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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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Renku News – Guest Editor for AHG 5.2, Kala Ramesh  

 

Due to unforeseen circumstances, William Sorlien is not available to receive renku submissions 
for AHG 5.2, the March 2016 issue. Kala Ramesh has kindly agreed to be our Guest Renku 
Editor for this forthcoming issue. Send your renku submissions to this address: 
haikugourds@gmail.com with ‘Renku Submission’ in the title bar. I will forward all renku 
submissions to Kala. If you have already sent a renku submission to William Sorlien for the 
March issue, please send it again to the haikugourds email address above. Please note that all 
renku submissions for the March 2015 issue must be received by the deadline of December 15th, 
2015 to be eligible for selection.  

 

Haiga News – New Haiga Editor, Sandi Pray 

 

With this issue we say farewell to Aubrie Cox and welcome to Sandi Pray, our new Haiga 
Editor. Aubrie has been haiga editor for A Hundred Gourds from our sixth issue in March 2013 
to this, our current and seventeenth issue in December 2015. The AHG team wishes Aubrie all 
the best in her future endeavours. 
 
Aubrie writes: “I want to thank you for your submissions over the last three years. It's been a 
privilege and I've learned so much about haiga and myself in reviewing your work. I'm stepping 
down from the haiga editor position a much more competent and articulate artist, writer and 
editor. It was not an easy decision to leave, but it's time for me to move on to other things.”  
 
We are very fortunate to have Sandi, who is an accomplished haiga artist and has previously 
been a media teacher, on the AHG team as Haiga Editor. Please see our Editors’ Page for Sandi’s 
bio and our submissions page for Sandi’s guidelines for haiga submissions for the March 2016 
issue of A Hundred Gourds onwards. The AHG email address to send your haiga submissions to 
remains the same as it always has been. The deadline for the March 2016 issue of A Hundred 
Gourds is December 15th, 2015. 

 

— Lorin Ford, Managing Editor 
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In Memoriam  
 

 
 

H. Gene Murtha October 19, 1955 – October 9, 2015  
 
 
 
Quiet Pond: In Memory of H. Gene Murtha  
 
brushing off sand 
I walk what's left of 
the pine dunes 
my time here passes by  
like the birds overhead  
 
From the early days of his passion for haiku and related genres, H. Gene Murtha wrote with 
credibility and soul-baring honesty. His consistently successful haiku demonstrated Gene’s 
intuitive ability to bring readers into his experience with realistic, vivid imagery. His acute 
awareness of the natural world surrounding humankind—and the simultaneous awareness of his 
vulnerabilities—drove Gene’s poetry.  
 
Gene was a man of the earth, with a deeply felt kinship to its creatures. To be outdoors, to 
observe and experience nature’s ways were vital to him. He drove a pickup truck over hard dirt 
roads, walked ancient trails, and made his own paths. Gene was also content to simply sit and 
watch ducks diving, the slow movements of an egret, the circles on a pond.  
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morning sun — 
fish scales glisten 
in the otter scat  
 
pond shimmer 
there not there 
grebes  
 
hooded merganser  
I hold my breath 
between each dive  
 
In his haibun, “Directions,” which he wrote long before his passing, Gene draws us into a 
woodland setting and charges the reader with returning his remains to the earth. As can be seen 
with this excerpt, while the work is not dark, it is poignant:  
 
You will find ribbons of clay and sand. Mix them together with the shovel to create loam. Add 
the ashes from the velvet bag . . . this will improve the soil too. If you feel inclined to say 
something over my remains, then, that is fine, but it is not important, since you have done 
enough.  
 
It will be spring soon. Already, you can hear the chickadees.  
 
recycle day 
a washed out worm 
in the rain puddle  
 
Gene was the tanka editor for the on-line journal Notes from the Gean for nine quarterly issues 
and for the first issue of A Hundred Gourds. He sponsored and judged the first haiku contest for 
the inner city children of Camden, New Jersey, for The Nick Virgilio Haiku Association (the 
Virgilio Group), of which he was a lifetime member. His written work, enriching our literature 
and our understanding of the human connection to nature, also appears in these prestigious haiku 
volumes: A New Resonance 6: Emerging Voices in English-Language Haiku (Red Moon Press, 
2009); Haiku in English: The First Hundred Years [edited by Jim Kacian, Philip Rowland, and 
Allan Burns] (W.W. Norton and Company, 2013); and Nest Feathers: Selected Haiku from the 
First 15 Years of The Heron’s Nest (The Heron’s Nest Press, 2015). Whether read in a paper 
journal, on-line, or in a hardbound book, the immediacy of Gene’s haiku never fades.  
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gnats swarm up  
my raised arm 
twilight haze  
 
shooting star — 
father’s ring 
slips off my finger  
spring mist—  
a mallard paddles 
through our stillborn's ashes  
 
Reflecting certain events in his life that had a profound and lasting effect on Gene, a thread of 
sadness weaves through his poetry; yet I’m sure he drew comfort and insight from his bond with 
nature. Anyone who has read Gene’s body of work will already know that the weight of his 
understanding often found grace in the shape of haiku.  
 
fishing 
where my brother stood — 
twilight chill  
 
spring — 
the pause before 
she pulls a sapling  
if I could 
start all over . . .  
pink lady slipper  
 
morning dew 
I trace my son’s 
lifeline  
 
In a note to me, Gene spoke of his great love for his teenage son. It happens that “first light,” 
which he wrote for his son, is my favorite of Gene’s haiku, needing only ten words to plumb the 
depths of a father’s heart:  
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first light 
I pretend to shave 
my son’s lathered face  

- for Derek Michael  
 
 
Friendships within the haiku community frequently begin through email, as did mine with Gene 
Murtha. We began corresponding in 2002, and for thirteen years I was privileged to be Gene’s 
editor for The Heron’s Nest. Although we never met in person, I can imagine how we might 
have. It may have been at a poetry gathering. On a crisp autumn evening, he could have pointed 
out this star, or that, telling me the names I didn’t know. If in summer, surely we would have sat 
on the grassy bank of a quiet pond, watching bees heavy with pollen trading places in the lilies, 
and listened to wood ducks foraging in the reeds.  

- Ferris Gilli, October 2015  
 

 
 
Note:  
 
Gene Murtha’s haiku, haibun and tanka are published in A Hundred Gourds with the permission of the copyright 
holder, Linda Murtha. Gene Murtha’s photo, copyright held by Rachel Rodgers, is published in A Hundred Gourds 
with her permission.  
 
Credits:  
 
- “brushing off sand”: Biding Time by H. Gene Murtha; Calameo  
- “morning sun”: The Heron’s Nest Volume V, No. 6: June 2003.  
- “pond shimmer”: The Heron’s Nest Volume XIV, No. 2: June 2012.  
- “hooded merganser”: The Heron’s Nest Volume XVI, No. 2: June 2014.  
- “Directions”: Contemporary Haibun Online Volume 4, No. 2: June 2008.  
- “gnats swarm up”: Biding Time by H. Gene Murtha; Calameo.  
- “shooting star”: The Heron’s Nest Volume V, No. 11: November 2003.  
- “spring mist”: The Heron’s Nest Volume IV, No. 11: November 2002.  
- “fishing”: The Heron’s Nest Volume VIII, No. 3: September 2006.  
- “spring”: The Heron’s Nest Volume X, No. 2: June 2008.  
- “if I could”: The Heron’s Nest Volume XV, No. 3: September 2013.  
- “morning dew”: The Heron’s Nest Volume VII, No. 1: March 2005.  
- “first light”: The Heron’s Nest Volume V, No. 5: May 2003.  
 

 
  

http://en.calameo.com/read/001095372e69cc4bf1152
http://en.calameo.com/read/001095372e69cc4bf1152
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Haiku and Music: A Morganatic Marriage? 
 

by Charles Trumbull 

 
 
NOTE: This essay has was presented at a quarterly meeting of the Haiku Society of America in 
Minneapolis 25 June 2005, and again at Haiku North America—2005, Port Townsend, Wash. 
The text has been updated, with web and YouTube links added, 22 March 2008 and 14 August 
2015. 
 
 
 
Setting poetry to music has been a pastime probably since the invention of both. In fact, the 
border between poetry and song is blurred, and has long been so. Singer/songwriters flourish in 
our times: for example, Leonard Cohen, Bob Dylan, Tom T. Hall, the rappers, the German 
Liedermacher, the Soviet-era political bards; Edith Piaf and Jacques Brel.... Classical composers 
have always set text by poets to music—not to mention the relationship between librettists and 
opera composers.  
 
In this essay I review the many attempts that have been made to set haiku to music, or present 
haiku with music, and give my opinions as to which approaches work to the benefit of the haiku, 
the music, or—in a perfect world—both. The text is augmented with hyperlinks to audio clips, 
audio files in the Web, and YouTube performances. In the latter case, the forbearance of the 
reader/listener is begged. It sometimes takes 10–15 seconds for the YouTube clip to load. Feel 
free to click past the usual introductory commercial messages and ignore the video, which in my 
opinion only muddies the listening experience. You may also have to manually stop each 
YouTube clip before you start another.  
 
First let’s listen to a sterling example of poetry set to music with our ears attuned especially to 
the question of the relationship of the text and the music. This is a poem “Wohin?” (“Whither”) 
by Wilhelm Müller from the cycle Die Schöne Müllerin set by Franz Schubert, and sung by 
Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau. The young man is falling for the mill-girl. The rushing of the brook 
parallels the agitation of his mind. Listen how the brilliant accompanist Gerald Moore captures 
the young man’s turmoil:  
 
 

Schubert, “Wohin?” (2:11)1 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ih3Q-wmsWy8
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This performance, to me, is a total artistic and literary success. I can hear the words of the poem, 
the music and interpretation reinforce and enhance the poet’s work, and the whole becomes 
much greater than the sum of its parts.  
 
Can the same thing be done with haiku and music? I would dare say that it has not been done yet. 
Is there anything about haiku that makes it different from Müller’s poem and makes it somehow 
less fit to be set to music?  
 
In the notes to Die schöne Müllerin, Fischer-Dieskau is quoted about the importance of finding a 
balance in each performance between the text, articulation, and melody. He recognizes that the 
text and the music are two entirely different things and that often it will be the case that they 
seem to present contradictory truths. “What is necessary to the music is, of its nature, guilty of 
impeding the poetry—which is itself equally necessary. Yet the confrontation is impossible 
unless the two are on equal footing, on level ground, otherwise it cannot even begin.”2 I believe 
it is especially difficult to preserve this balance when setting a haiku to music. I also think that 
most composers who have combined haiku with music, for one or another reason, have simply 
seen fit to ignore balance.  
 
I keep coming back to the question, “What does the haiku gain by being set to music?” Many of 
the truths about haiku that we have all been ingrained with seem to work against trying to 
“improve” them with music.  
 
By nature, haiku are incomplete, leaving the reader/hearer to fill in the missing parts from his/her 
own experience; do we really want a musician to fill in those missing parts, presenting us then, 
presumably, with some sort of a completed whole?  
 
In a sense, musical notes are the equivalent of syllables. Haiku are typically seventeen syllables 
in length or shorter. Can the essence of haiku can be maintained in poems that are significantly 
longer than that, whether counting in words or musical notes?  
 
Haiku rely upon brevity. As haiku poets we ruthlessly root out any lengthening of the haiku 
moment through words—so should any protraction through unnecessary musical notes. If haiku 
is a breath-length poem, perhaps we could impose a limit that any musical haiku setting may not 
be longer than the breath-length of a medium-sized oboist!  
 
Haiku are suggestive and allusive. A musical accompaniment could be that way too, but it would 
most likely interfere. Much musical haiku seem to be attempts at gilding the lily. Because of the 
sufficiency of the haiku itself, as complete and balanced compositions haiku settings seem  
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doomed to failure. It is my contention that, in nearly all cases, a haiku gains nothing from 
musical treatment. Net artistic gain, if any, has always been on the side of the music. The best we 
can hope for, I’m afraid, is that a haiku might survive being set to music.  
 
So how is our precious haiku treated by contemporary classical composers? This question was 
the topic of an interesting meeting of the British Haiku Society in 2004 led by Colin Blundell, 
who is a composer as well as a haiku poet. He wrote in the newsletter of the British Haiku 
Society:  
 

[I asked if BHS was likely to have a view] about the kind of musical accompaniment that might 
best be associated with haiku. … [S]even years ago I asked the question which of the “classical” 
composers I knew might be suitable models for haiku music—I came up with Webern: short 
utterances, a feeling of spontaneity, free from conventional associations, requires one just to listen 
putting aside preconceptions about what you think music is, absence of thought-out meaning & 
pattern. Just like haiku!3  

 
About his Six Bagatelles for String Quartet from 1913, Webern wrote, “One has to realize what 
restraint is needed to express oneself with such brevity.”4 Clearly, his compositional method (and 
his angst) was the same as that of the haiku poet! For fun, before we get down to business and 
look at haiku and music, let’s give a listen to some Webern—the third of his Five Pieces for 
String Quartet of 1909. This is the complete movement; it is marked “very turbulent.”  

 
 

Webern, Fünf Sätze (0:41)5 

 
 
With that introduction, let’s look at some haiku and music. In preparing this essay, I stumbled 
around trying to find a scheme by which to organize an analysis of haiku and music and prove 
my point, which is essentially that setting haiku to music should not be undertaken. One way, I 
found, would be to look at placement of the haiku and the music, for example: a single haiku, 
sung haiku, haiku followed by music; haiku interrupting the music, and so forth.  
 
 
Another approach would be to judge how well a musical composition that refers to haiku 
embraces haiku characteristics, aesthetics, and poetics such as brevity (can a five-minute-long 
composition really be considered a “haiku”?) or juxtaposition or internal comparison. Yet 
another approach would be to look at various genres of music and the way they treat haiku.  
 
 
Composers of all styles of music—classical, jazz, pop—seem attracted to haiku, as we’ll hear in  
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=shrpLgoUIjQ
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a minute. The most serious, however, seem to be the composers of classical music. Thousands of 
haiku music pieces have been written, and it sometimes seems that every young composer feels 
the need to add a composition like “Haiku for Flute” to his résumé! Jazz, pop, and world music 
writers often seem to be attracted to the word “haiku” simply as a short and exotic name for a 
new piece rather than showing any serious attempt at understanding or interpreting the haiku 
genre.  
 
I finally decided the most productive approach would be to structure my comments as to 
instrumentation. What voices or instruments does the composer use to write his musical haiku? 
This may be most fruitfully analyzed in terms of number and quality of voices in each piece. By 
“voice” here, we mean not necessarily a human voice, but a musical voice. Let’s start by looking 
at haiku written for one musical instrument, but not the human voice.  
 
Nonvocal or nonverbal “haiku” has been one of the more successful ways of combining music 
with haiku. We’re talking about a piece of music that has no sung or spoken text, just musical 
instruments, but is called “haiku.” Obviously, if there is no text to worry about, the words will 
not get in the way of the notes and vice versa. Never did I find an “implied text”—that is, no 
composer I know about has written a piece called “Old Pond” that is completely instrumental. 
The composers of instrumental haiku music did not have any specific haiku text in mind but 
rather were “writing their own haiku” using musical notes rather than syllables. This is fine, but 
it begs the issue, in what way is a given composition a “haiku” rather than, say an “impromptu” 
or a “bagatelle?” By what right indeed should it be called a haiku at all?  
 
Let’s listen to two compositions for single instruments or two like instruments. First is John 
Cage’s 1952 Seven Haiku for Piano. The program notes from the CD observe, “The Seven Haiku 
are hard to hear as anything but a fragmentary single piece, since there are silences within 
sections as well as between them.”  

 
 

 Cage, Seven Haiku (2:06)6 
 
 
To my mind, this is the best “musical haiku” that we’ll hear today. Cage is an especially 
important figure in the history of musical treatments of haiku. He studied Zen Buddhism and 
incorporated much of the Zen aesthetic in his works in the use of space and time. Another 
composer, Australian Peter Sculthorpe, approaches his compositions like Cage did: his Night 
Pieces for solo piano (1971; five short sections titled “Snow,” “Moon,” “Flowers,” “Night” and  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hn6aQDFJabk
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“Stars”) is supposedly based on haiku concepts from Shiki although no texts are spoken or sung. 
 
 

Sculthorpe, “Snow, Moon, and Flowers” 7(3:59)  
 
 
Since about the middle of the 20th century there has been a current in Western music to 
understand and incorporate Oriental and other non-Western genres. A concert was held in 
Burgundy, France, in November 2002 that was dedicated to Japanese-Western interaction in 
music. A Cage piece was played there, and a reviewer noted that in it “nothing sounds Japanese 
but the philosophical idea behind the piece is Japanese.”8 In fact, this interaction of Oriental 
poetry and music seems of more interest to Westerners than to Japanese. It is a little reminiscent 
of the Beat poets and their fascination with Zen and Oriental culture. Toru Takemitsu, the 
Japanese composer who has enjoyed the greatest success in the West, for example, did not write 
on overtly Japanese themes, much less on haiku.  
 
More recently, however, one Japanese American composer has written music on or about haiku. 
In 2002 Paul Chihara wrote Butterflies, a set of seven haiku, which was premiered at that French 
concert. Five years earlier Chihara had composed “Haiku for Two Flutes,” about which he wrote:  
 

Haiku for Two Flutes are musical love poems, both expressive and gentle, originally composed in 
1997 for two UCLA students for their senior recitals. The first Haiku is Japanese (like a woodcut, 
or perhaps a tiny lyric poem), the flutes suggesting the ancient Shaku-hachi. The second is 
distinctly American: song-like, lively, almost ragtime. 

 
This is the first of Chihara’s two “Haiku for Two Flutes,” marked Più lento, Andante: 
 

Paul Chihara. “Haiku for Two Flutes” (2:27)9 
 
 
 
 
 
Again, no text is present or implied. Although the question occurs to me, “in what way is this 
music a haiku?”—as it did not while listening to Cage’s piece—I feel Chihara’s setting is also 
quite successful. The composer clarified his intentions in an e-mail message: “I use the title 
Haiku to suggest a tiny lyric (poetic) musical utterance, not unlike the title Poeme in the French 
Impressionistic era (as in the Poeme for Violin and Orchestra by Ernest Chausson).”10 It is likely 
that this conception of the title “haiku” is shared by other composers.  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1lF8JwRCo_w
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Simplicity and understatement are haiku virtues that too many composers forget or ignore. In 
general, the larger the musical ensemble, the less haiku-like the piece sounds. Take, for example, 
the following excerpt from Five Haiku for Flute and Strings (Lo-Shu IV) by Hans Zender.  

Zender is one of many composers who has been entranced by Orientalism and the numerology of 
the haiku form and uses it as a frame on which to hang his musical impressions of haiku. The 
album notes to this recording inform us:  

Five Haiku for Flute and Strings (Lo-Shu IV), composed by Zender at the beginning of 1982, was 
premiered at the Music in the Twentieth Century Festival on May 20 of the same year. During the 
1970s and 1980s Zender wrote a series of pieces bearing the title Lo-Shu, the ancient Chinese 
designation for a square divided into nine parts. The ideas behind the Five Haiku, so [writes] the 
composer himself, was his “quest for the further abbreviation of his language. The seventeen 
syllables of the haiku correspond to the seventeen large measures of a musical moment. Each of 
these measures is an autonomous musical unit in the sense of tempo and harmony, comparable to 
the phrases of our classical music (it lasts between six and about twelve seconds). The division 5–
7–5 of the haiku is made clear by two long rests. The measures themselves are not joined together 
in the sense of a developmental form but bear their center in themselves, so that their ordering 
follows on the basis of associative criteria.”11  

I’m afraid this explanation sounds like complete mumbo-jumbo to me—intellectualization of a 
baleful sort. But let’s listen to some samples of the music:   

NOTE: (11/11/2021) Link brings you to Tidal.com) 

Zender, "Fünf Haiku (Lo Shu IV)" (30-second excerpts from each of the 5 “haiku”) 12 

Zender had no specific haiku text in mind. His composition counterpoises a solo voice (the flute) 
with the strings, which act as percussion as well.  

Olivier Messiaen’s Sept haïkaï, takes full advantage of a large, colorful ensemble comprising all 
manner of horns and percussion (especially bells and gongs), 8 violins, xylophone, marimba, and 
piano. He does not propose any musicological hocus-pocus to tie his composition to haiku. 
Rather Messiaen’s work stakes out its kinship to haikai owing to its sonority and mood. The 
album notes say, “This work was written in 1962 following a trip to Japan. It does not consist of 
poems: the title “Haïkaï” indicates only that the seven pieces are short, like the Japanese poems 
of the same name.…” 

http://listen.tidal.com/album/19986523
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Messiaen, Sept haïkaï  (19:58)13 

Much more haiku music has been written that includes the human voice rather than instruments 
alone. This can be a human voice by itself, or a haiku that is spoken or sung, to which varying 
amounts of music have been added. Let’s listen to a series of compositions that use both voice 
and musical sound in various qualities and degrees.  

This could be a straight reading—with no music other than that of the haiku itself. 

It could be a “punctuated” reading. For example, at his haiku readings, Chicago-area poet 
Charlie Rossiter sometimes rings a chime between haiku, an effective device to clear the 
listeners’ minds from one haiku to the next as well as providing a suitably exotic, “Japanesy” 
atmosphere. Here are three of Charlie’s haiku with his kind of aural punctuation: 

Three haiku by Charlie Rossiter (0:45)14 

valentine’s card 
from an old lover— 
icicles drip from the eaves [chime] 

silent moon-filled night,  
a thousand sand grains move 
to make this footprint  [chime] 

cheap motel— 
keeping the beat 
to the tune next door [chime] 

Sometimes we’ll have a case where the haiku is read normally, then it is followed by a musical 
composition of some sort. To a truly “haiku-centric” person like myself this might be considered 
an example of “exaggerated punctuation.” A more accommodating haiku poet might say the  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bnMcor5Cyeo
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haiku and the music are “juxtaposed.” The musician will tell you it is a “musical setting.” 
 
Here is a case of a composition by an American composer in which the haiku is first read in 
Japanese then followed by a composition for string quartet. Perhaps you have heard this piece 
before: it was performed by the composer before haiku groups on at least two occasions in 
Boston. The work is T. Allen LeVines’s Travel Journal, Books I–III (Settings of Haiku Poetry by 
Matsuo Bashō) . The album notes explain the composer’s highly complex scheme for the work. 
They read in part as follows:  
 

The plan of the composition, unusual for a string quartet, resembles that of the Preludes by 
Chopin or Debussy rather than that of traditional chamber music works. Travel Journal reflects 
the composer’s interest in the writings of Matsuo Bashō.  
 
Of LeVines’ compositions which are indebted to Bashō, Travel Journal is perhaps his most 
ambitious work to date. Its aesthetic is complex, having many literary, musical and historical 
associations. Each of the miniatures in the work is a response to a particular piece of western 
classical music. Finally the dates and places chosen as titles are attached the events in the lives of 
composers whose music attracted LeVines’ attention while writing this work.  
 
For example, the first piece invokes the following of Bashō’s haiku:  

 
Last night of the month: no moon 
Thousand year old cedars  
Besieged by a storm  

 
On another level, the above piece alludes to a sonata by Beethoven. Lastly, the sub-heading given 
to this movement is “March 26, Vienna” the date and place of Beethoven’s death. 

 
Instead of this haiku, however, let’s listen to the setting of Bashō’s most famous haiku. LeVines 
uses Makoto Ueda’s translation:  
 
The mossy pond 
A frog leaps in— 
Splash  
 
The subhead for Section 4 is “April 6, New York.” 
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LeVines, Travel Journal (1:47)15  
 
 
 
 
 
A musical cryptogram of this kind is not especially kind or forgiving to the haiku; it may seem 
overly intellectual and subjective. The text is read in Japanese, a language most listeners will not 
understand, so rather than using it as an active, integral element of the composition, the text 
becomes almost vocalised—the classical equivalent of scat singing. It seems to me that the music 
relates only in a very indirect way to the haiku and is, presumably, more about an unnamed 
Western composer who at some time caught LeVines’s fancy.  
 
The composer explained his ideas in a recent message:  
 
 

For me, the set of pieces in Travel Journal are miniature tone poems, rather than cryptograms. 
While the poem is read in Bashō's original Japanese on the recording, the text is given in the liner 
notes, so the sense or meaning is not hidden from the listener. In concert, readings are seldom 
included, and the set of miniatures is usually performed straight through. The text, however, is 
always printed in concert programs, in both Japanese and English (or German or ...), giving 
audiences access to Bashō's poetry. My own preference is the Japanese, knowing that it is not only 
Bashō's original words but his choices of sounds. As a composer, I am at least as interested in 
sound in poetry as sense.  
 
The titles for Travel Journal's movements do relate to “an unnamed Western composer who at 
some time caught” my fancy. “April 6, New York” was the day and place of Igor Stravinsky’s 
death, and my writing pays homage to the opening of his Rite of Spring. However, for me, the 
resulting music relates more to Bashō's imagery and atmosphere than to Stravinsky. The opening 
murmurings invoke the stillness of the pond, its ancient shore and trees, and the as yet unnamed 
frog. The tutti pizzicato signals the frog’s sudden leap from the bank into the water. The 
undulating final chords reflect the rings on the water's surface rippling outward following the 
frog’s entry. 

 
LeVines’s basic idea is not bad, however: read a haiku and have a musical response. Here’s an 
example of this pattern that I think works especially well. This is the famous recording of Jack 
Kerouac reading his haiku with a response to each, presumably improvised, by jazz saxophonists 
Zoot Sims and Al Cohn.  
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Kerouac, “American Haikus” (9:38)16 

 
 
The pleasure of this recording is its simplicity and openness, and the spontaneity of the 
performers. It’s all right out there in the open—none of this knotted, clotted, mind-bending 
academicism. I find it a joyful experience to listen to this CD and smile every time I do so. 
Notice, however, how as you listen your concentration is jerked back and forth between the 
reader and the saxophone player. You have to refocus each time, even though the stimulus in 
both cases is aural. The way that the text and the music are each clamoring for your attention is 
one basic contradiction in having music and haiku text in the same time and space—a problem 
that only a few composers come to terms with.  
 
Here is another example of a successful pairing of one voice and one instrument: the voice of 
Anna Howard reading a well-known Bashō haiku in a translation by R. H. Blyth, and an 
interpretation written and played by British guitarist Gilbert Biberian.  
 
   The first snow,  
Just enough to bend 
   The leaves of the daffodils.  
 
 

Biberian, “Six Haiku” (1:35)17  
 
 
 
 
 
The keys to this recording’s success are again brevity, simplicity, and clarity—i.e., core haiku 
values. It may be of interest too that Biberian is a devotee of Webern.  
 
Similarly successful, I think, is German composer Ursula Mamlok’s 1967 Haiku Settings for 
soprano and flute. The voices of the singer and the flute are interwoven. The text, a haiku by 
Ransetsu taken from Peter Beilenson and Harry Behn’s Haiku Harvest (1962), is often indistinct 
as the voice is used more for Klangfarbe (instrumental-tonal color) rather than clarity of content. 
Still, the piece is brief and the flautist does not audibly fight with the soprano.  
 
A leaf is falling … 
Alas alas another and another 
Falls  
  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xJdxJ5llh5A
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Mamlok, “Haiku Settings III: A leaf is falling” (1:09)18  

 
 
Returning to our consideration of styles of vocalizing haiku, we can move quickly past a couple 
of them. One is dramatic reading. Haiku are not dramatic poems, and they would not seem to 
lend themselves very well to dramatic reading, except in special cases. One of these might be 
Sprechgesang or Japanese-style reading. Sprechgesang is a kind of tonal chanting used notably 
by Arnold Schoenberg in some of his operas. The one occasion at which I tried to combine music 
with haiku was at the Haiku and Music conference at the University of Alabama, Huntsville, in 
March 1997. In setting my haiku. I combined Sprechgesang with squeaky violin accompaniment 
similar to the terrifying music in the shower scene of the Hitchcock film Psycho. Please imagine 
a background score like this “screech—screech—screech …” over which you hear my haiku:  
 
in his garden 
my neighbor has hung mirrors— 
this August heat  
 
Returning to our consideration of styles of vocalizing haiku, we can move quickly past a couple 
of them. One is dramatic reading. Haiku are not dramatic poems, and they would not seem to 
lend themselves very well to dramatic reading, except in special cases. One of these might be 
Sprechgesang or Japanese-style reading. Sprechgesang is a kind of tonal chanting used notably 
by Arnold Schoenberg in some of his operas. The one occasion at which I tried to combine music 
with haiku was at the Haiku and Music conference at the University of Alabama, Huntsville, in 
March 1997. In setting my haiku. I combined Sprechgesang with squeaky violin accompaniment 
similar to the terrifying music in the shower scene of the Hitchcock film Psycho. Please imagine 
a background score like this “screech—screech—screech …” over which you hear my haiku:  
 
in his garden 
my neighbor has hung mirrors— 
this August heat  
 
The stylized Japanese style of reciting haiku is similar to Sprechgesang. Listen to this example 
from the famous Alan Watts radio broadcast of 1959. Watts reads classic Japanese haiku in 
English, Sumire Jacobs recites the verse in Japanese, and her husband Henry Jacobs punctuates it 
all with exotic percussion sounds.  
 
The stars on the pond;  
Again the winter shower 
Ruffles the water.  
  

http://www.boosey.com/cr/sample_detail/Haiku-Settings-1967/100097
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Watts, “Winter” 19 

 
 
 
 
 
I have not encountered it in my research, but I suppose it would be possible simply to sing a 
haiku, that is, straight-out melody, without any fancy embellishment. It would be a rare 
composer, however, who would be able to resist the temptation to apply compositional devices to 
the text as well as the music. These devices would include most likely repetition and 
fragmentation. These are, I’m afraid, anathema for the poor haiku. What could be more 
disappointing than this: after the haiku poet has done his darnedest to squeeze out all excess text 
from his creation, some music person decides to repeat a word or a line, or gives the same text 
for different voices to sing at different times, for example in a fugue:  
 

old pond … OLD POND … o-l-d p-o-n-d … OLD POOND 
 
and so forth.  
 
Likewise, the composers’ practice of chopping up words or phrases and tossing them back 
together like corned beef hash does no favors for a haiku. Imagine the “old pond” haiku 
vocalized like this  
 

n. n. n-n. n-n-n-nd! o-o-o-o-o. olllllll. PO! PO! no po. no po. … 
 
 
It is sad, for example, that Mark Winges, one of the composers who seems to know the most 
about haiku and who even appreciates American haiku, chooses to obliterate them in his work. 
He has written three sets of Haiku Settings on texts by top-flight North American haiku poets, 
including John Wills, Chuck Brickley, O Southard, Eric Amann, and, mostly, Marlene Mountain. 
In a minute we’ll listen to Winges’s setting of two of Marlene’s haiku, but first let’s try to 
understand the kind of things that Winges is doing with (or to) the text. He writes,  
 

The Haiku used in Haiku Settings cover a broad range, from the traditional 3-line, 17 syllable 
single moment/image poem, to the “heightened” individual words of Marlene Mountain. All of the 
texts are minimal, however, both in their use of few words to achieve their effect, and in their 
presentation: text surrounded by a lot of blank space on the page.  
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So far, so good. But hang on.  
 

I have tried to carry over these elements in the music: melodic phrases tend to be brief, musical 
material is set off by silence, and texts of the Haiku emerge from purely vocal sounds. A key 
example of the latter is the way each movement begins: sustained vowel sounds (“o”, “a”, etc.) 
alternate with silence, and the text (“in the woods / in her old voice”) gradually emerges. Another 
element is the use of Haiku patterns in the music, specifically the 5–7–5 pattern (the syllabic 
division of the traditional 3-line Haiku), and the use of 17 as a “unit”. This element is like the 
scaffolding for a building-—not visible, but a necessary part all the same.  
 
Finally, though, it is the progression of the texts and the musical narrative that create the piece. 
Whether the most significant component of Haiku Settings is the interaction between sound and 
meaning, their parallel movement in time or simply the beautiful sounds of the human voice is for 
each listener to decide. Perhaps “all of the above”? 20  

 
A concert reviewer provides additional information:  
 

Mark Winges’s Haiku Settings was delicate, beautiful, and modernist. The piece treated several 
American haiku. Each section opened with the vowel sounds of the following haiku; the 
consonants were added and the words emerged, much in the way that a printed haiku emerges 
from the blankness of a printed page. Many contemporary choral techniques were employed in 
this piece, such as glissandi and the use of sibilants as sounds-in-themselves, but the piece did not 
come across as a mere catalog of effects. As much attention was paid to the sounds of words as 
was to their meaning. The piece hung together quite well, in part due to the use of a reference 
sonority (not a tonic, but a point of reference). This reference sonority was based on fourths and 
fifths derived from the 5–7–5 numerology of the haiku structure. 21  

 
OK, that’s what Winges and an admiring critic say it’s all about. The first two texts in Haiku 
Settings are Marlene Mountain’s haiku 
 
in 
the 
woods a  
sudden 
backlit 
leaf  
 
 
in her old voice the mountain  
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Winges, "Haiku Settings I" (4:34)22 
 
 
If you didn’t have the text in front of you, how many times would you have had to listen to this 
composition to get the haiku? Perhaps live performances could be augmented with surtitles.  
 
A rather more successful setting of a haiku for voice and instrumental ensemble is one of the 
movements of Frank Ferko’s Stabat Mater from 2000. This piece has the virtues that it is quite 
short, the text is discernable above the ensemble, and the music actually reinforces the mood of 
the haiku. Ferko’s text here is “Haiku for an East Asian Scholar,” the second section of “The 
Death Cycle Machine” by Charlotte Mayerson (1995):  
 
I didn’t teach you to ride 
A two-wheeled bike  
That summer 
So you could die.  
 
 

Ferko, "Stabat Mater" (0:37)23  
 
 
 
 
 
In his Haiku of Bashō, a piece for soprano and chamber orchestra, American composer Richard 
Wernick handles the haiku as roughly as Mark Winges has done. The album notes to this 
composition make it clear that the poetry of the haiku is being jettisoned from the outset, and the 
composer is working solely at the level of musical images:  
 

Haiku of Bashō is a setting of five haiku by and (in one instance) about Matsuo 
Bashō (1643–94), generally acknowledged to be the foremost writer of this form 
of Japanese verse.…  
 
Wernick writes that there are no programmatic connections between the haiku and the music, nor 
any word painting. The relationship of the music to the words is rather one of attitude—
attempting, through an economical and tightly woven means of abstract musical expression,—to 
create sound images similar to (or analogous to) the poetic images evoked by the haiku. The 
attitude is perhaps best summed up by Bashō’s own  

  

https://soundcloud.com/innovadotmu/mark-winges-haiku-settings-1
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admonition to his pupils” ‘Do not seek to follow in the footsteps of the men of old; seek what they 
sought.’  
 
The melodic and harmonic aspects of the score are derived from one tone row that appears 
throughout the piece in several forms. There is a departure from conventional 12-tone technique in 
that the rows are used only as the basis for harmonic and melodic materials that are then subjected 
to more or less standard procedures of development and variation. The improvisational qualities of 
the Haiku are partially achieved by the use of metrical modulation in which the conjunction and 
the superimposition of even and uneven metrical units generate continuous changes in the speed of 
the music. Apart from a few places where the speed may vary at the discretion of the conductor or 
one of the instrumentalists, the relationship of rhythm to speed is directed by the composer’s 
notation, and is intended to provide a feeling of freedom without the composer abdicating control 
of the music.  

 
 

Wernick, “Haiku of Bashō” (10:44)24  
 

 
Editor’s Note: The content of this piece is not available to me in Australia and may be restricted 
for some other world regions, too. If this is the case for you, you can use your computer's refresh 
option to get rid of the “unavailable” screen message. 
 
 
Nonsense about “sound images similar to (or analogous to) the poetic images evoked by the 
haiku” notwithstanding, Wernick’s treatment of the haiku of Bashō is exclusively musical (if not 
mathematical)—certainly not poetic. The texts, to my ear, do not survive the scholastic 
processing, and the results will predictably be of interest only to students of modern music.  
 
Let’s jump to music in a more popular vein for a moment. A recording by French Canadian 
world-music flutist Michel Dubeau (he has now added “Rakumon”— “Gate of Music” in 
Japanese—to his name) integrates the text of haiku into multi-instrumental music, sometimes in 
surprising or amusing ways. In this cut he riffs on Chiyo-ni’s “dragonfly-catcher” haiku, using 
Daniel Buchanan’s translation:  
 
dragonfly catcher,  
how far have you gone today 
in your wanderings?  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p_bMngpmATM
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Dubeau, “Dragonfly Catcher” (5:20)25 

 
 
 
 
 
Listen also to this cut, in which Dubeau weaves together the Beatles song “Blackbird” with 
Bashō’s  
 
On a leafless branch 
A lonely crow has perched 
Silent autumn dusk  
 
 

Dubeau, “Blackbird” (5:17) 26 
 
 
 
 
 
Now we come to the full treatment of a haiku text but with compositional artillery the equal of 
Zender or Messiaen. In Vincent Persichetti’s 1964 composition Winter Cantata (Cantata No. 2), 
texts from Harold Stewart’s A Net of Fireflies are assigned to a whole women’s chorus with the 
accompaniment of flute and marimba. Persichetti uses common choral-writing devices of  
repetition and some fragmentation, and the aggregate results are, unfortunately, extremely 
difficult to understand. The haiku, again, are all but completely lost, sacrificed to colorful choral 
writing and the exotic flute and percussion sound. Music, maybe—even good music—but not 
poetry. To be honest, it is not certain that understanding the text would convey significant benefit 
to the haiku-lover. Persichetti (1915–1987), one of the best-known American composers of the 
20th century, wrote a second composition to Stewart’s translations called A Net of Fireflies, Op. 
115 Cycle of 17 Songs for Voice and Piano (1970). Stewart’s translations are quirky and 
generally derided by haiku poets for their Westernized form (titled rhyming couplets of iambic 
pentameter) and aesthetics. One example will suffice; this is the fifth haiku in the Winter Cantata 
with Persichetti’s title “Gentlest Fall of Snow” (Stewart called it “Mono no Aware”):  
 
Ah! the first, the gentlest fall of snow:  
Enough to make the jonquil-leaves bend low.  
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Persichetti, Winter Cantata, II, V, and VI  (1:06) 27 "Haiku V" begins at timing 1:24.  
 
 
I find the music in the Persichetti very pleasing and easy to listen to. Not so, however, the 
version of sixteen haiku written by Nobel Prize–winning poet George Seferis by Sigmatropic, a 
Greek techno-pop group with soloists invited from the alternative rock music scene doing the 
readings. Sung by Mark Eitzel, the text of this sample cut from Seferis’s haiku—in case you 
can’t make it out—goes like this:  
 
How can you gather 
the thousand little pieces 
of each person?  
 
 

Sigmatropic, “Haiku 11” (2:11)28  
 
 
Michael Dylan Welch, reviewing this CD, wrote, “An all-star cast of guest indie musicians from 
Stereolab, Sonic Youth, and other groups sing the haiku in layers and repetitions, making even 
haiku poets hard-pressed to realize that the vocals are haiku.” 29  
 
A similar treatment of haiku (plus nonsense verse and other text) has been staged by Bang on a 
Can, a New-York based performance group. Their piece “Haiku Lingo” features words 
composed and spoken (in a comic Big Apple accent) by Shelley Hirsch to electronic and 
percussion music by David Weinstein. With some difficulty I found the text of one haiku, by 
Kyoroku in Blyth’s translation:  
 
Even to the saucepan 
Where potatoes are boiling,—  
A moonlit night.  
 
and this text, which I can’t identify:  
 
in the distance 
the voices of the exiles can be heard 
mingling with the cicadas  
 
among the clamor.  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V2tZBH-k2K0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LAyPnJaugmI
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Bang on a Can, Haiku Lingo (8:18)30  
 
 

We can conclude this review of the variations of musical settings that have been used for haiku 
with an example of sounds that have been electronically generated and manipulated and called 
haiku. This is Ryūichi Sakamoto’s “Haiku FM” from 1993.  

 
 

Sakamoto, “Haiku FM” (6:04)31 
 
 
All traces of any haiku that may have served as inspiration have been completely effaced, and 
again we are left with an earful of sound without any poetry. About as far from Bashō as you can 
get.  
 
From the musical examples we conclude that although many purely instrumental pieces are 
called “haiku,” only a few have much to do with the form or aesthetics of haiku. Rather, these 
seem to reflect the (usually uninformed) views of the composer as to what a haiku is, the 
musician’s aspiration to compose in an exotic or “world-music” idiom, or an application of some 
highly abstruse theoretical construct, often based on the magical number sequence 5–7–5. 
Examples of failures—from the standpoint of one haiku poet in any event—are legion. It seems 
to me that John Cage and a very few others, however, succeed in writing good music that 
actually adds something to the haiku—or at least adheres to haiku principles and aesthetics. 
 
But how about this? If we are correct in saying that when a haiku is set to music the music too 
often overwhelms the haiku, perhaps what we need to do is to turn the compositional process 
around. Maybe instead of writing music for a haiku, we need to write a haiku to accompany a 
piece of music. Now, there’s a radical concept: a musical piece set to haiku! I know of no case in 
which this has been done. This, it seems to me, would be analogous to creating a haiga or a 
haibun, in which a haiku is added to a graphic image or a piece of prose. By placing the haiku, 
rather than the music, in the featured position, the haiku would certainly not be smothered by 
musicians, and both parts—music and haiku—would have space to breathe.  
 
I might humbly suggest that an original piece of music accompanied by a haiku be called a 
“haitune.”  
 
Writing haiku to accompany visual images is an old sport. You have probably seen several  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=19jweZfWyHA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bCeU5YpveFk
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places on the Web that invite poets to make haiga by penning haiku to photographs or other 
graphics. Perhaps you’d like to try your hand at composing a haiku—or several—while listening 
to a musical composition. Here are three audio clips that might provide inspiration for you!  
 

Leo Brouwer, “Estudio Sencillo VII” (0:49)  YouTube 32 
 

Arvo Pärt, “Spiegel im Spiegel” (7:31)  YouTube 33 
 

Morton Subotnick, “Butterfly #1” (7:51)  YouTube 34 
 

 
 

 
 
Dr. Charles Trumbull grew up in Las Vegas, N.M., attended Yale and 
Notre Dame Universities, and is retired from editing and publishing 
positions at the U.S. National Academy of Sciences, Radio Free 
Europe/Radio Liberty, and Encyclopædia Britannica. A past president of 
the Haiku Society of America and recipient of its Sora Award for 
service to the HSA, from 2006 to 2013 he was editor of the journal 
Modern Haiku, the oldest haiku journal outside Japan. In 2013–14 he 
was Honorary Curator of the American Haiku Archives at the California 
State Library, and he served as secretary of the New Mexico State 
Poetry Society in 2013. A haiku chapbook, Between the Chimes, was 
published in 2011 and his book of New Mexico haiku, A Five-Balloon 

Morning, in June 2013 (winner of the Touchstone Book Award of The Haiku Foundation). 
Trumbull has pursued his interest in haiku by organizing haiku study groups in Chicago and 
arranging international conferences at Northwestern University (Haiku North America—1999) 
and in Kraków, Poland (2003 and 2015)." In November 2011 he made a solo driving trip through 
eleven countries in the Balkans, giving readings, addressing specialists at Boğaziçi University in 
Istanbul, and meeting with haiku poets and groups. In September 2014 he made a similar trip to 
Japan, addressing the Modern Haiku Association in Tokyo and the Hailstone Haiku Group in 
Kyoto, and conferring with scholars at the Museum of Haiku Literature in Tokyo and the Shiki 
Kinen Museum in Matsuyama, among other activities. 
 
 

 
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wF0Vk5qyF5k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=z8ZScAdV8qE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3GW2_-v6iQk
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NOTES: 
 
1 Franz Schubert. “Wohin?” from Die schöne Müllerin. Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau and (I think) Gerald Moore. 
YouTube. I believe this audio is taken from the famous 1951 recording, which (along with other recordings) is 
available on CD by RRC1383 Regis Setting of “Wohin?” by Wilhelm Müller. Translation by Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow, published 1839, available at the Bartleby website.  
 
2 Quoted in Wolf-Eberhard von Lewinski. “The composer and the interpreter,” album notes for Schubert: Die 
Schöne Müllerin. Deutsche Grammophone Gesellschaft, 1972.  
 
3 Colin Blundell, in The Brief, the newsletter of the British Haiku Society (#62, December 2004).  
 
4 Quoted in Humphrey Searle, “Anton Webern,” album notes to Webern: Das Gesamtwerk, Opp. 1–31 (Sony 
Classics S3K 45845).  
 
5 Anton Webern. “III. Sehr bewegt,” from Fünf Sätze für Streichquartett. Performed by Les Dissonances. YouTube.  
 
6 John Cage, Seven Haiku. Performed by Nils Vigeland. YouTube. :  
 
7 Peter Sculthorpe, “Snow, Moon, and Flowers,” from Night Pieces. Julia Kielstra, piano. Recorded 2011. YouTube.  
 
8 Tim Whitelaw, “A Meeting of Minds,” The Juilliard Journal Online XVIII (November 2002) accessed 12 June 
2005 but not available in October 2015.  
 
9 Paul Chihara, No. 1 (Più Lento, Andante) from “Haiku,” on Paul Chihara Chamber Works. Albany Records 
TROY584 (2003). Carol Wincenc and Alexandra Sopp, flutists. The composer’s quote is from the album notes. 
Used with permission of the composer.  
 
10 E-mail, Paul Chihara to Charles Trumbull, 24 October 2015.  
 
11 Album notes to Zender, 5 Haiku, by Thomas Sick, translated by Susan Marie Praeder.  
 
12 Hans Zender, 5 Haiku, “Lo Shu IV.” Excerpts available on the Tidal website.  
 
13 Olivier Messiaen. Sept haïkaï for piano and small orchestra. Performed by the Netherlands Wind Ensemble. 
YouTube .  
 
14 Audio clip provided by Charlie Rossiter, September 2015. The three haiku, respectively, were originally published 
in Frogpond 21:3 (1998), 47; Charles Rossiter, William Schmidtkunz, and Jeffrey Winke. Thirds (1985); and 
Modern Haiku 29:2 (Summer 1998).  
 
15 T. Allen LeVines. Travel Journal, Books I–III. “Book I, Number 4. April 6, New York.” The Portland String 
Quartet, with Toshiyuki Shimada, narrator (New York: Arabesque Recordings Z6632/DDD). Used with the 
permission of the composer; permission pending from the publisher. Very short excerpts of each section can be 
downloaded at the emusic website. First text excerpt is from the album notes; second quote is from LeVines e-mail, 
28 October 2015.  
 
16 Jack Kerouac. “American Haikus” from Blues and Haikus. YouTube  
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ih3Q-wmsWy8%E2%80%942:11
http://www.prestoclassical.co.uk/w/22015/Franz-Peter-Schubert-Die-sch%C3%B6ne-M%C3%BCllerin-D795
http://www.bartleby.com/270/8/228.html
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=shrpLgoUIjQ%E2%80%940:41
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hn6aQDFJabk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1lF8JwRCo_w
http://listen.tidal.com/album/19986523
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bnMcor5Cyeo
http://www.emusic.com/album/The-Portland-String-Quartet-T-Allen-LeVine-s-Travel-Journal-MP3-Download/10892449.html%0A
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xJdxJ5llh5A
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17 Gilbert Biberian. No. 2, from “Six Haiku.” Performed by Anna Howard, voice, and the composer, guitar, on 
Gilbert Biberian: Master Musician, promotional CD, a gift from the composer, 2004. Haiku by Bashō from R. H. 
Blyth, Haiku 1: Eastern Culture (1949), 81. (Apologies for the poor audio quality.) Recordings of Haiku 1 and 6, 
performed (without a reading of the haiku texts) by Jonathan Richards, guitar, can be accessed on the Classical 
Archives website.  
 
18 Ursula Mamlok, “Haiku Settings III: A leaf is falling,” from Music of Ursula Mamlok, Vol. 1 (Bridge Records 
9291). Tonay Arnold, soprano, & Claire Chase, flute. Boosey & Hawkes website . 
 
19 Alan Watts, excerpt from “Winter” on Haiku: Alan Watts, a CD version (Locust 50) of the 1959 broadcast (total 
length 43:14). The entire recording was formerly online but was unavailable in October 2015. This haiku is by Sora, 
translated by R. H. Blyth in Haiku 4: Autumn–Winter (1952), 223.  
 
20 Mark Winges, Haiku Settings.  
 
21 David C. Meckler, “The Bay Area Bursts Out Singing.” The San Francisco Chamber Singers, Robert Geary, 
Artistic Director and Conductor; 10 May 1998, San Francisco War Memorial Green Room. 20th-Century Music 1 
August 1998. .  
 
22 Mark Winges. From Haiku Settings, First set. Haiku by Marlene Mountain (both from Cor van den Heuvel, ed., 
The Haiku Anthology, rev. 2nd ed. [1986]). Online at SoundCloud website. The texts and sheet music for Haiku 
Settings: First Set is available online at Mark Winges website. A discussion of one recording, including the haiku 
texts Winges used, is here.  
 
23 “Haiku for an East Asian Scholar,” from “The Death Cycle Machine” by Charlotte Mayerson (1995), on Frank 
Ferko. Stabat Mater. Nancy Gustafson, soprano, and His Majestie’s Clerkes (Chicago: Cedille Records CDR 
900000 051, n.d. [2000]). Used with the permission of the publisher. Samples and downloads of the entire piece are 
available at Classical Archives.  
 
24Richard Wernick, “Haiku of Bashō.” Neva Pilgrim, soprano, with the Contemporary Chamber Players of the 
University of Chicago, on the CD Neva Pilgrim (New York: Composers Recordings Inc., ©1976. CRI CD 817). 
Available on YouTube. Haiku translations by D. T. Suzuki from Zen and Japanese Culture (1959).  
 
25 Michel Dubeau, “Dragonfly Catcher” on Haïku! (Montréal, Que.: Disques Lost Chart Records, WC 2010 (2004?). 
Michel Dubeau, shakuhachi and voice. Haiku text by Chiyo-ni, from Daniel C. Buchanan, One Hundred Famous 
Haiku (1973), 67. Used with permission of the composer. Several cuts of Dubeau’s solo flute music are accessible 
online at the Slacker Website. Dubeau has recorded a second album of spoken haiku with jazz accompaniment, 
Haïku! The Kerouac Project (Banyan, 2005); see this website.  
 
26 Dubeau, “Blackbird.” on Haïku! Michel Dubeau, shakuhachi, and voice of Kazuyo Tsujimoto. Haiku text by 
Bashō, stated in the cover notes to have been taken from Buchanan, One Hundred Famous Haiku, but this exact 
translation has not been found there (or anywhere else as far as I can tell).  
 
27 Vincent Persichetti. “Gentlest Fall of Snow,” from Winter Cantata (Cantata No. 2), Op. 97. Vincent Persichetti: 
Three Choral Works. Mendelssohn Club of Philadelphia, Tamara Brooks, conductor (New World 80316-2, New 
York: New World Records, 1983). Haiku by Bashō; translated by Harold Stewart from his Net of Fireflies (1960), 
120. YouTube has videos of this and two other haiku from Winter Cantata by the Concord Singers: YouTube; and 
three other haiku from the Winter Cantata performed by the Ohio State Glee club: YouTube.  
  

http://www.classicalarchives.com/work/594530.html
http://www.classicalarchives.com/work/594530.html
http://www.boosey.com/cr/sample_detail/Haiku-Settings-1967/100097
http://www.markwinges.com/scores/haiku1.pdf
http://users.rcn.com/dcmeckler/rev_bacm.htm
http://users.rcn.com/dcmeckler/rev_bacm.htm
https://soundcloud.com/innovadotmu/mark-winges-haiku-settings-1
http://www.markwinges.com/scores/haiku1.pdf
http://www.innova.mu/sites/www.innova.mu/files/liner-notes/573.htm
http://www.classicalarchives.com/work/499765.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p_bMngpmATM
http://www.slacker.com/song/michel-dubeau/dragonfly-catcher
http://www.worldcat.org/title/kerouac-project/oclc/229468749
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V2tZBH-k2K0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jPet2ICT3JI
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28 Sigmatropic, “Haiku 11,” on Sigmatropic—Sixteen Haiku & Other Stories. Simon Joyner, voice (Thirsty Ear THI 
57142.2, 2004). Haiku by George Seferis, translator unknown. YouTube. All sixteen haiku are translated by Edmund 
Keeley and Philip Sherrard in George Seferis: Collected Poems (Princeton, N.J.: Princeton University Press, 1995). 
Samples of all the tracks are posted on the AllMusic website.  
 
29 Michael Dylan Welch, in Modern Haiku [35:3 (Autumn 2004), reprinted on his Graceguts website.  
 
30 Shelley Hirsch and David Weinstein, “Haiku Lingo” (excerpt), from Bang on a Can Live, Vol. 2 .  
 
31 Ryūichi Sakamoto. “Haiku FM” from A Chance Operation: John Cage Tribute.  YouTube  
 
32 Leo Brouwer. “Estudio Sencillo VII.” Ignacio Barcia, guitar.  YouTube  
 
33 Arvo Pärt, “Spiegel im Spiegel.” Anne Akiko Meyers, violin.  YouTube  
 
34 Morton Subotnick. “Butterfly #1,” from 4 Butterflies. Carlos Nishimiya, electronics.  YouTube  
 
 
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LAyPnJaugmI
http://www.allmusic.com/album/sixteen-haiku-and-other-stories-mw0000333277
http://www.graceguts.com/reviews/sigmatropic-sixteen-haiku
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=19jweZfWyHA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bCeU5YpveFk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wF0Vk5qyF5k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=z8ZScAdV8qE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3GW2_-v6iQk
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specks of dust 
in the winter moonlight  
a line of migrants  
 

Chen-ou Liu – Canada  
 

 
 

frigid wind 
the long march  
of the migrants  
 

dl mattila – USA  
 

 
 

border crossing 
through the barbed wire fence 
the wind passing  
 

Zoran Doderovic – Serbia  
 

 
 
winter ballast smuggled in the narrative  
 

Cherie Hunter Day – USA  
 

 
 

hitchhiking 
the scar on my cheek 
closing doors  
 

J. Zimmerman – USA  
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green light 
the Giacometti lean 
in a walk symbol  
 

John Sullivan – USA  
 

 
 

sumi-e 
he paints the patch 
on the asphalt  
 

Gergana Yaninska – Bulgaria  
 

 
 

returned resume 
one coffee ring 
joins another  
 

Chen-ou Liu – Canada  
 

 
 

urban dusk 
the collective sigh 
of street lamps  
 

Lamart Cooper – USA  
 

 
 
evening commuters 
an arm stretches out 
for alms  
 

Madhuri Pillai – Australia  
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moonless sky – 
on the dark street 
a lighter flicks on a face  
 

Anna Cates – USA  
 

 
 

broken morning  
the increasing struggle  
to find a vein  
 

Tracy Davidson – UK  
 

 
 

wind chill – 
a black ghetto 
turning white  
 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  
 

 
 

finishing line 
my grandfather uses 
the N-word  
 

John McManus – UK  
 

 
 
still 
in church clothes 
the weight of his words  
 

Phyllis Lee – USA  
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she helps me light 
the last luminaria 
rising frost moon  
 

J. Zimmerman – USA  
 

 
 

on the lake 
that took your breath away 
floating lanterns  
 

Joe McKeon – USA  
 

 
 

Christmas night – 
in every snowflake 
lights of the lake  
 

Steliana Cristina Voicu – Romania  
 

 
 

O Holy Night 
no room 
on the subway grates  
 

Louisa Howerow – Canada  
 

 
 
snow drifts the morphing of leftovers  
 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
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December dark 
what’s green 
is moldy  
 

LeRoy Gorman – Canada  
 

 
 

deep in the forest pools of black sky  
 

Mary Jo Balistreri – USA  
 

 
 
memories leaving no tracks through the snow  
 

Julie Warther – USA  
 

 
 

the years 
he no longer remembers 
drifting snow  
 

Rachel Sutcliffe – UK  
 

 
 
snow ploughs  
mum knitting mittens  
by a fire pot  
 

David He – China  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

38 
 

 
 
all day snow – 
shredding 
my parents' papers  
 

Ruth Holzer – USA  
 

 
 

frosty afternoon 
the smell of pine 
for the new coffin  
 

J. Zimmerman – USA  
 

 
 
she draws me in again winter wind  
 

Robert Piotrowski – Canada  
 

 
 

a white cat 
curves it back – 
winter moon  
 

Cherese R. Cobb – USA  
 

 
 
     wolf moon 
windows crazed 
      with frost  
 

Helen Buckingham – UK  
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piano the fingertips of a glassblower  
 

Bill Cooper – USA  
 

 
 

my wife at the piano – 
why so many notes 
Chopin?  
 

Freddy Ben-Arroyo – Israel  
 

 
 
al niente 
mom's piano 
up for sale  
 

Dave Read – Canada  
 

 
 

falling through 
the snow 
Mozart  
 

Ann K. Schwader – USA  
 

 
 
inside Bach's harpsichord winter rain  
 

Nola Obee – Canada  
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jazz club awning 
all the little icicles 
bopping down  
 

Agnes Eva Savich – USA  
 

 
ghost note the bass line in the backstory  
 

Beverly Acuff Momoi – USA  
 

 
 
alone at 3 a.m. the sound of icicles thinning  
 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  
 

 
two-note attunement 
on the red berry clusters  
stacks of snow  
 

Nola Obee – Canada  
 

 
 
chestnut burrs out of my comfort zone  
 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
 

 
 

football Friday night  
the silence tells me 
who’s winning  
 

Francis W. Alexander – USA  
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dead of winter 
ghost leaves 
rattle the beech  
 

Peter Newton – USA  
 

 
 

pale sun 
the glare of polystyrene 
in the gorse  
 

John Rowlands – Wales  
 

 
 

thunderstorm 
through the car window 
a flash of forsythia  
 

Mary Jo Balistreri – USA  
 

 
 

Entangled 
a storm spins around 
in a bare tree  
 

Bruce England – USA  
 

 
 
Spring snow – 
i gaze at my daughter 
on the echography  
 

Christiane Ranieri – France  
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street lamps at dawn 
she kept me 
in the dark  
 

Ernest Wit – Poland  
 

 
 

christening party – 
two rattles battle 
for the name grandma  
 

Lew Watts – USA  
 

 
 

mountain mist 
the dawn rooster’s 
shaky first crow  
 

Leonie Bingham – Australia  
 

 
 
mist lifting reflections and their swallows kiss  
 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  
 

 
 

        the mist’s departure – 
a few wild geese 
        on the frozen marsh  
 

William Seltzer – USA  
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window seat her head in the clouds  
 

Simon Hanson – Australia  
 

 
 

beneath the contrail 
               OM 
      in cirrus font  
 

Matthew Caretti – USA  
 

 
 
thirty years gone 
my mother's magnolia blooms 
filling the sky  
 

Mary White – Ireland  
 

 
 

wind in prayer flags 
the restless rainbows of 
lorikeet feathers  
 

Jan Dobb – Australia  
 

 
 
rising sun over the gum tree a magpie's song  
 

Jayashree Maniyil – Australia  
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first robin … 
a baseball rolls out 
of my glove  
 

Chad Lee Robinson – USA  
 

 
 

abandoned house 
light mends 
the cracks  
 

Ken Sawitri – Indonesia  
 

 
 
crescent moon by the bay window slicing celery  
 

Padma Thampatty – USA  
 

 
 

waking:  
a blade of grass  
to the light …  
 

Omilla – Bulgaria  
 

 
 

village green 
in the treetops a city  
of crows nests  
 

Anna Maris – Sweden  
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nestlings rustle 
among the blossom 
a glimpse of sky  
 

Jo McInerney – Australia  
 

 
 

new wings 
and their echoes ...  
lull before the rain  
 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
 

 
 
just hens in the rain without a verb  
 

Meik Blöttenberger – USA  
 

 
 

fiddlehead unfurling her cancer margins  
 

Alan S. Bridges – USA  
 

 
 
no more chemo … 
a white flag 
and its hospital corners  
 

David J Kelly – Ireland  
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night shadows 
the stone on the path 
hops away  
 

Marianne Paul - Canada  
 

 
 

underground carpark 
waiting  
                 for dante  
 

Duncan Richardson – Australia  
 

 
 
long-term carpark – 
the blue moon 
shines on rabbits  
 

Amanda Bell – Ireland  
 

 
 

the length of the fence a cat's shadow  
 

Simon Hanson – Australia  
 

 
 
flapping in the prunus  
woodpigeons shedding  
feathers and leaves  
 

Geoffrey Winch – UK  
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Evening stroll 
Stopped by the blank of peepers 
Stopping  
 

Carol Purington – USA  
 

 
 

blue muscari 
in the green deep fields – 
dreams of the sea  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn – USA  
 

 
 

periwinkle – 
how grandma taught us 
to be unassuming  
 

Arvinder Kaur – India  
 

 
 

periwinkles 
the lizard's eye 
meets mine  
 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
 

 
 
                detach 
on the perforation below  
        vernal equinox  
 

Alan S. Bridges – USA  
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swinging sporran 
the pipe major’s baton 
shines with every beat  
 

Paul MacNeil – USA  
 

 
 

stick pony race 
a butterfly changes 
course  
 

Chad Lee Robinson – USA  
 

 
 

the butterfly  
on the scarecrow's shoulder  
waits for sunrise  
 

Goran Gatalica – Croatia  
 

 
 

my neighbour's house 
under lock and key – 
returning butterfly  
 

Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian – Nigeria  
 

 
 
spring cleaning … 
behind every spider’s hammock 
a memory  
 

Archana Kapoor Nagpal – India  
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skipping rope 
the bows on her braids 
bounce the beat  
 

Jan Dobb – Australia  
 

 
 

spring sunshine  
the toddler’s arms 
reach for an eagle  
 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  
 

 
 
sudden rain 
the toddler’s hands reach 
for the sky  
 

John Zheng – USA  
 

 
 

the rigid pose 
of a light-pole eagle 
the yellow eye  
 

Paul MacNeil – USA  
 

 
 

detention centre 
beyond the chain-wire 
daisies grow wild  
 

Gavin Austin – Australia  
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quad scull –  
a coxswain takes the fifth seat 
lightly  
 

Rodney Williams – Australia  
 

 
 

my long journey ends 
beyond where I meant to go 
the snowdon lily  
 

Richard Tindall – UK  
 

 
 

the water’s glance 
from the valley floor  
– bright hour  
 

Helga Stania – Switzerland  
 

 
 

short-cut home – 
high above this narrow pass,  
a strip of morning  
 

d.e. Connelly – USA  
 

 
 
phantom sun 
the priest offers to pray  
for my soul  
 

John McManus – UK  
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last day of Lent— 
the scent of pears 
on the vicar’s breath  
 

Lew Watts – USA  
 

 
 

walking across 
the white river 
Easter morning  
 

Brent Goodman – USA  
 

 
 

Noirmoutier Island – 
in the heart of the marsh 
his fleur de sel kiss  
 

Christiane Ranieri – France  
 

 
 
rumors in the air dandelion fluff  
 

Alanna C. Burke –USA  
 

 
 

in the brook 
they pause on the rock 
the trout's speckles  
 

Nina Kovačić – Croatia 
               (translated by Đurđa Vukelić Rožić)  
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mid-spring under my boot matisse’s snail  
 

Sandra Simpson – New Zealand  
 

 
 

off my meds Picasso's Blue Period  
 

Mark E. Brager – USA  
 

 
 
withered wisteria 
carefully we choose 
our words  
 

Eva Limbach – Germany  
 

 
 

sand mandala … 
washing away 
my mindfulness  
 

Hazel Hall – Australia  
 

 
 
seashore foraging – 
our plastic bag of shrimp 
locked in combat  
 

Amanda Bell – Ireland  
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low ebb tide 
journey to a distant 
starfish  
 

Ken Olson – USA  
 

 
 

edge of summer 
iris flimsies clinging 
to their stems  
 

Frances Jones – USA  
 

 
 
daylilies open window after window  
 

Elmedin Kadric – Sweden  
 

 
 

kangaroo grass 
the waving fringe 
of her boho bag  
 

Jennifer Sutherland – Australia  
 

 
 
the first betrayal wasp sting  
 

Tim Gardiner – UK  
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evening rain 
everywhere i turn 
the cuckoo's cry  
 

Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian – Nigeria  
 

 
 

too little 
too late 
black-eyed susans  
 

Carolyn Hall – USA  
 

 
 

orange geums 
the sound of bee song 
in the rain  
 

Katrina Shepherd – Scotland  
 

 
 
from one hand to the other money spider  
 

André Surridge – New Zealand  
 

 
 

first sun 
at the centre of things 
an orb weaver  
 

Mary Hind – Australia  
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an abandoned house 
the sun is lightning a lamp 
for spiders  
 

Janina Kołodziejczyk – Italy  
 

 
 

homecoming 
the smell of fresh laundry 
on the wind  
 

Maria Tomczak – Poland  
 

 
 

leaving for the summer  
a little bit of the ocean 
in her tears  
 

Jeffrey McMullen – USA  
 

 
 
escaping the past fell runner  
 

Tim Gardiner – UK  
 

 
 

learning to let go – 
I clutch a teddy bear 
whose name I’ve forgotten  
 

Terri L. French – USA  
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Father’s Day  
I cast a spinner bait 
into a tree  
 

Brent Goodman – USA  
 

 
 

scent of gardenia 
a white wave 
where the river bends  
 

Robert Witmer – Japan  
 

 
 

ALS, the doctor says ...  
at each bend of the river  
                      another bend  
 

S.M. Kozubek – USA  
 

 
 

river ripples 
the man I am keeps 
staring at me  
 

Barnabas Ikeoluwa Adeleke – Nigeria  
 

 
 
waves on the lake 
catfish wind chimes 
jumpin'  
 

Marilyn Appl Walker – USA  
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                  still 
amid the bending reeds 
            white egret  
 

Ben Moeller-Gaa – USA  
 

 
 

splash!  
the egret's 
shadow shards  
 

John Rowlands – Wales  
 

 
 

cool breeze 
on the silk kimono 
trembling dragonfly  
 

Magda Sobieszek – Poland  
 

 
 

a mango plucked 
     an empty space      to the sky  
 

Kala Ramesh – India  
 

 
 
hammock songs – 
through the shades of green 
snatches of sky blue  
 

Vidya S Venkatramani – India  
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summer night 
the moon rides bareback 
across the field  
 

Kevin Valentine – USA  
 

 
 

barely within  
the town speed limit 
kudzu vines  
 

Kate MacQueen – USA  
 

 
 
arctic lupine – 
all night the caribou 
follow the sunset  
 

Lew Watts – USA  
 

 
 

sunny beach – 
a little girl burying 
her father  
 

Minh-Triêt Pham – France  
 

 
 
his silence swimming in waves at cross purposes  
 

Els van Leeuwen – Australia  
 

 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

62 
 

 
 
a hooked cod 
bigger than my little brother – 
two gaping mouths  
 

Sue Mackenzie – Canada  
 

 
 

forgetting my name 
the hook disappears  
beneath the water  
 

Jacob Salzer – USA  
 

 
 

seaweed soup 
       sinking deeper  
into the blue  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy – UK  
 

 
 

hibiscus 
the timeline of petals 
at its base  
 

June Rose Dowis – USA  
 

 
 
not to be on the safe side  
 

Helen Buckingham – UK  
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ocean's stretch – 
fading into nothingness 
a gull's cry  
 

Kashinath Karmakar – India  
 

 
 

after seagulls’ screams  
the peaceful roar  
of traffic  
 

Geoffrey Winch – UK  
 

 
 

rose painted lamp – 
a tiny moth's shadow 
flickers  
 

Robyn Cairns – Australia  
 

 
 

open-air cinema 
marilyn's left eyebrow 
a gum moth  
 

Marietta McGregor – Australia  
 

 
 
fair weather ...  
a merry-go-round 
of moths  
 

Brad Bennett – USA  
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street fair 
a toddler unwinds 
from his cotton candy  
 

Ken Olson – USA  
 

 
 

gossamer the length of a dream  
 

Shloka Shankar – India  
 

 
 
circus train 
one town blends 
into another  
 

Johnny Baranski – USA  
 

 
 

restless night 
on the garage door 
a gecko's eyes  
 

Ian Willey – Japan  
 

 
 

pre-dawn thunder 
my plans for the day 
not yet made  
 

Bob Lucky – Saudi Arabia  
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thunderheads 
a squabble of crows 
in the larch  
 

Debbie Strange – Canada  
 

 
 

storm surge 
the depths of the sea 
in surround sound  
 

Michael Henry Lee – USA  
 

 
 

between thunderstorms – 
just the wind strumming 
the green tops of timothy  
 

Wally Swist – USA  
 

 
 

Gulf storm 
in the stairwell 
mosquitos  
 

Susan Beall Summers – USA  
 

 
 
flash flood 
the leopard tortoise 
turns turtle  
 

David J Kelly – Ireland  
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pieces of twilight puddles on the porch  
 

Rajandeep Garg – India  
 

 
 

my son & I 
catching fireflies 
letting them go  
 

Mark E. Brager – USA  
 

 
 
muffle-heads 
on the windows and siding 
the crow laughs  
 

Nancy Brady – USA  
 

 
 

summer rain 
seeps into our garden bed 
a cricket's chirp  
 

Rahul Raina – India  
 

 
 
its song eases my mind – 
the chestnut-sided warbler’s 
wee-choo, wee-choo  
 

Wally Swist – USA  
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heat advisory 
the snowy egret hunched 
in pine shadows  
 

Cherie Hunter Day – USA  
 

 
 

REM sleep 
the waning tsunami 
fathoms its depths  
 

Kevin Heaton – USA  
 

 
 

the long summer ...  
air conditioners becoming 
our silence  
 

Brad Bennett – USA  
 

 
 

midday ...  
the farmer's radio plays 
to pumpkin vines  
 

Leanne Mumford – Australia  
 

 
 
the length of 
a turtle's afternoon 
rock wall  
 

Sandi Pray – USA  
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alone … 
the mole digs into 
a dried up river  
 

Nicholas Klacsanzky – Ukraine  
 

 
 

blistered earth remembering summer rain  
 

Beverly Acuff Momoi – USA  
 

 
 
dusk a buzz of blue-banded bees  
 

Leanne Mumford – Australia  
 

 
 

green drains 
from the summer grass 
cricketsong  
 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
 

 
 

topiary garden – 
leaning on a walker 
he keeps on pruning  
 

Elizabeth Howard – USA  
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sculpture garden – 
for twenty seconds 
I ride the bull  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
 

 
 

rock garden 
mother-in-law’s tongue  
secured  
 

Gavin Austin – Australia  
 

 
 

zen garden 
each stone alters 
the silence  
 

Richard Tindall – UK  
 

 
 

mossy rocks 
i lighten my step 
to cross over  
 

Sandi Pray – USA  
 

 
 
moss-covered stone 
the words not mentioned 
in his eulogy  
 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  
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blue breeze  
snagged on a bird house 
summer’s end  
 

Marilyn Fleming – USA  
 

 
 

last day of summer 
a cicada husk clings 
to the diving board  
 

Michael Henry Lee – USA  
 

 
 
the hollow caw 
     of a flying crow ...  
     summer's end  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet – USA  
 

 
 

fol–       in the dic-        real- 
ded        tionary             ity  
 

Dietmar Tauchner – Austria  
 

 
 
the Change 
. . .  
I find myself reading 
Crow with No Mouth  
 

Claire Everett – UK  
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old bestiary 
wild flowers pressed 
between its pages  
 

Garry Eaton – Canada  
 

 
 

school has begun 
children leave me 
the sound of waves  
 

Sandi Pray – USA  
 

 
 

discarded bread 
the vacant picnic grounds 
full of groundhogs  
 

art fredeen – Canada  
 

 
 

autumn breeze – 
a woolly bear tickles 
my hand  
 

Theresa A. Cancro – USA  
 

 
 
river of stars … 
a mayfly spinner 
dips her tail  
 

Claire Everett – UK  
 

  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

74 
 

 
 
 
cotton fields 
the flowers whiter 
than snow  
 

John J. Han – USA  
 

 
 
 

gourd harvest 
the old handcart 
moans inwardly  
 

Ramona Linke – Germany  
 

 
 
harvest moon the fiddler keeps it up  
 

Bob Lucky – Saudi Arabia  
 

 
 

dew drops the overnight deliveries  
 

Julie P. Lauton – USA  
 

 
 
autumn dawn 
the apple tree 
ripe with robins  
 

Dave Read – Canada  
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acorn rain 
the 'best used by' date 
on these breasts  
 

Carolyn Hall – USA  
 

 
 

all the world 
just rolled over 
an acorn under my shoe  
 

Alexey Andreev – Russia  
 

 
 
deep into dusk 
the clatter of that one 
falling acorn  
 

Thomas Powell – N. Ireland  
 

 
 

moonrise 
I become 
an idea  
 

Dietmar Tauchner – Austria  
 

 
 
in every drop of rain a drop of full moon  
 

Ramesh Anand – India  
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moon and I – 
not one puddle  
really reflects us  
 

Adrian Bouter – the Netherlands  
 

 
 

in the river  
the silver moon 
fractures and blackens  
 

Carol Ann Palomba – USA  
 

 
 
cold face of the river i bend to kiss her  
 

Ramesh Anand – India  
 

 
 

holy Ganges 
the curve a dolphin traces 
in the air  
 

Gautam Nadkarni – India  
 

 
 
the moon behind the shyness your crescent smile  
 

Pravat Kumar Padhy – India  
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the dog eared page moon gazing  
 

Susan Mallernee – USA  
 

 
 

lingering moon 
a willow leaf 
jumps from clear water  
 

Wyntirson – UK  
 

 
 
the gold in an aspen turn of phrase  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall – USA  
 

 
 

aspens whisper the sound of money  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes – USA  
 

 
 
better days  
leaves fight the wind 
as if ...  
 

Adrian Bouter – the Netherlands  
 

 
 

autumn nightfall teaching her first-born subtraction  
 

Elmedin Kadric – Sweden  
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wasting less than half the morning moon  
 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  
 

 
 

reddening shadows 
she folds october light 
into paper cranes  
 

Benjamin Bläsi – Switzerland  
 

 
 
swallows headed south her accent thickens  
 

John McManus – UK  
 

 
 

childhood lane – 
leaves funnelling down 
to the cemetery  
 

Lavana Kray – Romania  
 

 
 

Birrarung Marr … 
in crisp light 
war-shields rusting  
 

Rodney Williams – Australia  
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charity bonfire  
the last glow of embers  
in the hospice grounds  
 

Rachel Sutcliffe – UK  
 

 
 

end of war … 
a reddish crane delving 
in the ash layers  
 

Lavana Kray – Romania  
 

 
 

morning light 
still life 
with woodpecker  
 

Mark E. Brager – USA  
 

 
 

evening star 
starting the all-night  
vigil  
 

Sonam Chhoki – Bhutan  
 

 
 
oak coffin 
imagining  
the tree  
 

Mary Hind – Australia  
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as the funeral cars depart 
the widow steps inside  
and draws the shades  
 

S.M. Kozubek – USA  
 

 
 

over halfway 
    to where I’m heading … 
unkept graves  
 

Thomas Powell – N. Ireland  
 

 
 

outliving the town 
the gravestones at Keilli  
 

SB Wright – Australia  
 

 
 

next to the trail 
a tombstone that once was 
at the top of the hill  
 

Nicholas Klacsanzky – Ukraine  
 

 
 
monument of skulls – 
the silence 
says it all  
 

Mary Hind – Australia  
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fog shrouds the sound from the lighthouse  
 

dl mattila – USA  
 

 
 

fog before dawn 
the bridge to the mainland 
lost at sea  
 

Ian Willey – Japan  
 

 
 
coastal fog 
how a crumpled leaf 
reformats  
 

Robert Epstein – USA  
 

 
 

foggy night 
             an auto-rickshaw  
shredding the silence  
 

Gautam Nadkarni – India  
 

 
 
Ready to collapse 
I put down the saint 
I've carried on my back  
 

Jack Galmitz – USA  
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old hotel – 
its silence fills 
with autumn shadows  
 

Angela Terry – USA  
 

 
 

all the way upstream 
       the salmon 
                           colored sky  
 

Robert Witmer – Japan  
 

 
 
fast-flowing stream 
the sound of pebbles on the move  
 

Petrus Heyligers – Australia  
 

 
 

downhill trail 
alongside a stream 
                … in it  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  
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Life is Hell  
 
Donna Buck - USA 
 
 
It's not easy being a Catholic girl. Until the First Communion, it's all just memorizing the 
Baltimore catechism. Easy call-and-response stuff. The commandments, the seven deadly sins 
and the gifts of the Holy Ghost. I know that little blue book backwards and forwards. But after 
First Communion, I'm in for it – officially a sinner, the full Monty, due to the age of reason rule. 
And those venial/mortal sin demarcations. Baiting my brother and blaming him for my 
misdemeanors – venial. Missing Sunday mass – mortal. And the slippery slopes, like stealing a 
pop from the commissary.  
 
But now in puberty – it's hell. I mean, the dirty thoughts roll through my head like a ticker tape 
and what's a girl with new boobs to do? I don't act on these musings; can't anyway with a 
watchdog brother. But the thoughts alone are mortal sins.  
 
So it's Saturday at confession and I ask the priest to blessmefatherforIhavesinned. I relay the 
ongoing problem again, the recurring thoughts. I keep thinking about a boy I want to kiss and no, 
we haven't yet but if he touches me up there I'd like that too but I hope I'll have the presence of 
mind to say no and yes I know better and yes I know that would be an occasion of sin, father.  
 
loves me            loves me not 
hoping to finish 
on the plus side  
flower roulette 
is not for the faint of heart 
 
Then I pay my dues after he tells me to goandsinnomore. Fifteen Our Fathers and a complement 
of Hail Marys and some Glory Bes. I polish these off, light a few votive candles for extra 
insurance. Hope I can make it until next Saturday until I can scoot in for another week's 
absolution. Goandsinnomore. Yeah, right. A Catholic girl's life is hell.  
 
sunlight 
through the stained glass 
dona nobis pacem 
peace be with us 
for awhile  
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Did You Say You Like Me?  
 
Peter Butler - UK  
 
 
sun glare piercing the trees 
a broken bottle 
briefly beautiful 
 
Did you say you like me? Is that all?  
 
Liking is ketchup on fries, worn jumpers, silence at the breakfast table, unfinished crosswords, 
occasional parting of the clouds, getting home for meals on laps, and switching on a ‘soap opera’ 
that’s run out of plot.  
 
Loving – I am advised – is Bollinger on ice, fois gras and oysters, torpedoing your wardrobe for 
a party night out, eighty on the motorway in an open - top, igniting stars and setting benches 
ablaze with 
passion, skipping home half-dressed on a breeze in the small hours.  
 
But now you tell me it goes the way of debt, discord, boredom, envy, avarice, acrimony, tuition 
fees, delinquent kids, restraining orders, jealousy, Desdemona and Othello and early graves.  
 
Did you say you like me? That’ll do.  
 
just the two 
each with a stick 
kissing in sepia  
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Ripple Effect 
 
Matthew Caretti – USA  
 
 
At Lake Baikal, old Buryats smoke and sun their brows and cheeks to leather, medals of a 
bygone era sagging below on threadbare jackets. Through exhaled screens they watch the new 
generation board the ferry. Packs of exuberance on a weekend outing. But one of the revelers 
dances alone by the rail as Bolshie Koty fades. Listvyanka still an hour away, she catches my 
eyes on her hips. She knows some English. Shares some ideas about destiny as a wake forms on 
dark waters.  
 
smoothing over the wrinkles she left in my time  
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

90 
 

 
No Substitute for This 
 
Sonam Chhoki – Bhutan  
 
 
Late monsoon. The tea bushes in the lowland plantation form a verdant edge to Bagdogra airport 
on the Indo-Bhutan border. I am on a flight to New Delhi. A young man, his hair gelled and 
spiked, sits next to me. He asks to look at my cell phone.  
 
‘You have Vodafone,’ he remarks scrolling the screen.  
 
‘The connection is good,’ I reply.  
 
‘My cell phone has no signal,’ he says tapping the breast pocket of his black shirt. I feel obliged 
to ask, ‘What network do you use?’  
 
‘Airtel,’ he says. On the road to the airport, I noticed several Airtel billboards offering low tariff 
and ‘superfast connection’.  
 
‘Are you local from this area?’ he asks pointing to the heat haze of the North Bengal plains 
outside the plane window.  
 
‘No, I am from Bhutan.’  
 
‘Related to the Royal Family?’  
 
‘No.’  
 
‘I am in the construction business. I have offices all over India. If you want anything, here’s my 
number.’ He hands me a business card crammed with names of branch offices, cell phone 
numbers and email contacts.  
 
‘Can I make a local call?’ He asks taking my phone with alacrity.  
 
The pilot announces that the plane is ready for takeoff and requests all electronic devices to be 
switched off. The young man continues to talk animatedly. I remind him of the announcement. 
He shrugs it off, ‘They say that all the time but nothing will happen.’  
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An air-steward approaches him and says, ‘Sir, you must switch off your cell phone now.’  
 
‘It’s not mine,’ he says handing it back to me.  
 
baggage claim – 
my suitcase ‘to arrive’ 
on the next flight  
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Destined for Disappointment 
 
Sonam Chhoki 
 
 
Mr. Slug and Mrs. Snail, what are your favourite ingredients for a summer feast? Did you say 
lettuce, cabbage, coriander and dill? How about peppers? Of course, you also like marigold, 
dahlia, lily, squash and spinach. Some nettles perhaps? Maybe bramble? No? Ah, these don’t 
agree with you!  
 
Tender stems that appear like the rays of the sun are reduced to stumps by night. Your jaws rasp 
and ravage everything and corrode my belief in compassion. Those holes in the horseradish 
leaves, did you intend these for the autumn full moon viewing?  
 
You make no attempt to hide the trails of your crime. The ubiquitous slime you leave in your 
wake is the very stuff as my nightmare is made on*. Your lives are rounded* with the glut of my 
efforts.  
 
Blessed Rainy Day – 
the downpour drowns out 
Je Khen-po’s blessings  
 
 
Notes:  
 
*With apologies to Shakespeare, The Tempest, Act 4, Scene 1  
 
Blessed Rainy Day (Theu-gyab, Pron: TEWY- GAB) in the seventh Bhutanese month (September) 
signals the end of rains and is celebrated with special rites.  
 
Je-Khen-po: Chief Abbot of Bhutan.  
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A Burst of Sound 
 
Glenn G. Coats - USA 
 
 
Our captain guides his boat toward gulls feeding on the surface while fishermen nap on benches 
between stops. There have been few blues coming over the railing and everyone seems dazed by 
the bright sun. “Not a fast boat,” one of the men says, “just gets us where we need to be.”  
 
My father and I put down our poles, share a sandwich, and drink some cold soda. He believes 
that you catch more fish when there is a breeze, thinks the movement of the boat makes the baits 
come alive. “Move your rod up and down,” he tells me. “Make one of the big ones mad enough 
to bite.”  
 
Mid-afternoon. The captain apologizes for the slow fishing, promises things will pick-up 
tomorrow when the weather cools. He blows the horn twice and heads toward the inlet. I curl up 
on a bench; try to get some sleep before we reach the dock.  
 
I wake to loud voices, the clamor of feet, and a dark sky. There is a rush into the cabin as rain 
pounds the boat, not enough room inside for all of us. I see my father’s face through a porthole. 
“Hang on to something boys,” the captain yells. “This one could get nasty.” Waves are soon as 
high as the boat; each one soaks us to the bone. Fishing rods and tackle run up and down the 
deck. I grip a bench; hang on with all of my might until the storm passes.  
 
Evening. My clothes are wet on the drive home, neck and arms stiff from clinging tightly to the 
bench and getting knocked about. My father says my grandfather experienced a similar squall. 
After that he always found excuses not to return to the sea, and he could feel the waves—even on 
dry land.  
 
edge of the surf 
the in and out wash 
of minnows  
 
baptisms in the sea 
light flashes 
on an osprey’s wing  
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No Coming, No Going 
 
Claire Everett – UK 
 
 
This body is not me,  
I am not limited by this body.  
I am life without boundaries.  
I have never been born,  
and I have never died 

Thich Nhat Hanh 
 
Hearing a crow with no mouth 
Cry in the deep 
Darkness of the night,  
I feel a longing for 
My father before he was born.  
 
The last stroke of the brush, then silence. As if the thoughts, made ink, were waiting for an 
answer. Perhaps mine.  
 
not yet crowlight 
but my mind rattles 
like a stone in the craw  
she worries for me 
my unborn mother 
 
 
NOTE:  
 
* Ikkyū (1394-1481) from A Zen Harvest, translated by Sōiku Shigematsu  
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Heartwood  
 
Ferris Gilli - USA  
 
 
They have been part of my life for as long as I can remember. Flossie, brightening the very air 
with songs handed down from her ancestors as she tends the garden; Cicero, telling fables of 
animals and feral children while he rests between stretches of splitting logs. They have woven 
their oral gifts into my budding cultural literacy.  
 
an African melody  
drifting among squash blossoms . . .  
the tiger-child dreams  
 
Cicero is the first dead person I have ever seen. My mother takes me with her to pay respects to 
Flossie. His open casket is in the front room, sad-eyed women standing at each end. Newspaper 
patches the thin, unpainted walls. Sap sizzles in the potbelly stove, and scents of baked breads 
and lye soap drift from the kitchen. Flossie hugs us and lifts me into her arms. She points to a 
place near the stove. “He sat there just two nights ago, listening to the rain.”  
 
Before my mother can stop her, Flossie carries me to Cicero. She leans in so I can pat his hand. 
When my mother protests that this could give me nightmares, Flossie sighs. “No, ma’am. This 
child loved him, and now she’s told him goodbye.” At last realizing the finality, I soak Flossie’s 
blouse with my tears.  
 
a lamp’s flame wavers 
pine heartwood neatly stacked 
beside a rocking chair 
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Cockroaches 
 
LeRoy Gorman – Canada  
 
 
For miles their obsidian backs mark the prairie. They migrate in columns beneath the blue 
summer sky past fields of canola and over ranchland. Often they run alongside main roads: they 
like people. In eastern Montana, three lie disemboweled beside US 2 where their foul smelling 
insides have seeped into the earth. There are no white crosses erected to their memory, nor will 
there be. There are not enough trees for wood to make crosses for all who have died and those 
yet to die.  
 
Lac-Mégantic 
birds sing 
until dark  
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My Son  
 
Padmini Krishnan - Singapore  
 
 
He pushes me from out of nowhere, causing me to go dizzy and throw up. He prevents me from 
eating what I want and forces me to eat healthy. What happened to my carefree life, my 
freedom? I wonder. But the moment I feel disheartened, my son taps me reassuringly from my 
womb. Now I realise that every discomfort is worth this moment of happiness.  
 
barren land . . .  
the sight of a rose  
in a ravaged plant  
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Broken Record 
 
Shobhana Kumar - India  
 
 
Drum up something radical. Irreverent. Even polemic. Don’t get stuck in the clichés, although 
they can trail you like a faithful shadow. Come now, try to break out of the rut and think out of 
the box. Remember it’s all about perspective, about how you can make a noun majestic without 
the adjective. Or a verb scream without traditional paraphernalia.  
 
And don’t forget the silences. They are the most important. Show. Show. For god’s sake, don’t 
tell.  
 
failed monsoon  
even the trees  
bereft of words  
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Touched  
(Sympathy for the Eighth Henry)  
 
Jonathan McKeown - Australia  
 
 
When the man saw that he did not prevail against Jacob, he touched his hip-socket and Jacob’s 
hip was wrenched as he wrestled with him.  

                  Genesis 32: 25  
 
As I write these words I can feel that familiar niggling that has dogged me for more than two 
decades. In this degree I no longer think of it as pain but as a gentle earnest reminder – for in the 
early years it would often ambush me . . . In time I have come to accept it, to live with it just as 
one learns to live with a sibling or a spouse; even to consider it a gift. Among other things it has 
bestowed particular limitations, and particular sympathies.  
 
green eyes 
the cat’s face 
never smiles  
 
In 1527, Henry VIII injured his left foot playing tennis, and in the same year was laid up with 
what has been described as his “sorre legge”, the first record of a wound, thought to be an ulcer 
on his thigh, that would trouble him for the rest of his life. Henry had more than an academic 
interest in medicine it seems: and being well informed for his day, he would have understood 
better than most exactly where the frontiers of medical science lay, but more than that he knew in 
his own flesh and bone the dreadful limit of the physician’s powers.  
 
Galen mirrored in the stone blue sky 
 
Henry was not inclined to show weakness, and even made law the Treason Act, which forbade 
anyone from predicting or speaking of the king’s death – which no doubt made it difficult for his 
physicians to be completely frank with him. So it is a rare disclosure of vulnerability when he 
wrote to the Duke of Norfolk excusing himself from travel and confessing: “to be frank with 
you, which you must keep to yourself, a humour has fallen into our legs and our physicians 
advise us not to go far in the heat of the day.”  
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nonsuch palace  
a falcon feels unseen 
forms of wind  
 
I may never know the inner experience of Henry on his sickbed. At such limits, no doubt even 
kings may be brought to their knees by the nameless foe . . . Mere mortals in the grip of intense 
pains – in agonies – become disposed to dreadful superstitions. But then, a cat may look on a 
king, and wonder at the exceptional subjectivity of a man that presumed for a time (or was 
perhaps chosen) to mediate God to an earthly realm.  
\ 
For Thine is the kingdom . . .  
the invisible arch 
spotted doves trace  
 
 
 
Note:  
 
"green eyes" was previously published in Paper Wasp, Spring 2013.  
“Galen mirrored” was previously published in a slightly modified form in AHG 4:4 
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American Dream  
 
Lorraine Mejia – USA  
 
 
Marisol's young daughter looked just like she did at the same age: ebony hair flowing halfway 
down her back, brown skin flawlessly smooth like perfectly-cooked flan, round almost-black 
eyes filled with dreams. She remembered her own deepest desire, her one driving passion: to 
escape this small village and relentless poverty – to educate herself and work in one of those 
American office cubicles she saw on TV. She imagined what it would be like to have her own 
space. She would sit back each day – if only for a moment – and gaze in gratitude at those 
soothing gray walls, taking a deep breath in, breath out, thanking Dios for this space and silence 
that were only her own. All her life she had saved . . . but it was too late for her now.  
 
She handed the money to the coyote, held her daughter close with the force of all her lifelong 
yearnings, then let her go and watched them step away together. Her daughter turned to look 
back at her one last time, and Marisol used all her loving strength to stand solid so that Luz’s last 
memory would not be of her mother crying, but of her strong and certain face telling her 
daughter she would be the one to find the light.  
 
unending barren desert –  
almost the sound 
of a rattlesnake  
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Wandering on the Night of the Burn-Off. 
 
Violet Rose-Jones – Australia  
 
 
Smoke, red and glowing, delineates the horizon. No night birds call, no rustles in the 
undergrowth. On the edge of my hearing, I imagine I can hear crackling but it is too far . . .  
 
in a dream 
his fragrance returns 
restless . . .  
with each footfall 
the sound of frost  
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Catching  
 
John Zheng – USA  
 
 
A girl holding a net chases a yellow butterfly all the way to the edge of the blooming canola 
fields shining in warm spring sunlight. In a while the butterfly flutters back. It dances in pitch 
and yaw over the girl’s head. As she moves her net, the butterfly swoops and soars to evade her 
catch. Then it sheers back to the fields to bounce or alight from flower to flower. Pouting her 
mouth, the girl snaps a cluster of canola flower and bounds back to the threshing floor to join 
other girls singing and rope-jumping.  
 
dock fishing— 
waiting for a bite  
from the moon  
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Ballad of the Sumo Mice  
 
Joan Zimmerman – USA  
 
 
[Adapted from the traditional Japanese folk tale Nezumi no sumou] 
 
A poor man chopping firewood in the mountains above his house 
hears a strange voice calling that might be from a mouse.  
Searching the man finds wrestlers inside a sumo ring 
in a forest clearing where he sees a plump mouse fling 
a skinny one to left and right while the old man sighs 
recognizing it’s his own home’s mouse who is tossed and flies  
 
and he knows the fat mouse who sends the thin one through the air -- 
the winning mouse lives in the mansion of the village millionaire.  
The old man laden with firewood returns home in evening rain 
tells his wife how their own mouse was beaten again and again.  
He wants to give their mouse strength but weeps because he’s sure 
they’ve nothing to offer their fighting mouse because they are so poor.  
 
The old woman says ~ oh do not grieve this one time I can take 
half of the rice I’ve saved for New Year; I’ll make some fresh rice cake ~. 
She cooks the rice and pounds it soft shapes dumplings plump and tight,  
lines them upon the narrow shelf where the mouse walks every night.  
The folks smile the next morning for the shelf now carries none 
of the cakes. The old man follows where the mouse must have gone.  
 
Again while cutting firewood the man hears a mouse’s call.  
He follows the sound to the sumo ring where one mouse plump and tall 
raises a leg and stamps hard shouting for warrior power 
while the man’s skinny mouse does the same and does not flinch or cower.  
The two mice grapple ruggedly but victory goes to the thinner 
who throws the heavier from the ring and becomes the sumo winner!  
 
The fat mouse clambers back in the ring and demands ~ once more once more ~ 
and each time he does the skinny mouse throws him to the forest floor.  
Catching his breath the fat mouse queries ~ tell me how 
you oh pathetic skinny one are so mighty now ~.  
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~ last night I ate rice cakes and today my muscles are strong ~  
says the skinny mouse as if he could toss the fat mouse all day long.  
The fat mouse dusts his shoulders off and says ~ if you are the winner 
you must let me come to your house tonight and eat your delicious dinner;  
my house is wealthy but stingy; their manners are very rude;  
they never take the care to make powerful Japanese food ~.  
 
The thin mouse says ~ you can come OK ~ and once more the fat mouse is rolled 
to fall far out of the ring ~ but bring a morsel of gold! ~ 
~ No problem ~ pants the plump mouse ~ lots of money lies around 
so I’ll see you later this evening and bring what I have found ~. 
The old man goes back home to his wife. They boil the last of the rice.  
They shape it into rice cakes to feed the sumo mice.  
 
The woman has one more treasure so the mice will not be nude:  
she sews red sumo loin cloths and lays them with the food.  
Next morning the shelf is empty but where the sidewall joins 
to the floor in the corner lie three gold coins.  
The man takes the hand of the woman and leads her high in the hills 
where they gather wood until they hear the blast of the clash of wills.  
 
The lively voices call and yell each mouse is a dynamo.  
They wrestle and part and grapple again to practice and vie at sumo 
Both mice are striving equally their fight is not lopsided.  
Each contends as hard as he can skills evenly divided.  
The mice will play sumo every day with growing strength and agility.  
The old folks will live the rest of their lives in peaceful joy and tranquility.  
 
snow day  
mother confesses she bumped off  
my imaginary friend  
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a world of life 
beneath the flaking bark  
of this dead tree – 
the shelter I find 
in hidden hollows  
 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
 

 
 

an inch worm  
dangling twenty feet 
from the maple 
         with trepidation  
         I start a new journey  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
 

 
 
the hen bird 
plain of colour and song 
yet a woman 
handwrote the code that set 
Man's feet upon the moon  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
 

 
 

rising tide  
you ask me 
who made moon and stars 
... on our tongues 
the salt of the universe  
 

Ramona Linke - Germany  
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eavesdropping 
on each other’s conversation 
in unknown tongues 
the birds in the tree,  
we on the porch  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  
 

 
 

constantly 
balancing on a wire 
but today 
the strange temptation 
to see if I might fly  
 

Stephen Toft - UK  
 

 
 
metamorphosis ...  
I crawled, I stood, I flew 
into the sun,  
found my way back by the stars 
one legend at a time  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet - USA  
 

 
 

after the puppet show 
he hugs and kisses the owl 
I too  
see life in ways  
others think naïve  
 

Jessica Malone Latham - USA  
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the children's verse 
"Solomon Grundy, died on ..."  
pops in mind 
another groundhog along the lane 
another car going too fast  
 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  
 

 
 

wondering 
if the mountain lives 
i recall all that stuff 
about motion 
and the oneness of all things  
 

Simon Hanson - Australia  
 

 
 
a small spider  
night-spinning her web 
between thorns ...  
I find peace in the patterns  
of leaf veins and galaxies  
 

Joy McCall - England  
 

 
 

through the eyes  
of a toddler 
a look at the world … 
a crayon scratch shrinks 
the horizon onto a wall  
 

Padma Thampatty - USA  
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still alive 
for another birthday 
a man with a crooked smile 
stares me down 
from the mirror  
 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
 

 
 

waking dream … 
among strangers in a crowd  
I find myself  
looking down on my double  
his eyes closed beyond sleep  
 

Rodney Williams - Australia  
 

 
 
Orion’s reach ...  
no way to evade 
the iron cold 
his sword testing my mettle 
these long winter nights  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  
 

 
 

I would like  
my coffin to be 
a cocoon 
in time, I would emerge 
and take to the sky  
 

Joy McCall - England  
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Such happiness 
merely from recycling half 
a box of papers 
a few inches closer 
to a clean farewell  
 

J. Zimmerman - USA  
 

 
 

the last  
of his hunting buddies 
laid to rest … 
an old man waits at moonset 
for the buck’s white flag  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 
black floaters 
after those eye 
operations … 
did you really not see me 
passing in the street?  
 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  
 

 
 

silence by silence 
a look that drifts away 
time and again 
he builds his walls 
invisible but solid  
 

Janet Butler - USA  
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a moat surrounds 
the historic castle ...  
that barrier 
around you 
I never could break through  
 

Hazel Hall - Australia  
 

 
 

breaking like waves  
against the shoreline  
the promises  
we made to each other  
but could never keep  
 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
 

 
 
currency devalued 
the sand dollar 
I’ve kept for years 
affords me a return 
to the ocean  
 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
 

 
 

sailor man 
drifting in and out 
of my life – 
how can I tempt you 
to put down your anchor  
 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  
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what moment 
could be grander than this?  
watching the sky 
change from mauve to magenta 
as night slowly closes in  
 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  
 

 
 

I squeeze the sun 
between my index finger 
and my thumb 
until the last drop of light 
is swallowed by the water  
 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
 

 
 
encircling myself 
with stones to remember 
I touch each in turn 
make of them namesakes 
joy, sorrow, loneliness  
 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  
 

 
 

they comfort me 
on those long, empty nights 
the messages 
I keep on my voicemail 
from people I have known  
 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  
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our daughter  
holds my hand as I weep  
beside his grave ...  
my shadow's nine lives  
were still not enough  
 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
 

 
 

the cat 
cries at her reflection 
in the window ...  
a lifetime to learn 
to look beyond myself  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
 

 
my womb 
warmed by your presence 
once more 
I long to feel 
a spark of starlight  
 

Jessica Malone Latham - USA  
 

 
 

waters may warm,  
storms intensify,  
sea levels rise  
       yet still the voices 
       of children at play  
 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
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little Gullivers 
patter for shells and pebbles,  
peer into ants' nests … 
grow up in a world  
of bigger and better things  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
 

 
 

a family of cyclists 
make their way to school 
in a spring breeze 
the smallest child hangs on 
to his father’s back  
 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  
 

 
 
the wind 
holds the skylark’s song 
how calmly 
my child listens through 
her hearing aid  
 

Ramesh Anand - India  
 

 
 

locking on a cloud 
through the crosshairs 
of his toy gun 
my son tells me 
where the wind goes  
 

Roman Lyakhovetsky - Israel  
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a lifetime 
in that bated breath ...  
does it move,  
this wisp of cotton 
in my baby's nose?  
 

Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy - UK  
 

 
 

did mom know 
my first love 
wasn’t her … 
puppies 
licked my face  
 

Cyndi Lloyd - USA  
 

 
 
she kisses me 
with the look in her eyes 
the distance 
between our shadows 
becoming shorter  
 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  
 

 
 

who is it 
that makes her 
sing that way 
the romanian girl 
serving coffee at dawn  
 

Stephen Toft - UK  
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the street 
where she used to live 
still smells 
of bread and cream cakes 
in her dreams  
 

André Surridge - New Zealand  
 

 
 

far from home 
I dream only of music … 
this land 
where water tumbles 
from the mountain’s stony heart  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 
worlds apart 
I feel  
her touch  
the words 
I should have said  
 

S.M. Kozubek - USA  
 

 
 

family home 
quietly closing down  
succumbing  
to darkness room by room – 
mother’s search for words  
 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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something 
in that sepia image 
steals my sleep ...  
is it the light behind you 
I cannot find again?  
 

Hazel Hall - Australia  
 

 
 

dementia patient 
today he holds the hand 
of a new woman 
together they examine 
the ring on her finger  
 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  
 

 
 
a rain cloud 
passing from one window 
to another ...  
yet lying on my table 
these dried flowers  
 

Archana Kapoor Nagpal - India  
 

 
 

nothing blooming 
in the winter garden  
another bed 
with freshly tucked corners  
waiting in palliative care  
 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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Wave after wave … 
thinking of all those 
I grew up with  
and how the surf  
takes everything back  
 

Marian Olson - USA  
 

 
 

Without you 
these cold autumn nights 
no sugar 
in my apples 
no logs to burn  
 

Marian Olson - USA  
 

 
 
the small mound 
of wood chips turns to dust 
all that’s left 
of the giant beech tree 
that held our names, our dreams  
 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
 

 
 

every day 
I look for small things 
to bring some wonder 
the fluff of a squirrel's tail 
the flash of a cardinal  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
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white rump  
of a flicker in flight 
hightailing it 
at the first sign of trouble 
my past comes back to haunt me  
 

Marilyn Fleming - USA  
 

 
 

dust 
swirling in a sunbeam 
glimpses 
of my life 
in each particle  
 

John Wisdom - USA  
 

 
 
belting out 
Mademoiselle from Armentières 
with Grandpa  
why would I mind 
a little cigar smoke  
 

Maxianne Berger - Canada  
 

 
 

my grandfather 
& his generation 
with their ships in a bottle 
how they understood 
the impossible  
 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
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large raindrops 
and behind me a low sun  
I’m enchanted 
though I don’t understand 
the physics of sparkling rain  
 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  
 

 
 

Kneeling by a pool 
in the river's bend 
I ask the one 
whose face listens in the water 
why we all come from rain  
 

J. Zimmerman - USA  
 

 
 
Caught 
in the creases of my palm 
a reek of seaweed 
out of darkness 
a siren coils and uncoils  
 

Carol Purington - USA  
 

 
 

childhood rosary 
i test myself 
on a Hail Mary 
recalling at last the final words 
now and at the hour of our death  
 

Simon Hanson - Australia  
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calligraphy ink 
drips from a tip 
of the finger 
in my mind those words 
I never said  
 

Maria Tomczak - Poland  
 

 
 

in this world  
of cell phone selfies 
I lift a pen 
to ply the dim seas of mind 
to discover the shape of me  
 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
 

 
 
after our summer  
her cold note  
                  burns 
I re-trace my steps 
                  to the exit  
 

S.M. Kozubek - USA  
 

 
 

popping aspirin  
did little to lessen  
the sting  
of those spiked words …  
I wait for the night to pass  
 

Kala Ramesh - India  
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ice calving 
as another berg slips 
into the sea ...  
effects we don’t intend 
ripple all around us  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
 

 
 

freshly green 
leaves fall among 
the litter 
on every step … 
oh what might have been  
 

Kathy Kituai - Australia  
 

 
 
her old upright 
stored in the shed 
worn keys 
that somehow recall 
the touch of her fingers  
 

Jo McInerney - Australia  
 

 
 

knit one, purl one 
this old afghan handed down  
over generations 
yet the hand-dyed yarn  
still bright with berry, bark, and root  
 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  
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so serious 
for one so young 
her dark 
fatherless son 
born in the depth of winter  
 

André Surridge - New Zealand  
 

 
 

what to do 
with the broken pieces ...  
a severed branch 
becomes my walking stick 
here where the woods grow deeper  
 

Rebecca Drouilhet – USA  
 

 
 
autumn sunset 
on salmon gums 
reaching toward the light 
will I always struggle 
to cast off this darkness  
 

Tash Adams - Australia  
 

 
 

in the cobweb 
dropped blossoms  
quiver – 
i walk indecision 
to the end of the block  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  
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our first walk 
in the desert, he pulls prickles 
from my hands … 
how easily we’ve strayed 
from the path  
 

Mary Davila - USA  
 

 
 

crows strut 
the dusty plains 
of the interior 
among shrivelled tussocks 
the bones of drought  
 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  
 

 
 
antelope 
grazing on sagebrush 
at first light 
the horizon stitched 
to an infinitude of sky  
 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
 

 
 

all those years 
you were thinking it was me 
thinking it was you – 
cirrus clouds sweep the sky 
over a blooming prairie  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  
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the fog doesn't 
come on little cat feet,  
Mr Sandburg;  
it shuffles in the wake 
of the minimum-waged  
 

Bob Lucky - Saudi Arabia  
 

 
 

building 
a house of cards 
from scratch ...  
the many times we thought 
it was over  
 

Shloka Shankar - India  
 

 
 
he settles a kiss 
soft as a white feather  
on my cheek 
the fatherly affection 
I never had  
        (for poet, Theodore Deppe)  
 

Cyndi Lloyd - USA  
 

 
crows wake 
and shape the dawn 
this and more 
add to the millstone 
of your leaving  
 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
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he packs 
to leave on a mission –  
the magnolias  
we will not count 
together  
 

Steliana Cristina Voicu - Romania  
 

 
 

his suitcase packed  
he softens the blow  
with pillows  
one last night of passion  
to remember me by  
 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
 

 
 
he is now 
where he's always belonged 
surrounded 
by fields of his fellow Jews 
and the heedless highways  
 

Ruth Holzer - USA  
 

 
 

alone  
at a table for two 
a widow 
takes a bite out of a crepe  
and swallows the loneliness  
 

Padma Thampatty - USA  
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all these 
family secrets 
suddenly exposed ...  
in the middle of the night 
the owl's scream  
 

Anna Goluba - Poland  
 

 
 

winter rain 
on and off, on and off ...  
thoughts of home 
interrupted 
by a barking dog  
 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  
 

 
 
old fears 
imprison him behind bars  
of memory – 
in patrolling darkness 
he plots the perfect escape  
 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
 

 
 

another branch 
from our family tree 
broken off … 
how many more years 
will be lost to the silence  
 

Mary Davila - USA  
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the amulets 
I clasp against the gloom – 
a shooting star,  
the passing shadow of a leaf,  
the lingering of song  
 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
 

 
 
 
 

the next blue distance … 
longing makes travellers 
of us all  
now in spring's first iris 
I've arrived, I am home  
 

Claire Everett - UK  
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Passing Shadows  
 
raised brows– 
how much longer  
before dark  
 
every shadow 
an alien passing by  
 
a few drops 
off the camel's back 
to the sand  
 
the ominous swell 
of a tsunami  
 
 
 
A Fresh Start  
 
sand castles— 
we make another  
fresh start     (SK)  
 
an old tub of ice-cream 
in the fridge    (SS)  
 
the urchin 
gets a few thwacks 
with the stick    (SK)  
 
I rush to meet 
my sweetheart    (SS)  
 
 
- Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy (SK) and Sahana Shrikaanth (SS)  
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Shallow Puddles  
 
 
rubber boots- 
my feet search  
for shallow puddles     Rohan  
 
the ball he kicked  
still spins      Pranav 
 
the winter moon  
seems larger 
through an open window    Palvi  
 
she is blind 
and he drinks her salty tea    Paranjay  
 
no matter the years 
they enjoy watching sparrows 
pick rice      Palvi 
 
the last bark 
echoes through time     Pranav  
 
the avenue  
coloured with petals 
of the first blossom     Rohan  
 
city lights  
settle into the skyline     Naihan 
 
 
***  
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Shallow Puddles was completed in a two hour session during class hours.  
 
 
Participants:  
 
Rohan Das – vs 1 & 7 
Pranav Chheda – vs 2 & 6 
Palvi Angne – vs 3 & 5  
Paranjay Agarwal – vs 4 
Naihan Nath – vs 8  
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4/10 
 
peacock's call  
poorly imitated by street boys— 
4/10       Bhumika  
 
a dog looks up 
and goes back to sleep    Kripa 
 
yawning wide 
I sip hot coco while 
watching the moon     Azade 
 
on the next table 
a couple on their date     Dhruvi  
 
while raking red leaves 
he still teases her 
about his first win     Astha  
 
in a ghost town 
traffic lights turn green    Kripa  
 
the birds and bees 
now circling 
their teenage grandchildren    Bhumika 
 
my windows open 
to too many cherry blossoms    Kripa 
 
 
Participants:  
 
Bhumika Pravin – vs 1 & 7 
Kripa Anand – vs 2,6 & 8 
Azade Aria – vs 3 
Astha Dadhich – vs 5 
Dhruvi Lakhani – vs 4 
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Rasika Schema:  
 
hokku - monsoon 
wakiku – ns 
daisan – winter moon 
4th short – ns lv 
5th long – au lv 
6th short – ns 
7 long – spring blossom /sp 
8 ageku – ns / spring blossom  
 
*Rasika: an eight verse renku form created by Kala Ramesh  
 
 
 
The students of Symbiosis School for Liberal Arts, Pune, India, were taught renku. After getting 
a feel of it in junicho, in which special emphasis was given to “link and shift” that is so vital to 
renku, we moved on to rasika.  
 
Giving them the same schema, I divided the class into two groups and both the groups tried their 
hand at ‘rasika’. The speed at which the verses flowed showed that students enjoy collaborative 
linked poetry! The focus was to see students interact and share their knowledge and sensibilities 
that they had gained during the hours they spent in haiku and renku.  
 

Kala Ramesh, sabaki. 
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Hot Pakoras  
 
steady drizzle . . .  
people gather around 
hot pakoras*     Azade  
 
a little boy serves chai  
getting drenched     Tanvi  
 
crisscross ghats 
run miles and miles 
along the west coast     Maitreya  
 
the rising sun forms 
a halo above the forest    Kripa  
 
sleeping animals 
are woken by a wolf 
howling at the moon     Rohan 
 
how trees sway against 
the crunching of leaves    Bhumika  
 
your laugh 
softer than my heartbeat 
when I walk with you     Palvi 
 
my day still begins 
and ends with him     Naihan  
 
on the wind  
feathery bristles 
of a dandelion      Astha  
 
flying through the air 
the kites paint the sky     Rohan  
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a river 
channels its way through 
the Watergate      Pranav  
 
withered branches 
wait for new beginnings    Palvi  
 
 
 
 
* Pakora - pronounced [pəkoʊɽaː], also called pakodi, is a fried snack (fritter).Originally from 
India, it is found across South Asia.  
 
***  
 
Participants:  
 
Azade Aria – vs 1 
Tanvi Shah – vs 2 
Maitreya Rolba – vs 3 
Kripa Anand – vs 4 
Rohan Das – vs 5 & 10 
Bhumika Pravin – vs 6 
Palvi Angne – vs 7 & 12  
Naihan Nath – vs 8 
Astha Dadhich – vs 9 
Pranav Chheda – vs 11  
 
Hot Pakoras, a junicho compose by the Students of the Symbiosis School for Liberal Arts, was 
written during class hours, after a brief introduction to collaborative linked verse the importance 
of ‘link and shift’ that is so intrinsic and vital to renku.  
 
We started this junicho on 18th August and finished it in 4 sessions of two hours each on 27th 
August. It was a satisfying experience all around.   
 

Kala Ramesh, sabaki.      
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Between Acts  
 
 
scented breeze – 
the knowing look 
of an old horse  
 
behind the net walls 
growing insects buzz  
 
between acts 
we sip the last drops 
of Bloody Mary  
 
in the souvenir box 
new ballet shoes  
 
black swan feathers 
absorb the light 
of the rising moon  
 
river takes the fallen leaves 
beyond the horizon  
 
lying on the sand 
entwined 
yin and yang  
 
leather cuffs 
under the warm quilt  
 
on the straight road 
a motorcyclist chases 
his shadow  
 
while her watch 
still slows the time  
 
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

144 
 

 
a Gypsy woman 
surrounded by lilacs 
foretells the future  
 
soap bubbles 
burst with memories 
 
***  
 
Participants: 
 
#1 - hokku - Gabriel 
#2 - wakiku - Maria 
#3 - daisan - Janina 
#4 - verse - Magda 
#5 - verse - Gabriel 
#6 - verse - Maria 
#7 - verse - Janina 
#8 - verse - Magda 
#9 - verse - Gabriel 
#10 - verse - Maria 
#11 - verse - Janina 
#12 - ageku - Magda 
 
 
A Junicho composed by members of HiTT Facebook group. Started July 24th, 2015 and finished 
July 30th, 2015.  
 
Participants:  
 
Maria Tomczak, Opole, Poland 
Janina Kołodziejczyk, Pavullo, Italy 
Magda Sobieszek, Opole, Poland 
Gabriel Sawicki, Wrocław, Poland (sabaki)  
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Sky in Tatters 
 
a single spider’s thread 
ties the duckweed 
to the shore      Chiyo-ni  

(trans. Donegan & Ishibashi)  
 
no remnants from last night 
when everybody danced    Myra  
 
all chairs taken - 
I’m standing in the centre 
when the music stops     Amanda  
 
sky in tatters 
the mountain reappears    Annette  
 
blushing beneath 
the supermoon – 
stubble fields      Amanda 
 
russet pomegranate 
sweetness of season’s close    Sinéad  
 
inside the fridge 
an unopened bottle 
of dessert wine     Maeve  
 
cold mouths warm each other 
in frosty weather     Sinéad 
 
their bed stripped bare 
she shovels ashes 
sets a fire for one     Evan 
 
deep in the coalmine 
Carboniferous fossils     Jane  
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young rabbit 
printed on the tarmac – 
cherry blossom falls     Breda 
 
spears of sudden rain… 
my prayers briefly answered    Evan 
 
\ 

*** 
 
A summer shisan renku composed at the Teachers’ Club, Dublin on 12th June 2015, for the 
Hibernian Poetry Workshop.  
 
Renju:  
 
Amanda Bell  
Evan Costigan  
Myra McAuliffe  
Sinéad Cotter  
Maeve O’Sullivan (sabaki, editor)  
Jane Robinson  
Annette Skade  
Breda Wall Ryan (shuhitsu, scribe).  
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Buds  
 
Skinny dipping 
in the fog, a blonde 
lab       Brendan Hewitt  
 
Coyotes howling in the night 
loneliness smoking      Judy Potter  
 
Fireworks over the beach,  
sparklers shower 
sprinkles on a birthday cake     Sarah Hartman 
 
Stars sink from the sky 
crickets roar in the grass     Chelsea Noiles  
 
Relentless tide heeds 
the moon’s request to nurture life:  
urchins of the sea 
look up for their daily bread     Kerwin Davidson 
 
The mudflats between  
the islands rest 
the cottage window shutters 
closed        Linda Vienneau Hargrave  
 
Dancing to a September song 
afraid I will 
fall        Claudia Mannion  
 
Searching, reaching:  
where are you, “love”?     Frank Hartman 
 
She cracks a smile 
under her skates 
the moon’s reflection      Sandra Stephenson 
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Beneath silver manes 
and papery skin,  
teenage spirits  
make snow-angels together     Judith Bauer 
 
Mother Nature hiccups 
sheds a tear 
a marigold unfurls      Linda Vienneau Hargrave  
 
The student prepares to leave for school 
grief        Allie Noiles  
 
On the longest day 
of the year, the earth 
changes direction      Harvey Lev 
 
***  
 
Begun 7:45pm August 25, and finished 10pm the same evening  
 
A 13-verse Kasen renga composed in the presence of Conrad Byers, a story-teller and the last schooner captain on 
the Bay of Fundy.  
 
The poem was hand calligraphied onto rice paper and then folded as a paper airplane, following the lead of Allie 
Noiles, for our hosts, Main & Station, Parrsboro, Nova Scotia.  
 
This renku was a meeting of strangers, occasioned by a visit by my husband and myself to an arts community on the 
Bay of Fundy, a historic site for shipping in North America a century and a half ago. Present was one of the last 
ships’ captains able to sail a wooden schooner in this Bay full of treacherous currents, tides that rise 45 feet in six 
hours, volcanic islands and rocks, and howling winds from North Atlantic hurricanes. True to the age-old tradition 
of assembling to compose verse and recount stories together - except without sake or rum in our case - the veneer of 
awkward politeness quickly burned off in the very first verse offered by designated Renku Master, Brendan Hewitt. 
With my assistance, the Master selected each of the 13 linking verses from 13 proffered by the 13 participants on 
that near-full moon evening – 169 fragments. By the end we were friends, buds, eager to hear and delighted by the 
final product, read aloud after two hours of deliberation and quiet appreciation of each other’s fragments. A true and 
compassionate ice-breaker, this. I hope to practice it again in other places I visit.  
 

Sandra Stephenson      
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The Variorum Project – Haiku Variations  
 
 

by J. Zimmerman  
 
edge of the world the protector’s hand-carved gunstock 
 
The idea of the variorum project is to draft dozens of variations of a haiku in a few minutes or 
hours. This is one way of developing depth as a writer. The variations can reflect different facets 
or even voices. Later the poet prunes the results dispassionately, discarding most of the haiku 
written, just as a photographer discards hundreds of shots and keeps only a handful.  
 
What is a Variorum?  
scanning the horizon for wildfire smoke – the protector of water 
 
In literature, a variorum is an edition that contains multiple versions of a text, often with notes 
and commentaries by several editors or critics (variorum being Latin for “of various persons”). 
Those versions can arise due to differing opinions about what was the original text and how to 
interpret the text. For example, in the eighteenth-century Dr. Samuel Johnson edited the first 
variorum edition of Shakespeare.  
 
In the haiku community, readers of Japanese literature might notice that different translators 
create different translations. In a few cases, translations of the same poem have been assembled 
in a variorum. A small web example is an annotated comparison of translations by several 
translators of three Basho haiku (Zimmerman, 2007). A larger example is the currently 
unpublished Haiku Database, created and maintained by Charles Trumbull. He reported in 2012 
that it held more than a quarter-million entries (Trumbull, 2012). He reported in 2015 that it has 
grown to about a third of a million entries (Charles Trumbull, personal e-mail, September 12, 
2015).  
 
Variorum in the Buson One Hundred  
the youthfulness of the water protector hands too big for his arms  
 
J. Zimmerman and Gregory Longenecker (2014) documented how five modern haiku poets 
completed Buson’s practice of attempting to write ten haiku a day for a hundred days. Of 
particular relevance to the variorum practice was that each poet often referred to saijiki and other 
seasonal reference works for inspiration. They would pick a kigo (season phrase) or a keyword to 
include in all ten (or more) haiku they wrote in a day.  
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Such a variorum practice is also useful when working on entries for contests like the annual Yuki 
Teikei Tokutomi Haiku Contest , which specifies a set of kigo for each year’s competition. One 
(and only one) kigo from the list can appear in any haiku submitted to the contest. A particularly 
useful variorum practice is to take one of those kigo each day (or even each week) and write 
haiku containing that kigo alone.  
 
A similar opportunity arises when organizations issue “Challenge Kigo”. For example, in a 
recent Yuki Teikei Haiku Society newsletter, June Hopper Hymas proposed the phrase 
“migrating birds” for a Challenge Kigo. She provided a variety of inspiration through five 
examples by classical and modern poets. Again, a poet can make a variorum practice with a 
challenge kigo: write many haiku using that phrase; discard most of the haiku; improve the best; 
and submit the strongest.  
 
Variorum Practice in General  
naked torso the water protector at the refugee camp  
 
The idea of the variorum practice is simply to select one or two core words or phrases and to 
include one (or a synonym) in every haiku written in a session. Those words support and focus 
the writing practice, simply by giving the poet at least one known word for each haiku. This can 
calm the inner-critic’s worries of what to write about.  
 
The actual practice can be to write a particular number of poems in a day, such as the daily ten in 
the Buson One Hundred. Or one can write as many haiku as possible in a timed period, perhaps 
ten minutes, or half-hour, or dawn-till-dusk. Another practice is to write a haiku on each thing 
seen on a day-long hike, or at a birthday party, or in the time it takes to drink a cup of tea, coffee, 
or lemonade.  
 
Artwork can offer a terrific source of inspiration. Rather than moving between dozens or 
hundreds of pieces, a poet could sit with a single painting or sculpture, collage or ceramic, and 
identify a word or two that is core to the experience. Then one writes lots of haiku using such a 
word. For example, I’ve written dozens of haiku in response to many of Nerdrum’s paintings in 
Pettersson (1998). The initial poems are usually in close response to the piece, with later poems 
moving a little afield.  
 
Another source of words for the variorum practice is poetry itself. A poet, inspired by reading 
another haiku or tanka or any poem or even prose, might extract a word or phrase and use it for 
the day’s variorum practice.  
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Finally, a significant part of the practice is the pruning of the results. It is better to wait at least 
overnight (and best to wait a week or a month) before returning to a batch of haiku. The poet 
benefits from some emotional distance when discarding most of the haiku written, and might 
also be able to improve the poems retained.  
 
Many poets are, of course, making their own variorum practice in this end stage of editing. They 
have pruned and discarded their weaker drafts. Now they can spend quality time with one haiku 
that is almost perfect. The many ways that they tweak a haiku – altering a verb here, switching a 
pair of lines there, changing the season of the kigo, and so on – gives them many related versions 
of the haiku that they are searching for, until they finally discover what they like best.  
 
Variorum Practice: Two Risks  
dying bracken the protector’s animal pelt  
 
One risk of the variorum practice is specific to the situation where a poet selects a seed word or 
phrase from a poem by another poet. Try to avoid even the appearance of plagiarism. Be clear in 
your notes (whether carbon-based or silicon-based) what was the original poem, where and when 
it was published or heard, and who was the original poet. Use this information to ensure that 
your own haiku do not accidentally plagiarize anyone else’s work.  
 
Another risk of a variorum practice can arise from a lapse in conscientious record keeping, 
particularly if a poet submits similar poems from a variorum practice to different journals or 
contests. A poem might be thrilling as a single haiku in one journal. But it can look tawdry if a 
poet later publishes effectively the same haiku (ostensibly as a new poem but with the same 
sensibility and almost identical words) in a different journal or as a winner in a contest.  
 
One way to minimize the latter risk might be to assemble the retained haiku into a series that 
could either be offered to a haiku journal or to a Western-style poetry journal. That way, all the 
versions are tied together.  
 
A Postscript of Variorum Examples  
unspent sea of clouds passing by the water protector  
 
Poet Catie Rosemurgy is a groundbreaker in the variorum form. In her second collection, The 
Stranger Manual (Rosemurgy, 2010), she included a 15-line poem in which each line served as a 
different commentary on a single hypothetical text. Aptly, she called the poem simply 
“Variorum”. The opening, middle, and closing lines are:  
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At least most of the violence has been off the page.  
Most of the violence, at least, has been kept off the page.  
… 
The violence thus far has been implied.  
… 
As usual, most violence happens off the page.  
As usual, the page. Mostly the violence.  
 
One of my own examples is an assemblage of haiku from the thirty-plus that I wrote in response 
to Nerdrum’s painting “The Water Protectors” (Pettersson, 1998). My self-assignment was to 
include one or more of the words “protector(s)”, “water”, and “gun” in each haiku. The result 
was “‘The Water Protectors’ Variorum”. The juxtaposition of haiku gives a collaged sense that is 
much richer than each haiku by itself. One of those haiku is at the start of each of this article’s 
sections.  
 
Finally here is a small variorum on one particularly well-known haiku by Basho. Jane Reichhold 
(2008) gives this literal translation of its Japanese:  
 
summer grass (+ cutting word)  
soldier common of 
dream of trace  
 
while this is her translation:  
summer grass 
the only remains of soldiers’ 
dreams  
 
The following are the six translations of the same poem from Zimmerman (2007), starting with 
Donald Keene's:  
 
The summer grasses –  
Of brave soldiers' dreams  
The aftermath.  
 
Keene’s addition of “brave” seems unnecessary. Sam Hamill's version is:  
 
Summer grasses:  
all that remains of great soldiers'  
imperial dreams  
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Hamill’s additions of “great” and “imperial” seem unnecessary. Haruo Shirane's version is:  
 
Summer grasses –  
the traces of dreams  
of ancient warriors  
 
Shirane’s use of “warriors” reads well but his addition of “ancient” seems unnecessary. Cid 
Corman’s is:  
 
summer grass 
warriors  
dreams' ruin  
 
Corman’s addition of “ruin” is questionable. David Landis Barnhill's is:  
 
summer grass – 
       all that remains  
             of warriors' dreams  
 
Barnhill's translation has always been my preference for its clarity and concision, even before I 
knew of its closeness to the original.  
 
Nobuyuki Yuasa's version, in his signature four-line format:  
 
A thicket of summer grass 
Is all that remains 
Of the dreams and ambitions  
Of ancient warriors.  
 
Yuasa seems to have added “ambitions” and “ancient”; his “thicket” could be acceptable in terms 
of the original, where one reading of the first line could be “summer grasses and so on”. But its 
length seems ponderous compared to the insightful moment of the original.  
 
The above is a small subset of translations. Charles Trumbull currently reports 51 entries in his 
haiku database for this “summer grass” haiku (Charles Trumbull, personal e-mail, September 12, 
2015).  
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Origami Pinwheels - Kay L. Tracy 
 
 

reviewed by Michael Dylan Welch  
 

 
 

 
Origami Pinwheels by Kay L. Tracy 
Privately published, 2015 
32 pages,ISBN: 978-0-9964679-0-2 
Print book, 8 x 10 inches,  
saddlestitched, full colour 
Price $15.00 plus shipping,  
available on Amazon, or from the author at:  
13620 SE Raymond St., Portland,  
OR 97236-4007 USA (checks or money orders  

payable in $US to Kay L. Tracy)  
 

 
 
You could read this entire book in under two minutes if you wanted to. But to read at such a pace 
would do it an injustice. Kay L. Tracy’s Origami Pinwheels offers just ten poems, but how it 
offers them is a true delight, with wondrous, enveloping illustrations that provide easy appeal for 
both children and adults. Each poem appears in a perfectly chosen font—a little ornate, yet easy 
to read—on a two-page spread with an illustration around it and on the opposite page. The 
watercolours, also by the author, appear in a vibrant palette of pastel flavours. For example, the 
opening poem,  
 
a new pinwheel 
the breath of wind and Jasmine 
conducting butterflies  
 
appears with a gentle blue and green illustration of a girl amid flowers and leaves. Her name is 
Jasmine, and she appears again in the book’s last poem, but here she is blowing her breath into 
an unseen pinwheel. It’s that unseenness that elevates the image from illustration to haiga. 
Across the page two butterflies cavort in the breeze. A later poem,  
  



A Hundred Gourds 5:1 December 2015 
 

175 
 

 
peek-a-boo 
through pinwheel spokes 
Mother smiles  
 
employs an effective pivot line (kakekotoba in Japanese), and is also paired with a whimsical 
image. The women or girls who appear in the various illustrations each have a colourful shawl 
over their heads, and nearly all of the images are set outdoors. All but one of the women have 
their eyes closed, as if to inhale more strongly the scent of flowers around them. Scattered 
through the book’s garden are butterflies, a cocoon, a grasshopper, a butterfly emerging from its 
cocoon, ants, ladybugs, fireflies, and moths. In some cases, the butterflies resemble pinwheels. In 
the last two spreads, day has become night. As the crescent moon sprinkles pixie dust among 
fireflies, Jasmine dreams of Luna moths and pinwheels (I’m quoting three of the book’s four 
pinwheel poems here).  
 
breezes beckon  
a parade of children waving 
origami pinwheels  
 
The author is emerging as a haiku poet like a butterfly from a cocoon. With her first haiku book, 
Origami Pinwheels, Kay L. Tracy unfolds like a swallowtail, and spreads her wings into a gentle 
breeze. Don’t miss this butterfly of a book, one that’s worth its weight in wonder.  
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Deep in the Valley of Tea Bowls - Kathy Kituai  
 
 

reviewed by Susan Constable  
 

 
 

 
 
 
Deep in the Valley of Tea Bowls – Kathy Kituai,  
Fergus Stewart. 
Interactive Press, Carindale, Queensland, Australia, 2015.  
116 pp, 6”x9”, perfect bound 
Available through Amazon; $18.00 USD (paperback) 
or $7.63 (Kindle)  
ISBN 978-192 21208855  
 
 

 
 

 
In this collaboration, the Australian poet, Kathy Kituai, travels to Scotland to spend three months 
interacting with the potter, Fergus Stewart, who produces beautiful art through the use of his 
hands and creative eye. While appreciating the time and patience he exhibits with his craft, 
Kituai displays her own artistic talent by using images and words to express what she sees and 
feels.  
 
they limber up … 
he with clay centred 
on the wheel 
she with pen on paper 
steadying each word  
 
In the introduction, Kituai notes that “although poets use less physical energy they can be weary 
at the end of a day’s writing. Fergus and I came to the conclusion that the main difference 
between pottery and poetry, was only an extra ‘t’ in pottery.”  
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Perhaps that’s true, for it seems there are many similarities between these two artists, including 
knowledge and skill for their chosen art form, as well as prolonged concentration, patience, and a 
willingness to experiment and takes risks with their pots or poems. Just as potters take handfuls 
of wet clay and mould it into vases, bowls, cups, and pots for us to use in our daily lives, poets 
use words and images to mould their thoughts and ideas, enriching the world in which we live. 
Stewart shows us his work through colourful photos, Kituai reaches us through the printed word, 
and there’s a lovely balance between the two throughout this collection.  
 
for all their talk 
on poetry and pots 
the wheel spins … 
look at what might be said 
simply without words  
no handle 
or spout for this vessel 
just five lines 
pouring from the nib 
to sip or savour  
 
For the reader, Deep in the Valley of Tea Bowls is like arriving at an intersection where a visual 
art meets a verbal one. Such a lovely place to stop, sit for a while, and simply enjoy what’s going 
on when cups, bowls, and pots seem to live lives of their own.  
 
they linger 
in the corner of the kiln 
tea bowls 
glazed in deeper hues,  
smoke the colour of sorrow  
gossiping 
hands on hips 
teapots 
facing each other 
on a wooden shelf  
 
There’s a musicality to these poems and a smooth flow of words that seems to match the rhythm 
of the potter’s wheel. Many of the tanka sound effortless, which is surely not the case, but rather  
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the result of a great deal of practise and considerable talent on the part of the poet. It takes time 
and attention to get the wording, the line breaks, and the use of sounds ‘just right.’ Consider the 
following tanka with its alliteration of 3 hard C’s and 4 W’s, the consonance of P’s in line 1 and 
the assonance of long A’s in line 5. And then there’s the sound of the wind itself.  
 
teapot and cup 
her only companions 
close by 
the wind wailing  
with loose window frames  
 
Also in the introduction are these words from the poet:  
 
“… the daily task of working with clay, be it plugging, glazing or trimming pots are much the 
same as writing zero drafts in a journal and moulding them, first to last draft, into poetry ready 
for publication.” 
 
Her tanka go well beyond description. They leave the reader with dreaming room – a space to 
evoke our emotions and an invitation to ‘finish the poem’ which she’s begun.  
 
to which  
would Buddha bow … 
this bowl 
fitting the palm of her hand 
or those the potter discarded? 
every night  
she raises to her mouth 
his tea bowl 
whose idea was it 
to glaze it with the moon?  
 
Deep in the Valley of Tea Bowls is a welcome addition to my tanka library. Nicely laid out with 
usually only one or two tanka per page, the book is broken into numerous sections, including 
‘pots and poetry’, ‘a mantra of pots’, ‘no other spice’, and ‘set with a linen cloth’. The many 
pictures, by various photographers, add a wonderful splash of colour, while providing a good 
look at the potter’s workplace and finished products. The tanka, including the title poem, stand 
well on their own and speak for themselves.  
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Oh! to rest  
deep in the valley 
of tea bowls 
the clay … the kiln 
and craftsmanship  
 
Kituai says, “I embarked on this journey wondering if I could take a handful of words, five lines, 
no more than that, and like potters, set out to create vessels in which to offer up food for 
thought.” Considering the consistency in the quality of her writing, the poignancy of many of her 
tanka, and her ability to convert imagery into words, her success is readily apparent.  
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An inch of Sky - Paresh Tiwari 
 
 

reviewed by Lorin Ford  
 

 
 

 
 
An inch of Sky  
Paresh Tiwari  
20 Notebooks Press, India, 2014 
118 pages, 5’’ by 8’’, perfect bound 
Printed by Cinnamon Teal Publishing  
Available from:  
Amazon.com - $8.99 USD  
Amazon.in – Rs 300 (for India)  
ISBN 978-93-5196-392-9  
 
 

 
 

 
Considering that Paresh Tiwari began writing “Japanese literary short forms”1 in 2012, his first 
book, An inch of Sky, published in 2014, is a remarkable achievement. The book, containing 108 
haiku and 25 haibun has been produced with great care. Consideration has been given, for 
instance, to placing the haiku three to a page, with plenty of white space surrounding. An 
intuitive, rather than thematic, approach to dividing the haiku into four sections, each separated 
by Pratiba Tiwari’s sumi-e sketches, further echoes the fundamental Japanese aesthetic concept 
of ma that all successful haiku rely on – the void or absence between and surrounding things 
which allows for possibility and resonance in such a short poem.  
 
The haiku and haibun content of An inch of Sky is warmly embraced between a foreword by Dr. 
Angelee Deodhar (plus an introduction by the author himself) and four ‘afterword’ testimonials 
by well-known haiku personalities, all with a bent, in their different ways, for teaching: Robert 
Wilson, an’ya, Alan Summers and Kala Ramesh. I have to admit I’m uncertain about the value 
of publishing testimonials (beyond the length of a few short, well-chosen back cover blurbs) in a 
haiku book, especially the first edition of a first book. Needless to say, testimonials perform as  
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entirely positive ‘advance reviews’ and as a reviewer I’d rather not have had these right under 
my nose, especially as two out of the four testimonial authors have their own agendas to 
proclaim regarding what haiku is or should be. Nevertheless, within the testimonials as well as in 
Deodhar’s elegant foreword, I find much to agree with in regard to the actual comments on 
Tiwari’s verses.  
 
Deodhar, in her foreword, mentions “. . . the synaesthesia which Paresh Tiwari brings to his 
works.” Sense-switching and blending is a technique Tiwari uses in many of the haiku in An inch 
of Sky. Deodhar quotes:  
 
toddler’s hideout . . .  
the azaleas fragrant 
with giggles 
 
A favourite of mine is the quieter:  
 
stillness ...  
the sound of stars 
washing ashore  
 
Wilson points to the Japanese aesthetic concept of “. . . yugen (depth and mystery)”, quoting:  
 
an ocean 
within this raindrop . . .  
raven sky  
 
As I read this haiku, the first image suggests an equivalent to Blake’s “infinity in a grain of sand” 
but in juxtaposition with ‘raven sky’ both the accurately perceived optic effect of the thin, dark 
perimeter of a raindrop and a strange sky from another place or time are evoked. It’s as if the 
raindrop grows to become a magical crystal ball, through which we might view and hear ravens 
gathering in another time or place. Game of Thrones, anyone? Similarly, an intuitively sensed 
intersection between two realities, this time one realistic and the other psychological is suggested 
in:  
forest trail 
the echo of a journey 
we never started  
 
Ramesh, in her testimonial, is drawn to what she considers to be the uncontrived nature of 
Tiwari’s haiku, finding “. . . the truth of the moment, stated simply . . . this transparency which  
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Master Basho called as karumi.” The example Ramesh quotes is:  
 
moonless night – 
a watchman’s lantern 
flickers the silence 
 
I find the chosen verb and its synaesthetic action on the object rather too striking to allow this 
haiku to demonstrate karumi /lightness, which Basho valued in his later years and metaphorically 
likened to a shallow river flowing over sand. Instead, I find an almost hallucinatory vision of 
light acting upon, not darkness, but the absence of sound: silence. Light making silence flicker 
seems a step beyond synaesthesia to me, and this brings to my mind another of Tiwari’s haiku 
from An inch of Sky, one that might evoke a blast from the past for some readers:  
 
marijuana dawn – 
the universe screeching 
on a blackboard  
 
The distinction between the ‘moonless night’ ku and this one is that ‘marijuana dawn’ draws the 
reader into a focus on the effects of human folly. We smile, because we have empathy and our 
own experiences of what it is to be human.  
 
There are various traditional Japanese aesthetic principles that work in English-language haiku, 
all of them of interest, but we’d be silly if we expected them all to come into play in one haiku 
verse. As examples of where we might find karumi / transparency/lightness of poetic treatment 
in Tiwari’s work, we might consider these two haiku:  
 
baby bump 
the three of us sway 
with windchimes 
butterfly wings 
her blue rattle 
lies untouched  
 
There is no sense-switching, no cleverness, no striving for effect and nothing mysterious or 
difficult for the reader in these haiku, yet that space around and between the images is also the 
space that the reader enters to be with the poem. Also, let me point out that there are no ‘tanka-
ish’, sentimental devices for manipulating readers’ heartstrings used here, as there sometimes can 
be in haiku relating to babies and children. A poem, in my view, haiku or other, is successful  
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when readers can ‘be with’ it. I find myself completely drawn in by the ambience of these two 
haiku which rest in simplicity and commonness.  
 
an’ya, in her testimonial, finds in An inch of Sky “. . . the kind of haiku I was taught to write and 
the kind of haiku I still teach others to write.” She also remarks on Tiwari’s excellent “sense of 
rhythm.” The majority of Tiwari’s haiku in this book do rely on straightforward juxtaposition 
and are mostly presented in what has become the norm for EL haiku – the three-line, ‘fragment + 
phrase’ verse, which is the model most of us begin with and continues to be the most frequently 
published form of haiku in EL haiku journals. Relatively few of Tiwari’s haiku are reversed to 
‘phrase + fragment’, with the break occurring after the second line. There are some exceptions to 
the ‘fragment/ phrase – phrase/ fragment’ form of haiku, though, which create variety within the 
flow of An inch of Sky and serve to demonstrate Tiwari’s command of and continuing interest in 
developing the rhythmic possibilities of EL haiku, for example:  
 
the shape 
of thin mist, this wind 
whistling reeds 
a star breathes 
another, the slow swell 
of a snail’s world 
 
Summers, in his testimonial, returns us to Tiwari’s own introduction, where the reader is asked to 
consider each of the haiku as “. . . a pinhole, which shows you but one glimpse of the largest 
canvas possible – Life.” The metaphor is apt and worth dwelling on. I’m reminded that the art of 
photography had its beginnings in ancient times with descriptions of a pinhole camera by both 
Greek and Chinese philosophers from as early as the 5th and 4th centuries BCE. I’m also 
reminded that Tiwari advises us that he “. . . grew up in Lucknow” where “the atmosphere 
steeped in art, history and culture rubbed off on him.” It should be no surprise, then, to find that 
Tiwari draws on the arts of painting, music and dance in many of his haiku:  
 
evening raga – 
the prussian wing-tips 
of a blue jay  
winter wind – 
a stray leaf’s ballet 
by the curb  
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An inch of Sky is Paresh Tiwari’s first book. His continuously growing talent as a writer of haiku 
and haibun is such that it won’t be his last.  
 

 
 
1Paresh Tiwari, An inch of Sky, p117  
 




