the rock art 
and dwellings of the early Puebloans (Anasazi), a culture that died out 1000 years ago. Is this not 
akin to Basho's visit to Hiraizumi where he viewed the ruins that represented all that's left of 
"three generations of the Fujiwara family" and that led to his famous poem, summer grasses / all 
that remains / of soldier's dreams?11  
 
6. The Relationship of the haiku to the prose 
 
Jones: One of the few things writers of haibun are generally agreed about (and perhaps too 
much to the exclusion of other important criteria) is the importance of the relationship between 
the haiku and the prose. . . . The different roles which haiku can play in interaction with various 
kinds of prose have yet to be explored. One role is to create diversity, as when the haiku mark an 
intensification of feeling; or perhaps a break in the rhythm. Again, a haiku may give an 
ambiguous twist to an unfolding theme. One interesting usage is the contrapuntal haiku. . . . 
(which) have several possible uses. Perhaps the simplest is to encapsulate a metaphor which 
reinforces what is being more explicitly expressed by the prose. . . . Another contrapuntal usage 
is to communicate, in parallel, a different mood or perspective from the prose text.  
 
Basho closes Hut with a haiku that does play an important role in closing the work and that 
contains rich allusions that go beyond the prose.  
 
Among these summer trees,  
a pasania – 
something to count on  
 
The Japanese pasana is Lithocarpus edulis (common name, Japanese Stone Oak), a species 
native to Japan. It's an evergreen tree growing up to 15 metres tall. The nuts are edible but taste 
bitter because they contain tannins. Basho's haiku serves to intensify the feeling in the prose 
through this reference to a particular tree growing among others not of its kind. While it's edible, 
there's a bitterness to its taste. Yet this tree, at least, is something that Basho can count on. My 
take is that Basho has likened himself to a person among strangers (don't most writers share this  
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sense of difference?) and there's a bitterness and yet acceptance of his estrangement. Of course 
there are other ways to read the haiku in relation to the prose. One suggestion is that "The 
pasania is a majestic and ancient tree with spreading trunk and splendid canopy, hence 
'something to count on.”12  
 
 
Concluding Remarks  
 
This close reading of Basho's Hut of the Phantom Dwelling coupled with the use of Ken Jones' 
thoughts about the characteristics of good writing provided insights that I'd not have had with a 
casual reading of either writer's work. If you've not done a close reading of the Japanese masters 
or one of our own contemporary great writers, and particularly if you've not tried to apply one of 
the many definitions of haibun to a good writer's work, I suggest you give it a go, both for your 
own benefit but also as a means of contributing to the literary criticism related to contemporary 
haibun.  
 
As a further means of exploring Basho’s Hut and putting Jones’ principles to work, I plan to 
shape a haibun with my own content about a recent solo experience I've had while living in 
Ontario's woods. While some might feel that doing so would merely result in producing a 
derivative piece of writing, consider this from another of our contemporary masters, Cor van den 
Heuvel:  
 
The writing of variations on certain subjects in haiku, sometimes using the same or similar 
phrases (or even changing a few words of a previous haiku), is one of the most interesting 
challenges the genre offers a poet and can result in refreshingly different ways of ‘seeing anew’ 
for the reader. This is an aspect of traditional Japanese haiku which is hard for many Westerners, 
with their ideas of uniqueness and Romantic individualism, to accept. But some of the most 
original voices in haiku do not hesitate to dare seeming derivative if they see a way of reworking 
an ‘old’ image.”13  
 
In taking this next step, I don't expect to produce a masterpiece like Basho's, but instead to be 
able to vary both new themes and styles into my own writing. Of course, as I do so I'll be 
struggling within my own phantoms and will likely feel quite vulnerable as I compare and fail to 
measure up to Basho’s great voice. In short, I’ll likely feel as if I’m a snail inching along without 
its shell.  
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A Very Effective Haiku Author  
 
 

by Brad Bennett 
 
As haiku poets, we try to write as effectively as possible. We hope that we are painting a picture 
that the reader can easily recognize and appreciate. An effective haiku successfully 
communicates the haiku moment and place. William J. Higginson states, “Vivid, clear writing 
gives the reader clear images. This results in a kind of vicarious experience, in which the reader 
pictures what the writer’s words show, hears what they sound, feels what they touch, and so on 
(The Haiku Handbook, p. 115).”  
 
In early November 2015, I was thoroughly enjoying the second issue of muttering thunder, an 
on-line “annual of fine haiku and art” edited by Allan Burns with art by Ron C. Moss. I have 
been wowed by Scott Mason’s haiku for years, so I was eager to read his contributions in 
muttering thunder. Of his three haiku, I had the most powerful response to the third:  
 
epochs in the making 
the box canyon’s 
sudden chill  
 
A powerful poem. And one with which I instantly resonated. My partner Barbara and I had 
vacationed in Arizona this past summer. We had hiked a lovely canyon trail on a cloudy day in 
Sedona. It was a box canyon. And during our hike, we walked through a cooler patch on our way 
to the canyon’s terminus. I remember it was jolting in a good way. It woke me up to the enduring 
beauty around me.  
 
So I emailed Scott to rave about his haiku and tell him that it transported me to a box canyon that 
I had hiked recently. I didn’t tell him where the canyon was. He emailed back to say that he had 
written the poem while in Sedona. Now I was starting to get interested! In my reply I named the 
specific canyon of which his poem had reminded me, a box canyon called Boynton Canyon. 
Scott wrote back to confirm that he had written his poem about that very same canyon!  
 
We all want to write a poem that the reader can see and experience fully. Scott’s poem was 
uncannily successful. Without even naming the specific canyon, or even a specific region of the 
world, he took me there. A happy coincidence? Some kind of haiku energy vortex in Sedona? Or 
just a very effective haiku?  
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One breath – a commentary on a haiku by Laryalee Fraser  

 
 

by Jo McInerney  
 
Laryalee (Lee) Fraser died in 2013, having written haiku for the comparatively short period of 
ten years. As many will be aware, over that time she exerted significant influence, in part 
through her generosity as a mentor and a moderator on the haiku workshopping forums Haiku 
Hut and AHA.  
 
Fraser’s work can be readily found on her website and blog. This website, a leaf rustles, features 
a selection of her own haiku, haiga and haibun and an anthology, titled a procession of ripples, 
of other haiku she admired.  
 
The following is a discussion of one of Fraser’s haiku  
 
tug of her hand – 
a heron one breath away 
from the sky  
 
first published in The Heron Nest 7:3, 2007 and also accessible on Fraser’s website.  
 
Fraser deftly creates both distance and wonder. The fragment implies the presence of someone 
other than the speaker. As with a number of Fraser’s haiku, a child is significant, suggested here 
through the urgent, innocent pressure of ‘tug’. The adult observer has been alerted to a nearby 
heron, though it seems likely she has already seen it. What she now knows is that her young 
companion has also. Line two creates a hushed, wondering expectancy. The bird is so close, ‘one 
breath away’ - the distance covered by a sigh - and ready to be frightened off by one rash 
exhalation. The reader can sense adult and child united in rapt silence and share their 
appreciation of what is almost within their reach. Fraser’s use of pauses is important. There is the 
usual cut at the end of line one, but there is also a caesura after ‘heron’, enough for a rapid intake 
of breath, exactly what the two observers can be imagined to do in response to what is before 
them. Line three completes the moment. What is anticipated is the bird’s flight; it is not only 
‘one breath’ from those watching, it is the same distance from lifting into the air. This is part of 
the source of the heron’s wonder - its capacity to rise effortlessly into another dimension. At this 
point it has yet to do so; bird, adult, child and reader are all poised in temporary stasis. In this 
haiku, wonder grows out of a sense of distance, not only the narrow physical span between the 
human observers and the bird, but the vast existential distance between us and this wild, winged  
  

http://laryalee.webs.com/rustles/title.htm
http://laryalee.webs.com/ripples/welcome.htm
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creature. Yet the drama is played out against a backdrop of human intimacy. Initially the child’s 
insistence appears a threat, as it may startle the heron. But neither adult nor child speaks; a 
mutual recognition keeps them silent. Then the reader realises that even at the outset the child 
signalled wordlessly. Thus, it seems, there is an achieved prior understanding between adult and 
child, a reverence held in common which the reader is invited to share.  
 

 
 
 
References 
 
A large sampling of Fraser’s work was included in the in memoriam written by Susan Constable 
and featured in A Hundred Gourds in December 2013. This includes a number of haiku not 
previously published.  
 
There are also some lovely examples of Fraser’s work in:  
 
Ambrosia,Issue 1, Autumn 2008  
 
Ambrosia Issue 4, Summer, 2009  
 
A selection of Fraser’s work is also available at The Living Haiku Anthology  
 
A Leaf Rustles is the gateway to Fraser’s haiku, haibun and haiga with a link to her Picasso 
album, Poetry and Art.   Other unpublished poems can be found on her blog.  
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Genjuan Haibun Contest Decorated Works, 2012-2014 – 

Nobuyuki Yuasa and Stephen Henry Gill, editors 
 
 

reviewed by Ellis Avery  
 

 
 

 
 
Genjuan Haibun Contest Decorated Works, 2012-2014  
Nobuyuki Yuasa and Stephen Henry Gill, editors 
Hailstone Haiku Circle, 2015 
ISBN 978-4-9900822-7-7.  
1,000 yen in Japan; $13 cash  
(includes package and airmail) from elsewhere.  
Request from Hailstone Haiku Circle Publications,  
c/o Hisashi Miyazaki, 54-16 Hamuro-cho,  
Takatsuki-shi, Osaka-fu 569-1147, Japan.  
Email: kamechany8@yahoo.co.jp. 
 
 

 
 

 
The term “haibun” was first used by Matsuo Bashō to describe a then-new genre combining 
poetry and prose: the most famous work in the genre remains his 1689 Narrow Road to the 
Interior. The Genjuan Haibun Contest Decorated Works, 2012-2014, named for Bashō’s 
retirement cottage near Lake Biwa, offers a collection of thirty haibun in English by recent 
Genjuan contest winners, a sampling of haibun by Bashō, Kyorai, Buson, and Issa, and examples 
by the editors of this anthology, contest judge Stephen Henry Gill, retiring contest judge 
Nobuyuki Yuasa, and incoming judge Hisashi Miyazaki.  
 
Haibun, Gill explains, is an obscure and overlooked form, “a small, slack backwater” of “the 
torrent of words that is the world.” Whether that is entirely true— both the number of haibun 
published regularly by this journal and Ray Rasmussen’s essay in the current issue suggest not—
this claim gives the editors the rhetorical space to stake out what good haibun is or should be, 
and burnishes their winning selections with the force of exemplarity.  
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Highlights of the haibun in this collection include Grand Prize winners for each of three years, 
each in its own way embodying a focused commitment to the present moment, to fresh and lively 
imagery, and to a balance between a personal voice and a more-than-personal subject of inquiry. 
Although the prose of haibun appears familiar to readers of fiction in that it makes good use of 
the intimate address and vivid detail that fiction writers use to transport us, the winning entries in 
the Genjuan contest eschew the tenets of fiction (the three-act structure, the centrality of desire, 
the importance of suspense) in order to offer a cooler, more essayistic or poetic reading 
experience. It is enough that the jackdaws of D.J. Peel’s eponymous work banter, flaunt, swirl, 
and flap; that the devoted suitor of the cold and lovely Heian poet Ono no Komachi in Margaret 
Chula’s Well of Beauty wastes away for love in a snowstorm; that the grandmother and 
granddaughter at the beach in Jane Fraser’s Towards Burry Holms play in solemn earnest 
together, filling a red bucket with water and pouring it out to sea.  
 
In their commentary on each of the winning entries and honorable mentions, the editors can err 
on the side of persnicketyness, however, this weakness is a strength insomuch as it gives their 
advice about haibun the grit of specificity, and challenges would-be writers of haibun to surpass 
even these award-winning efforts. Haibun should attempt, the editors enjoin, to offer the reader 
more than personal nostalgia. It should avoid obscure references, as Bashō strove to do toward 
the end of his life. It should strike a balance between the natural world and the world of human 
affairs, and should go beyond mere documentary reportage of the former or “slice of life” 
snapshots of the latter in order to at least gesture toward a deeper mystery or philosophy.  
 
Most interesting, and most defining of the haibun genre, is the relationship it posits between its 
haiku and prose. Editor Nobuyuki Yuasa, in a swan song announcing his retirement from the 
Genjuan contest after a lifetime in haikai (the haiku arts), describes haibun’s prose/poetry 
juxtaposition by using the lovely image of “two mirrors placed somewhat obliquely to each 
other. In other words, they should not show identical images, but rather echo their images with 
some transformations, so that their infinite repercussions continue to reveal a new world.”  
 
This slender volume offers a treasure-trove of haibun, old and new, and, in the offhand, elliptical 
fashion embodying the spirit of haikai, provides a handbook for writers exploring the genre.  
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urban haiku – Owen Bullock 

 
 

reviewed by Rodney Williams  
 

 
 

 
 
urban haiku by Owen Bullock  
Published in 2015 by Recent Work Press,  
Canberra, ACT, Australia 
84 pages, ISBN: 978-0-9944565-0-2 
Print book, 13 cm x 20 cm 
perfect bound 
Price AUD$9.95 plus shipping 
available from Recent Work Press 
recentworkpress.com/store/products  
 

 
 

 
 
Even from a cursory glance at the cover of Owen Bullock’s new book urban haiku, readers could 
guess that the tenor of the poems awaiting them might not necessarily conform with more 
traditional approaches to English language haiku.  
 
As designed by the book’s Australian publisher Recent Work Press, the background for the fold-
around cover has distinctly urban origins: scratched, flaky paintwork over aged timber. 
Superimposed onto both front and back covers, a graphic image goes out of its way to defy 
expectations. Bearing the title ‘robotthing’ (as created by Luck Bullock), it shows a stylised 
humanoid figure which looks far more like an emblem for a piece of Science Fiction.  
 
In keeping with developments in haiku across recent years in the United States, Owen Bullock 
makes his readiness to challenge expectations plain with the title of this collection too, promising 
a city-based focus that pays less attention to nature and the seasons, preferring to explore subject 
matter with a strong human focus instead, often couched in the senryu form. In 2010, the 
American haiku poet Barry George published a book entitled Wrecking Ball and Other urban  
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haiku, while Michael Dylan Welch currently features urban haiku on his 'Graceguts' website. 
Flipping to the back cover of Owen Bullock’s new collection, one finds no summative blurb or 
quoted endorsement – rather, the only text offered is a single poem selected from within urban 
haiku itself:  
 

bus stop 
one homeless man 
introduces us 
to another  

 
By no means the only poem about buses (or indeed the homeless), this choice of text lets the poet 
proclaim – from the outset – that his approach to haiku will not only position itself strongly at the 
people-focused end of the “nature versus human nature” continuum: he is also announcing that 
he is likewise committed to challenging expectations regarding poetic form with English 
language haiku. For this poem is not the only four-line haiku to be found within this book – there 
is a second one as well. Perhaps it is simply accidental that both of Owen Bullock’s four-liners 
happen to conclude with exactly the same phrase –  
 

a lost duckling 
waddles  
from one pond  
to another  

 
Appealing to our sense of care for fellow creatures in moments of vulnerability, this second 
longer poem could be said to provide yet another instance of Owen Bullock going out of his way 
to challenge expectations. Not only might this haiku have been easily represented as a three-line 
haiku (if its middle two lines were joined into one): as in many other poems throughout urban 
haiku, Owen Bullock likewise feels no obligation here to structure his work in accordance with 
any sense of kire. Although there had been a clear break – without need for punctuation – 
between the opening phrase ‘bus stop’ and the rest of the four-liner featured on the back cover of 
his book, there is no similar sense of a cut perceptible within this ‘lost duckling’ haiku, even on a 
more considered reading (almost as if it were an incomplete tanka-in-draft, awaiting a fifth and 
final line). While its baby bird motif does give the poem a certain charm, the lack of any kind of 
juxtaposition reduces its chances of creating a greater level of resonance.  
 
Along with those two four-line haiku, Owen Bullock includes a set of three one-liners within 
urban haiku, with the first of these exploring possibilities that might result from poetic form 
mirroring meaning: just as there is a solitary line of verse, so is there a single wagon-train of 
vehicles –   
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a line of cars follows the ambulance 

 
While (again) lacking a sense of juxtaposition, this deceptively simple poem still succeeds in 
inviting us to speculate about a range of questions. Is there a direct and causal connection 
between the cavalcade of cars and the ambulance, or is the link random (under heavy traffic at 
peak hour in city conditions)? Have the other drivers got some vested interest in the well-being 
of the patient in the ambulance? Even an invasive prurience? And can the ‘line of cars’ be seen 
as symbolising a funeral cortege, as if the ambulance were instead a hearse? The second one-
liner to be found in urban haiku likewise provokes questions in the reader’s mind:  
intersection a child drinks the rain  
 
This spare yet suggestive poem is strengthened by a shift in focus, from an urban-based location 
in its opening word, to a sense of humanity interacting with nature in its conclusion. With the 
reference to rain providing a kigo element in the process, this haiku offers a delightfully quirky 
suggestion of innocence and oddity that is clearly visualised. In a playful way this time around, 
the poetry again invites us to speculate: does this child manage to collect fresh rain water to 
drink by holding out a pair of cupped hands? Or is the youngster’s head and neck stretched 
backwards, with mouth left wide open, to catch falling raindrops directly instead? Either way, 
there is a sense of things coming together here: not just a pair of streets intersecting, but also a 
child interacting with the natural world in a city-based context.  
 
The final one-liner from urban haiku might well resonate with those readers who can wistfully 
hearken back to their own days as tertiary students of the Arts:  
 

in the pub misunderstanding Kant 
 
This haiku connotes intellectual jousting in bars around campus (in a cultural sense, occupying 
very much a Western landscape, despite its Japanese-based poetic genre), with clarity of thinking 
clouded by excesses in alcohol. Perhaps the poem might see Owen Bullock as going so far as to 
link 'misunderstanding' with puns connected to various possible pronunciations of the famous 
philosopher's surname.  
 
Readers who happen to retain no sentimental attachment to a campus-based lifestyle – especially 
as students of European literature and ideas – may find less appeal in a range of poems included 
in urban haiku. Like it or not, this rarified context is one of the main halls of residence which 
these poems call home:  
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in a margin of Proust 
someone has made 
a calculation  

 
Indeed – some might sigh – the sheer mass of words (indeed, thousands of pages) involved in the 
twelve volumes and seven parts of À la recherche du temps perdu has already prompted the odd 
reader to feel marginalised enough to make ‘a calculation’ or two.  
 
While others among you could well feel sceptical about the merits of reading-by-numbers, it is a 
striking aspect of this collection that – from the sixty-four three-line haiku which comprise the 
bulk of Owen Bullock’s new book – only five poems have breaks explicitly punctuated: making 
a clever play on words, based on phonemically similar words, yet another university-based 
senryu is one example thereof –  
 

seminar … 
he slips fascists 
into fashion  

 
Readers who have been teachers might be especially amused by the droll tone and precise 
observation inherent in a poem calculated to make all of us smile:  
 

mid-afternoon 
my student uses the word 
‘thusly’  

 
Adroitly capturing an unwitting misuse of language – while gently mocking the sense of 
undergraduate pretentiousness which underpins it – this poem is emblematic of Owen Bullock’s 
approach to around half the haiku in his collection, simply implying a sense of break or caesura. 
One cannot help but wonder whether other standard three-line haiku of his might have been even 
more successful, had they likewise involved some form of cut or juxtaposition, even if it were 
inferred, rather than explicit:  
 

a student  
with duct tape patches 
on his knees  

 
While at first appearing to lack any sense of a cut in its structure, arguably this last portrait of a 
student becomes sympathetic on reflection, just as it was amusing upon first reading, through  
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offering a thought-provoking ambiguity in its final line. Viewed in such a light, this haiku 
manages to suggest that the young man in question is not actually a figure of fun, due to his odd 
appearance, nor even that he should simply be applauded for his inventiveness in overcoming 
short-comings in his worn-out attire. Potentially the final line could instead be seen not only as 
separate, but also sympathetic, when at first it had looked like it was linked directly to what 
preceded it, even appearing mocking in tone at first. A more considered reading might convert 
the poem’s intended spirit from humorous or condescending, to empathetic, by showing the 
student as sadly so down on his luck as to be ‘on his knees’.  
 
It is simply true – all the same – that some of Owen Bullock’s haiku (no matter how visually 
precise) could potentially be made all the richer, if only they incorporated a greater sense of 
“something else”, hinting at an extra level of feeling or meaning, connection or contrast, beyond 
the single-image limits of the poem as presented:  
 

a guy on the bus 
reading a blue book 
called Anarchism  

 
To round out our “colour-by-numbers” perspective on urban haiku, the poet has also included 
five two-liners, fulfilling Owen Bullock’s implied promise from the back cover of the book to 
experiment with the haiku form. Adroitly balanced around the skillful repetition of its key word, 
this closely observed and neatly phrased poem captures a sense of the world in complementary 
(if fractional) decline:  
 

the half-eaten apple 
half-rotted  

 
For all of its sense of urban context and formal experimentation, Owen Bullock’s urban haiku 
still finds room for spare yet suggestive nature-based haiku:  
 

pied stilt 
its hesitant 
bob  

 
Traditional in more ways than one, and very much resonant as a result, this haiku evokes a 
moment of hesitation in the face of risk, showing the finely built wader in two colours as a pied – 
black and white – likewise caught in two minds. Wary of danger, yet compelled to let its sense of 
hunger overcome its feeling of vulnerability, the bird dips its head in search of food, while 
reducing its own capacity to spot potential predators in the process.   
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Although some haiku included might leave more space for readers to “read between the lines”, in 
juxtaposition, the book’s publisher Shane Strange (from Recent Work Press) is still justified in 
asserting that “Owen Bullock’s haiku sequence urban haiku delivers a world with deft subtlety 
and cutting precision. Each of these poems builds on the last to deliver a strong sense of place 
and of people. urban haiku has an eye for the absurdities of contemporary life, as well as its 
quieter, less noticed moments.”  
 
Truly a citizen of the British Commonwealth, Owen Bullock has moved quite recently to 
Australia’s capital city, in order to undertake a doctorate in Creative Writing at the University of 
Canberra. Yet he had been born and raised in Cornwall, prior to living in New Zealand for an 
extended period: there, he held a range of significant editorial roles, most notably with Kokako, 
the only haiku-specialist journal from across the Tasman Sea –  
 

Sydney airport 
a huge Maori fella walks through 
whistling Greensleeves  

 
Acknowledging British cultural antecedents (while letting a love for music also show through), 
this poem applauds multiculturalism and inclusiveness on the Pacific Rim. A focus on air travel 
is a minor theme which recurs here and there across the rest of this collection too, yet the poet’s 
big-hearted sense of warmth towards other people – including the disenfranchised – is pivotal 
throughout:  
 

old harmonica player 
shaking his way 
to life and death  

 
Its preponderance of acute and charming senryu in particular ensures that urban haiku continues 
to reward re-reading, while reminding us that Owen Bullock – an experienced, confident, 
experimental practitioner in Japanese-based poetic forms – is every bit as much a student of 
humanity, as he is of the Humanities, as he is of haiku.  
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reviewed by Lorin Ford  
 

 
 

 
 
Mostly Water – Rick Tarquinio 
Illustrations by Kristopher Danna 
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Publisher: Rick Tarquinio, New Jersey; first edition (July 8, 
2015)  
ISBN-10: 1631101587 
ISBN-13: 978-1631101588  
Price: $12 USD + shipping 
Purchase from bandcamp.com  

 
 

 
 
“Whatever happened to Rick Tarquinio?” Allan Burns asked of Gene Murtha, seven years ago on 
a ‘Three Questions’ comments thread at Tobacco Road. Burns goes on to quote a Tarquinio 
haiku from memory. That haiku, I’ve recently found, won The Heron’s Nest Award in 
September, 2004:  
 

weathered bridge 
   everything but the moon 
      drifting downstream  

 
It is not included in Mostly Water, which is (somewhat surprisingly) Tarquinio’s first haiku 
book. Nor is his earlier Heron’s Nest Award winner from the February 2000 issue or his Third 
Prize haiku in the 2005 Harold G. Henderson Haiku Contest. In fact, as he states on his 
introduction page, with one single exception all of the 120 haiku in Mostly Water have not been 
previously published. “Most were written between the summers of 2013 and 2014.” Each of the 
four sections in Mostly Water contain 30 haiku, attractively laid out two or three to a page with 
plenty of white space around them.   

https://ricktarquinio.bandcamp.com/merch/mostly-water-haiku-and-senryu
http://mutteringthunder.weebly.com/bios.html
http://tobaccoroadpoet.blogspot.com.au/2009/04/three-questions-allan-burns.html
http://www.haikupoet.com/nest/haiku/0202s6789/thn_issue.e1.html
http://www.hsa-haiku.org/hendersonawards/henderson.htm
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Mostly Water comes with whole-hearted endorsements by Christopher Herold, Ferris Gilli and 
John Stevenson. Perspicaciously, Herold writes: “Rick Tarquinio has mastered the art of 
implication, that essential ingredient found in the best haiku. Another notable strength is his 
skilful use of ambiguity.” We need go no further for proof of Herold’s claims than the first three 
haiku in the first of the four seasonally arranged sections of Mostly Water. At the same time we 
might observe that these haiku are sequenced in a way that implies a connecting undercurrent: a 
changing state of consciousness and emotional nuance rather than a theme. The first haiku 
indicates the season:  
 

half ice half mud 
the trail 
into spring  

 
Quietly, it’s implied that spring is not simply an annual season but a destination that might be 
journeyed towards, and not, it’s suggested, without some discomfort and changes. Here, we’re at 
an intersection point between winter and spring, a time of thawing in Tarquinio’s part of the 
world. From the outset of Mostly Water the reader is alerted to look beneath the surface to what 
is evoked. Consider the two haiku that follow the first:  
 

over its bank 
a memorial cross 
parts the river  

 
 

dead willow 
birds still 
sing there  

 
At first glance, a reader new to haiku might find nothing but reports of observations, so light is 
Tarquinio’s touch. In “over its bank” a river has flooded. A memorial cross, possibly marking a 
grave, is surrounded by water and seems to divide the river into two. Or perhaps the river hasn’t 
flooded that far, and it’s the shadow the cross casts from the bank that seems to divide the river. 
Either way, the actual verb here is “parts”, and because it’s impossible for an object such as a 
memorial cross or its shadow to literally part a river, we might feel prompted to recall the bible 
story of Moses parting the Red Sea with a rod, making a way for the Israelites to begin their 
journey to the Promised Land. Thus, the journey into spring of the first haiku is subtly echoed by 
and resonates with the literary/cultural association implied in this second haiku; an example of 
the allusive possibilities of what Haruo Shirane termed “the vertical axis”1. The trail into spring  
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and the way to the Promised Land are, it is subtly suggested by the arrangement of the two haiku 
in sequence, analogous, and both may be metaphors for something else: a journey of the psyche. 
Magic – the transformative magic of poetry – is afoot and here it involves a belief in a future (via 
“the trail into spring”) and memory (via “memorial”) as well as present time.  
 
The subject of this second haiku in Mostly Water is “a memorial cross”. In the following haiku, 
the subject is a “dead willow”. In terms of Tarquinio’s sequencing, it could be said that pausing 
to observe a dead willow carries an association with the Christian ritual of observing the Stations 
of the Cross, the Via Dolorosa. This adds further resonance to the journeying motif begun in 
“half ice half mud”.  
 
Memory is implicit in the “dead willow” haiku. The tree is clearly being revisited after quite 
some time has elapsed. In contrast to the dead tree, birds sing there. Still sing there. The line 
break after “still” suggests a pause in which the birds may be still, unmoving, hushed, before it’s 
certain that they’re singing. These birds may not be the remembered birds, birds heard singing 
there previously. As time passes, like the waters flowing in Heraclitus’s river, other and yet other 
birds are singing. We spare a thought for birds who may not have survived this passing winter 
and previous winters while we appreciate that there are birds singing in the dead willow now. 
Death and life form two equal parts of a whole. Everything that lives dies, but life itself 
continues: birds are still singing. Below the seemingly straightforward, realistic surfaces of these 
haiku we’re in the realms of the symbolic and implied metaphor.  
 
In the fourth haiku, the transition/ journey from winter to spring continues. The last trace of snow 
is where it would be, in the deepest rut. This is a well-travelled road, with many ruts one could 
become stuck in (we are reminded of the psychological level of this journey) but winter has 
almost melted away now. In the fifth we arrive at “budding spring”, to be greeted by the 
delightfully funny figure of a stranger.  
 

mud road 
in the deepest rut 
a trace of snow  
 
 
budding spring 
a stranger’s smile 
earmuff to earmuff  
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It’s still cold, but that stranger’s undeniably wide smile is full of warmth. Those earmuffs might 
be humorously compared with buds on a tree, magnolia buds perhaps. This ordinary but 
congenial stranger becomes, upon reflection, enigmatic in context. Who is he? A smiling 
stranger, in folklore (but not always in real life) is often an auspicious figure to meet on a 
journey. In myth, folklore and dream, things as they are may be more or quite other than they 
seem to be: they have the potential to transform into something else. This same potential is also 
the ancient power of poetry, and metaphor is at its heart.  
 
That we have been on a journey since the first haiku in Mostly Water is confirmed again by the 
next haiku, which contains a bridge with “violets blooming at both ends”, something that 
couldn’t be known unless the observer had crossed that bridge. With the senryu that follows the 
“bridge” haiku, we are back in the everyday world of human society, where the roles we adopt 
are often taken seriously:  
 

before work 
the Easter Bunny 
  pacing  

 
Here is a man superficially transformed into the Easter Bunny. (Most likely a man, though 
women sometimes pace, too) Why is he pacing? What is his pacing an expression of? Is this 
Easter Bunny rehearsing his lines? Or is he impatient, anxious, worried or angry? What at first 
seems comical – someone in an Easter Bunny suit pacing, not yet behaving in character with the 
assumed identity – deepens into curiosity about this fellow human being. Who is he, beneath his 
costume? And so we have arrived home. We are returned to a complex, resurrected world of 
people, horses, tadpoles, insects and all the manifestations and activities of spring in rural New 
Jersey, including the mischievous blowing of dandelion seeds onto the property of a fussy 
neighbour. “Home”, it has been said by the author of ‘Four Quartets’, “is where one starts from.”  
 
Rather than take haiku that I find particularly interesting from the four sections of Mostly Water 
to indicate the variety offered over the 120 haiku included in this book, I’ve focused on the first 
few haiku in the first section to demonstrate the depths of allusions that may be found beneath 
the surface of Tarquinio’s haiku. One of the strengths of Mostly Water is that great care has been 
taken with the craft of sequencing, so that resonance can occur between haiku and across several 
haiku as well as within individual haiku.  
 
Variations of subject matter, mood and tone occur throughout the book. Motifs come and go, 
often to return in a different form. Allusions to other haiku poets’ work, from Basho and Issa to 
Jim Kacian, appear now and then in the flow, for instance, from the autumn section:  
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in a world of dew 
men kneeling 
among the cabbages  

 
Tarquinio gives Issa’s familiar “world of dew” the weight of the literal without losing the 
metaphorical sense of “only a world of dew”: the transience of all things. These men could be 
farm labourers anywhere in the real world. The image of men’s heads bending so close to the 
dew-laden cabbage heads (that are quite likely being cut off for market) is disquieting , returning 
us to the gist of Issa’s plaintive cry from the heart, “and yet . . .”.  
 
The haiku which lends its resonant third line to the book’s title appears in the fourth section:  
 

the frozen lake 
      I too 
          am mostly water  

 
Our physical bodies are, when it comes down to it, mostly water. But beyond that fact, here by 
the frozen lake we might be reminded of the water cycle: that water is always in movement and 
is always changing states, from snow and ice to liquid to vapour and around the cycle again and 
again. It’s always in transition, taking the forms of rivers and little streams, dew and rain, fog 
and mist, ice and snow, freezing, melting, vapourising, condensing, falling down to earth, 
soaking into, flowing . . . The poet acknowledges, beside the frozen lake, his own cycles and 
transitions by the implied analogy.  
 
There is nothing overwrought, excessive or posturing in Mostly Water. Tarquinio writes haiku & 
senryu skilfully with an admirable light touch, demonstrating his understanding of Basho’s 
aesthetic of karumi: “A good poem is one in which the form of the verse and the joining of its 
parts seem light as a shallow river flowing over its sandy bed.”2 Basho is talking about craft, 
here, not content. The depths and layers of meaning in Tarquinio’s haiku are quietly and lightly 
suggested, implied, alluded to. Often they’re at an oblique angle, the angle of refraction. We’re 
invited, as readers, to look deeper and find them for ourselves.  
 
After reading through Mostly Water, it comes as no surprise to learn that Rick Tarquinio is also a 
musician and composer, one well-practised in the art of listening, who includes ambient sounds 
in his compositions and who understands resonance in a way that transfers to his haiku. 
Switching from the Mostly Water page on his website via the ‘music’ link at the top of the page 
will allow you to sample some of Tarquinio’s music online.  
 
  

https://ricktarquinio.bandcamp.com/merch/mostly-water-haiku-and-senryu
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Admirers of Rick Tarquinio’s haiku will be pleased to know that with the publication of Mostly 
Water he’s back in the centre of the EL haiku universe. Many will enjoy for the first time reading 
Tarquinio’s haiku in sequence, which allows further potentials to open than is possible for a 
haiku read in isolation. Those who are new to his haiku have some delightful discoveries to look 
forward to and learn from.  
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