
 

 

 

 

Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
  



Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

2 
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Between Basho and Ban'ya (bypassing Barthes): 

A New Brand of Haiku? 

 

by Charles Trumbull 

 

Charles Trumbull at the Cradle of American Haiku Festival  

 

In 2014, the 4th Cradle of American Haiku Festival took place at Mineral Point, Wisconsin in the 

USA. Charles Trumbull gave the thought-provoking presentation, ‘A New Brand of Haiku?', 

which we are delighted to publish on the following pages.  

 

 

About the Cradle of American Haiku Festival  

 

Located in the southwest corner of Wisconsin, amid rolling hills and farmland, the town of 

Mineral Point is home to many artists, musicians and writers. Its name originates from the era 

when lead and zinc were mined nearby, starting in the late 1820’s. Later, in the 1850’s and 

1860’s Cornish miners came to Mineral Point in order to continue the mining. Many of their 

residences from that era are still preserved and provide a historical backdrop to the town.  

 

Mineral Point is also where we can find The Foundry Books. As its name implies the bookstore 

is located in an old foundry, not far from the old Mineral Point Railroad Depot. The bookstore 

was bought by Jim and Gayle Bull in 2004. As mentioned on the Foundry Books website, “Jim 

did not live long enough to carry out all our goals and ambitions for The Foundry Books.” These 

days, Gayle runs the bookstore with the aid of her daughter Kelly.  

 

What is important to the history of American haiku is that Jim Bull and Don Eulert founded the 

first American haiku magazine, American Haiku, in 1963, while they were teaching in nearby 

Platteville. It is the founding of this magazine in the southwest corner of Wisconsin and the 

contributions of Father Raymond Roseliep, Robert Spiess, Charles Trumbull, Lee Gurga, Randy 

Brooks and Jerome Cushman that make the area the Cradle of American haiku.  

 

In 2008, Gayle and a host of volunteers organized the first Cradle of American Haiku Festival. 

The theme for that first get-together was the life and haiku writings of the late Father Raymond 

Roseliep, who lived in the nearby city of Dubuque, Iowa. It should be noted that the festival 

home base is the Foundry Book Store and most activities are held in Gayle’s house and in the 

bookstore.  
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The second Festival was held in 2010 and celebrated the life and work of Robert Spiess, the 

second and longest serving editor of Modern Haiku. It is also worth noting that Bob Spiess’ 

typewriter is on display. This was the first time that I attended the Festival. At the 2012 festival, 

we celebrated the founding of the journal, American Haiku. Don Eulert, the co-founder of the 

journal, attended on this occasion. By this time, the festival had become more like a giant family 

reunion than a formal gathering. In 2014, the latest festival, the 4th, took place.  

 

At this event, we honoured three of the USA’s most renowned haiku writers and editors: Lee 

Gurga, former editor of Modern Haiku, Randy Brooks, who teaches haiku at Millikin University 

as well as operating Brooks Books and of course, Charles Trumbull, former editor of Modern 

Haiku and author of many inspiring essays and presentations. Enjoy this one!  

 

— Mike Montreuil, AHG Haibun Editor  

 

 

Between Basho and Ban'ya (bypassing Barthes): A New Brand of Haiku? 

 

In recent years I have noticed a creeping profusion of haiku of a kind that departs rather sharply 

from an objective, observational approach and abandons, at least in part, the concrete imagery 

that I had always looked for in the best haiku. These haiku have one solid, concrete image but 

include one emotion, or thought, or feeling—very nebulous indeed. I have in mind this kind of 

poem written by Cynthia Cechota,  

 

crayon sunset 

I’ll never become 

a grandmother 

 

Cynthia Cechota, Modern Haiku 43:2 (summer 2012)  

 

or this one by Jayne Miller:  

 

apple pie 

it’s not the big things 

I miss 

 

Jayne Miller, Mayfly 51 (summer 2011)  
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I maintain that these are essentially different from classically-grounded English language haiku, 

such as Jerome Cushman’s:  

 

cold March moon 

appears ... disappears 

the long drive home  

 

Jerome Cushman,  

 

Michael Dylan Welch and Grant Savage, eds., Into Our Words 

(Haiku North America Anthology 2009)  

 

with its two clear subject-images: “March moon” and “the long drive.” Or Charlotte Digregorio’s 

plain and effective juxtaposition of two strong natural subjects (from her new book Haiku and 

Senryu: A Simple Guide for All):  

 

beyond 

old growth … 

sky 

 

Charlotte Digregorio, Modern Haiku 39:2 (summer 2008)  

 

or Lidia Rozmus’s beautiful:  

 

Shakuhachi 

from breath to breath 

autumn wind 

 

Wnosząc światło księzyca / Carrying Moonlight (International Haiku Conference, Kraków,  

Poland, 2003)  

 

The new kind of haiku I’m talking about are not senryu, which I take to be haiku-like verses that 

focus on human behavior and so need not be especially concrete or objective. For comparison, 

here are two poems I’d call senryu by Cynthia and Jayne and two more by others:  

 

prickly pear in moonlight — 

liking him better 

drunk 

 

Cynthia Cechota, Modern Haiku 41:1 (winter–spring 2010)   
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aging parents 

tapioca pearls 

turn translucent 

 

Jayne Miller, Modern Haiku 42:3 (autumn 2011)  

 

 

NRA rally — shooting my mouth off 

 

Bill Pauly, Modern Haiku 44:2 (summer 2013)  

 

 

train whistle 

the retired conductor 

checks his watch 

 

Gayle Bull, Modern Haiku 44:2 (summer 2013)  

 

Such haiku as the first set by Cynthia and Jayne began to gnaw at me, as they did not square with 

my idea of a haiku presenting two seemingly unrelated concrete images for comparison. Marsh 

Muirhead’s senryu-like verse has a third line with an adverb and a negative, both keys to the kind 

of abstraction I’m talking about:  

 

black dirt 

under my fingernails 

still no wife  

 

Marsh Muirhead, Modern Haiku 38:3 (autumn 2007) 

 

Lidia Rozmus takes us into dreamland or even a surreal landscape with her haiku:  

 

in a dream 

I’m sewing on a button 

with one hole  

 

Lidia Rozmus, Modern Haiku 44:2 (summer 2013) 

 

Now, I’m a great devotee of definitions. This quirk dates back decades, when my fellow graduate 

students and I so earnestly sought relief for the world’s woes in all-night bull sessions.   
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These rough-and-tumble matches always seemed to devolve, sooner or later, into definitions: 

“Yeah, but how do you define ‘justice’?” “So what exactly do you mean by ‘nature’? Does that 

include ‘human nature’?”  

 

I drag these mental shackles to my work in haiku. Probably more than most aficionados, I obsess 

over a definition of haiku. If I am aiming to write something called “haiku” I need to know 

exactly what it is that I am targeting.  

 

The definition that I arrived at after many years of wandering in the wilderness begins like this, 

which you may recognize from the Modern Haiku Submission Guidelines:  

 

Haiku is a brief verse that epitomizes a single moment. It uses the juxtaposition of two concrete 

images, often a universal condition of nature and a particular aspect of human experience, in a 

way that prompts the reader to make an insightful connection between the two. 

 

The key for my presentation today is the phrase: “the juxtaposition of two concrete images.” I’m 

not sure, but I may have arrived at the notion of “two concrete images” on my own, and, looking 

back, it was my own extension of the more canonical definitions of haiku. I always considered 

the definition by Japanese scholar Shigehisa Kuriyama in the Kodansha Encyclopedia of Japan 

as the bellwether for English-language haiku. But on this point he only talks about the technique 

of “cutting” and doesn’t go into detail about what is being cut. I assumed he meant two images 

that after cutting were to be juxtaposed and subjected to “internal comparison,” to use Bob 

Spiess’s term.  

 

My notion that a haiku must be concrete and objective seems to have derived from Harold 

Henderson and the Haiku Society of America. The first HSA definition said that haiku record 

“the essence of a moment keenly perceived, in which Nature is linked to human nature.”  

 

In 2000, Robert Spiess challenged 11 leading haiku thinkers from four countries [Bruce Ross, 

George Swede, Dhugal Lindsay, William J. Higginson, David Cobb, ai li, Cor van den Heuvel, 

A.C. Missias, Randy M. Brooks, Lee Gurga, and Robert Spiess] to submit definitions of haiku in 

25 words or fewer. He published them together in Modern Haiku (31:3 [fall 2000, 74–75]). 

These definitions were later analyzed in depth by Missias, who had this to say about the concept 

of the haiku needing a basis in reality, or concrete imagery:  

 

the ideas of “reality”, “sensory description”, or “not from the imagination” were referred to six 

and a half times, while the notion that “images” or “things” should be included was mentioned 

six times—together, these ideas of the concrete basis for haiku received some coverage in eight 

and a half of the definitions.  
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So about half the experts also felt that concreteness was important.  

 

The revised HSA definition from 2005 introduced the idea of images, but did not mention 

concreteness or objectivity: “A haiku is a short poem that uses imagistic language to convey the 

essence of an experience of nature or the season intuitively linked to the human condition.”  

 

Such American gendai or H21 experiments are not the kind of haiku I am struggling to focus on 

in this presentation. I want to concentrate on the body of haiku in English that is lodged between 

classical and gendai, haiku such as Francine Banwarth’s  

 

all of the green fading 

so long since 

I’ve written a word 

 

Francine Banwarth, Acorn 31 (fall 2013)  

 

or Michael Nickels-Wisdom’s  

 

raspberry paczki — 

from one day to the next 

this sinner’s heart  

 

Michael Nickels-Wisdom, Per Diem Archive (The Haiku Foundation website), March 2013, “Judeo-

Christian Traditions”  

 

or Aubrie Cox’s  

 

roadside violet 

all the places 

I’ve yet to go 

 

Aubrie Cox, A New Resonance 8 (2013)  

 

or Scott Glander’s  

 

picket fence what i thought i knew 

 

Scott Glander, Modern Haiku 44:2 (summer 2013)  
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These are not especially challenging either to Gilbert’s “reader-coherence” nor “genre-capacity 

and range,” whatever he might mean. What they do do is contain one concrete image (fading 

green color, paczki [Polish pastries], a violet, and a picket fence, respectively), then add 

mentation, feelings, or emotions— can we call them images?— including: “so long since I have 

written a word,” “this sinner’s heart,” “all the places I’ve yet to go,” and “what i thought i 

knew.” In each case notice how the concrete image is used as a springboard for the musing of the 

poet.  

 

Bruce Ross looked at some of these kind of haiku in his investigation of what he called “absolute 

metaphor” in his essay “The Essence of Haiku” in Modern Haiku 38:3 (summer 2007). He 

applied the term “objective correlative” to haiku:  

 

Here is a contemporary haiku by Alenka Zorman of Slovenia that manifests the absolute 

metaphor:  

 

Independence Day.  

In the warm wind my scarf 

touches a stranger.  

 

An existential quality is evident in the poem, which resonates with liberation, humanity, and joy. 

The holiday name demarcates a historical event of freedom that many countries celebrate. The 

wind is appropriately comfortable. This wind provides a natural example of what the American 

poet T. S. Eliot termed an objective correlative, a poetic image drawn from the real world that 

represents, or metaphorically connects with, internal emotion. In haiku the connection is usually 

less imaginatively constructed.  

 

“Objective correlative” is getting close, but is not quite it.  

 

In the online journal A Hundred Gourds (2:4, September 2013), Expositions Editor Matthew 

Paul reviewed Carolyn Hall’s The Doors All Unlocked. After examining Hall’s mastery of 

layout, synesthesia, the haiku–senryu spectrum, and other traditional aspects of haiku, Paul—

perhaps the most perceptive and hard-hitting reviewer in the business—makes this statement:  

 

Hall also has a tendency to write some haiku that are tanka-like, wherein a statement of mind or 

emotion, or an abstract noun or thought, is juxtaposed with (usually) an observation of nature.… 

Here are four such examples:  
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I let him 

remember it his way— 

spring gust  

 

I don’t know 

a soul at this picnic— 

damselflies  

 

altered memories 

birdsong tugging 

at the sky  

 

how to sate this hunger winter sky 

 

I read this passage, then reread it. “Aha!” I shouted mentally, waking two drowsy cats in the 

process. “I believe he’s got it.”  

 

“Tanka-like”—that’s it. Now, you probably know that I’m hardly a fan of tanka, one main reason 

being that tanka is supposed to include an emotional state or reaction to a more-or-less concrete 

image, which I generally dislike in any sort of poetry. To compose a tanka, in principle, one 

starts with a shasei-like sketch from nature as Marjorie Buettner has done:  

 

these window plants 

strain after more certain light 

this snowfilled morning  

 

then adds two more lines of interpretation that propels the essence of the tanka into the abstract:  

 

while somewhere your soul hovers 

still—as if in second thought 

 

Marjorie Buettner, Simply Haiku 2:4  

(July/August 2004)  

 

Looking back over my examples of the new haiku, I think you’ll see that this is exactly what is 

happening: these haiku are really compressed tanka.  
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In the middle of Matthew Paul’s quote, the one just cited, he confesses his dislike of this kind of 

haiku:  

In the English-language haiku ‘world’, it’s an increasingly widespread, and rather aggravating 

tendency, I find, since too often the different elements seem like they’ve been thrown together 

randomly to see what happens when the dust falls.  

 

I’m not sure I totally agree with him here; I rather like most of these haiku and usually have no 

trouble accepting the substitution of an abstract image for a second concrete image, as long as I 

can work out the connection between them. 

 

 
 

Now, in the past decade or so we have become aware of something quite new and different 

called, at least in Japan, gendai haiku. These verses abandon all expectations derived from 

classical definitions of haiku, plunge into the surreal, personal, and psychological, and transport 

us into new dimensions of time and space. On my haiku typological continuum gendai haiku 

occupy a position diametrically opposite to the classics.  

 

Many of us have taken to calling a certain breed of avant-garde English-language haiku “gendai” 

too, probably because they are being written in imitation of, or at least heavily influenced by, 

contemporary avant-garde haiku of prominent Japanese poets such as Kaneko Tōta and Natsuishi 

Ban’ya and their coteries. Who can forget haiku like these:  

 

The clerks in the bank 

fluorescent from the early morning  

like so many squid 

 

Kaneko Tōta, trans. David Burleigh,  

Modern Haiku 40:2 (summer 2009) 

 

A god of hyperhidrosis 

makes a round 

of a dinosaur exhibition  

 

Natsuishi Ban’ya, trans. Ban’ya and Jim Kacian,  

Ban’ya, Waves of Joy (1992)  
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Richard Gilbert, one of the first and probably the most enthusiastic American advocate of gendai 

haiku, has written:  

 

Over the last several years, some haiku critics have begun using “gendai haiku” to refer to “new” 

or “outré” ELH works, with an implicit (at times explicit) line being drawn in the sand separating 

these new works, often by rejection or dismissal, from the so-called “traditionalist” haiku.”  

 

He goes on at some length to challenge the application of the term “gendai” to English-language 

haiku. With reference to the haiku in Lee Gurga and Scott Metz’s groundbreaking anthology 

Haiku 21, Gilbert proposes:  

 

These are haiku styles and approaches which challenge reader-coherence, and often explore 

possibilities of genre-capacity and range. With reference to the Haiku 21 anthology, for ease of 

use I have coined the term “H21 haiku". 

 

Whether we want to call these English-language "gendai haiku" or "H21 haiku" or something 

else, a number of very prominent haikuists—including some in this very room—have been 

infected by the exhilarating nature of this style. I would call attention to Lee Gurga’s recent 

work, such as  

 

new bill o’reillys are formed at angles of 137.5°  

 

Lee Gurga, Modern Haiku 44:1 (winter–spring 2013) 

 

As is often the case with gendai haiku, a great deal is called for from the reader. Here, one must 

know that Bill O’Reilly is a right-wing, highly opinionated, and maddeningly popular American 

TV news commentator and that 137.5° is the Golden Angle—corresponding to the Golden 

Mean—or, as Wikipedia tells us, “the smaller of the two angles created by sectioning the 

circumference of a circle according to the golden section; that is, into two arcs such that the ratio 

of the length of the larger arc to the length of the smaller arc is the same as the ratio of the full 

circumference to the length of the larger arc.” Also, Wikipedia again says, “the golden angle is 

the angle separating the florets on a sunflower.” Armed with that knowledge, the reader is 

prepared to crawl into Lee’s mind and political orientation, I suppose!  

 

Melissa Allen’s  

 

autumn sky 

only one of us 

deciduous                    Melissa Allen, Frogpond 37:1 (winter 2014)   
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might be considered faux classical or semi-gendai in that it begins with a strong classical season 

marker, “autumn sky,” then veers sharply into the surreal, leaving the reader to ponder who “us” 

is and how (presumably) people can be deciduous. Likewise, Brent Goodman’s  

 

koi mouths 

breaching the surface 

the sky inside us  

 

makes use of the uncanny in the third line. Similarly defying my pigeonholing is Dan Schwerin’s  

not as green as the grass has been saying 

 

Dan Schwerin, Frogpond 37:1 (winter 2014)  

 

where he serves us up a nice concrete image, “green grass,” but that gets personified when it says 

something to the poet and abstracted by the negative “not.” I would classify both these as gendai 

rather than the hybrid style of haiku I am trying to define.  

 

 
 

This style of haiku is not new, and in fact it has been around from the very beginning. Witness:  

 

never think of yourself 

as someone who did not count — 

festival of the souls 

 

Bashō, trans. Makoto Ueda  

 

Don’t worry, spiders,  

I keep house 

casually.  

 

Issa, trans. Robert Hass  

 

drifting into the room,  

the milkweed seed distracts me 

as when i was young 

 

Bob Spiess, American Haiku 2:1 (1964)  
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moon:  

our want 

to finger light 

 

Raymond Roseliep, Frogpond 4:3 (1981)  

 

longing for love — 

I place a single strawberry 

in my mouth 

 

Suzuki Masajo, Love Haiku, trans. Lee Gurga and Emiko Miyashita (2000)  

 

Not only is this kind of haiku not new, it’s certainly not restricted to English, or Japanese-

language haiku either. Haiku in Continental Europe too has always been more lyrical and 

“poetic” than that in America, where haikuists first adhered as closely as they could to classic 

Japanese models. It is very easy to find examples among the European poets, especially those in 

the Balkans—such as Alenka Zorman’s haiku that we read before.  

 

This popular kind of haiku that I am struggling to define represents, in many ways, transition, 

hybridization, or fusion. It assumes that certain abstractions can be considered as images. For 

example, in Mike Rehling’s haiku:  

 

spring melt 

all my regrets 

pulled out to sea  

 

Mike Rehling, A Hundred Gourds 2:4 (September 2013)  

 

“regrets” could be considered an image, though certainly not a concrete one. Terri French shows 

how a question, like a negative, can change what might have been a solid, if not concrete, image 

into an abstraction. Whom is the poet addressing?  

 

tadpoles swimming 

in a Mason jar— 

when will you change?  

 

Terri L. French, DailyHaiku, Nov. 24, 2010  
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Likewise, Sondra Byrnes’s question poem, which was published in Terri’s senryu journal Prune 

Juice, is also of the ilk that I’m interested in:  

 

eating alone—can they see my hunger  

 

Sondra J. Byrnes, Prune Juice11 (2013)  

 

Our minds have to jump well beyond the words to understand who the “they” are. Like Terri has 

done in her haiku, Jeff Winke shows how adverbial constructions such as “when,” “how,” and 

“so much” are doorways to the abstract:  

 

holding hands 

so much said 

in the silence  

 

Jeff Winke, Wanda Cook, Larry Kimmel, and Jeff Winke, One Thing Leads to Another (2012)  

 

David McKee’s:  

 

All Souls Day 

so many masks 

left behind  

 

David McKee, Modern Haiku 43:1 (winter–spring 2012)  

 

uses such a construction too —“so many”— and makes use of double meaning for “masks,” 

which here are both the physical Halloween masks as well as a reference to abstraction of people 

hiding their true identities by psychological masks. Mike Montreuil achieves a similar effect in 

his haiku, giving a duality of meaning to “cloud”:  

 

blue sky— 

not a cloud 

to hide my thoughts  

 

Mike Montreuil, Notes from the Gean (2010)  

 

No one will have difficulty in objectively correlating the concrete and abstract images, “muffins” 

and “words,” in this haiku of Randy Brooks’s:  
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warm muffins 

the words I find to keep her 

in bed a little longer  

 

Randy Brooks, Frogpond 36:1 (winter 2013)  

 

So, I would suggest we have a continuum of haiku styles, ranging from classical Japanese- and 

English-language haiku with two more or less concrete images; haiku that have double meanings 

for one of the constituent images, one concrete and one non-concrete meaning; haiku with one 

concrete image and one personal or emotional statement as is the practice in tanka—the focus of 

my attention this afternoon; and then a kind of haiku that abandons any distinction between 

concrete and abstract—or perhaps jettisons a clear notion of image altogether.  

 

These days, everyone seems to want to name a new variety of haiku—Richard Gilbert with his 

“H21” haiku, which sounds like something that the Center for Disease Control might be trying to 

contain, and Jim Kacian with his “monoku,” which might be the kind of poems college students 

who have come down with the kissing disease might write—so I feel compelled to do so as well. 

My first thought was to capture the idea that these haiku are basically classical in nature but have 

been structurally modified in one essential way—so I was going to call them “genetically 

modified”—“GMO haiku.” I thought again, however, and decided that just “hybrid haiku” would 

do.  

 

 
 

 

 

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).  
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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—a second one planned for May 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. 
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the Old Ways … 

a blackbird sings  

from a Celtic cross  

 

Claire Everett – UK  

 
 

 

the egret's white wings 

               above the tent 

               revival meeting  

 

S.M. Kozubek – USA  

 
 

 

silk Tallit 

grandfather's heavy hands 

over my shoulders  

 

Brent Goodman – USA  

 
 

 

where sky 

meets the Dead Sea ...  

a long whisper  

 

Rita Odeh – Israel  

 
 

 

security alert 

the call to prayer 

a bit louder  

 

Bob Lucky – Saudi Arabia  
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spinifex – 

the Prime Minister's position 

        keeps moving  

 

Rob Scott – Sweden  

 
 

 

Orkney sunset – 

the squeal of a harrier 

beyond the peat smoke  

 

Lew Watts – USA  

 
 

 

peat fire  

a fiddle 'till the end  

of moonshine  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa – USA  

 
 

 

dreams of Cornwall 

so vivid 

I want to pay my rates  

 

Owen Bullock – Australia  

 
 

 

Thames river tour 

I learn to speak 

my native tongue  

 

Joe McKeon – USA  
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brownfield the swallow's negative space  

 

Allan Burns – USA  

 
 

 

alpine resort –  

another warning call  

from a currawong  

 

Rodney Williams – Australia  

 
 

 

passenger pigeons 

our world pale 

with shadows  

 

Angela Terry – USA  

 
 

 

peace crane – 

small hands learn 

to fold a story  

 

Robyn Cairns – Australia  

 
 

 

Tsunami Anniversary 

a battery-run toy dog 

keeps yapping  

 

Fay Aoyagi – USA  
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Trying to recollect 

How this all began ...  

Starless sky  

 

Anna Goluba – Poland  

 
 

 

misreading the line where consciousness begins  

 

Brent Goodman – USA  

 
 

 

a robin turns his back on me 

and sings 

i'm not his problem  

 

Roy McCrone – Scotland  

 
 

 

spring dawn 

a butcherbird singing 

the song of its genes  

 

Quendryth Young – Australia  

 
 

                                                                         g 

                                                                    n 

                                                               o 

                                                          s 

                                                  bird 

                                          sun  

   cresting the eucalypts  

 

Sandra Simpson – New Zealand  
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morning birdsong 

letting the light 

silently in  

 

Ken Sawitri – Indonesia  

 
 

 

dawn mist 

drifting across the lagoon 

the gondolier’s song  

 

Sonam Chhoki – Bhutan  

 
 

 

                   g 

                  n 

                 i 

                r 

               p 

              s 

        a c r o s s 

             s 

       v i o l i n  

            g 

   s t r i n g s 

       n 

a  b i r d 

      i 

   s  

 

LeRoy Gorman – Canada  

 
 

snowdrops even the past perfect imperfect  

 

Carolyn Hall – USA  
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loon's call 

long in the wind 

and longing  

 

Chad Lee Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

a snowdrop 

bows to the snow 

with its whiteness  

 

Dermano Vitasovic - Croatia  

 
 

 

cold breeze 

I put my hand deeper 

into his pocket  

 

Maria Tomczak – Poland  

 
 

 

she loves me  

she loves me not ...  

artichoke hearts  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa – USA  

 
 

 

break-up graffiti in the port-a-john  

 

Brad Bennett – USA  
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spring breakup 

the bruise 

turns green  

 

LeRoy Gorman – Canada  

 
 

 

garden stillness 

the scent of snow 

on crocuses  

 

Katrina Shepherd – Scotland  

 
 

 

she says she has always known    forced hyacinths  

 

Carolyn Hall – USA  

 
 

 

morning haze 

garden path stones lead 

from here to here  

 

Robert Epstein – USA  

 
 

 

before the rain 

the sound 

of bluebells  

 

Anna Maris – Sweden  
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nothing could be truer blue bells  

 

(after Christopher Herold)  

 

Robert Epstein – USA  

 
 

 

wilting tulips – 

i bow to sensei's 

slights  

 

Sondra J. Byrnes – USA  

 
 

 

from his hill 

a shepherd sends his voice 

to another hill  

 

Branka Vojinović Jegdić – Croatia  

- trans- Đurđa Vukelić-Rožić  

 
 

 

 
 

Karen O'Leary –USA  
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bighorn ram 

his cuticle commas 

quoting the San Juans  

 

Autumn Noelle Hall – USA  

 
 

 

cold in the shadows ...  

lambs frolic around 

a long-fallen oak  

 

Thomas Powell – N. Ireland  

 
 

 

slitting the caul  

the opal stare 

of a still-born foal  

 

Lew Watts – USA  

 
 

 

home paddock 

the nesting plover’s 

cry  

 

Gavin Austin – Australia  

 
 

 

edge of the forest 

spring rain splatters 

on the fresh stumps  

 

Gabriel Sawicki – Poland  
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they were just pinwheels before the wind  

 

Patrick Sweeney – Japan  

 
 

 

spring sunset… 

a rooster’s crest 

gets lost in the straw  

 

Ali Znaidi – Tunisia  

 
 

 

Non omnis moriar –  

The cemetery chapel  

Smells of lilac  

 

Anna Goluba – Poland  

 
 

 

spring sun straight to the heart of the matter  

 

Thomas Powell – N. Ireland  

 
 

 

 

five floors up … 

I used to order 

seeds direct  

 

Els van Leeuwen – Australia  
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market plunge – 

a bank of laughing 

daffodils  

 

Sondra J. Byrnes – USA  

 
 

 

flooding 

the senses 

sweet pea rain  

 

Katrina Shepherd – Scotland  

 
 

 

at the pace 

of his slow shuffle 

orange blossom  

 

Elaine Riddell – New Zealand  

 
 

 

     white peonies 

in the face of cancer 

     fully grown …  

 

William Seltzer - USA  

 
 

 

barn pigeons warbling the softness of twilight  

 

Ferris Gilli – USA  
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first star  

the blur of a homeward bound  

hummingbird  

 

Kevin Valentine – USA  

 
 

 

moon and stars – 

an elf owl finds the hollow 

in a prickly pear  

 

Theresa A. Cancro – USA  

 
 

 

dawn light 

a passing car shatters 

the birdsongs  

 

Jayashree Maniyil – Australia  

 
 

 

magpie wind 

a metal detecting club 

sweeps the meadow  

 

Claire Everett – UK  

 
 

 

overgrazed hillsides 

    always the color 

      of winter  

 

Ayaz Daryl Nielsen - USA  
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crows 

a whiff 

of anarchy  

 

Helga Stania – Switzerland  

 
 

 

weekly skype 

my father and I compare 

mole hills  

 

Joe McKeon – USA  

 
 

 

unfurling flower 

next-door's novice trumpeter 

fumbles ‘Hot Cross Buns’  

 

Matthew Higgs – Australia  

 
 

 

trumpet lily 

undeniably 

free jazz  

 

Ivan Randall – Australia  

 
 

 

Easter tie 

the tailor assures me 

it's salmon  

 

Joe McKeon – USA  
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May Day 

the labourers still busy 

playing cards  

 

Gautam Nadkarni – India  

 
 

 

carpenter bees 

buzz the rafters 

barn raising  

 

Matthew Caretti – USA  

 
 

 

cloud cover 

the insecticide sprayer 

makes his rounds  

 

Bob Lucky – Saudi Arabia  

 
 

 

behind the curtain 

magnified by mystery 

a single wasp  

 

David J Kelly – Ireland  

 
 

 

blurring lines 

‘tween nature and dream 

first strawberries  

 

Helga Stania – Switzerland  
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mangoes …  

grandma’s pickle recipes  

come alive  

 

Shobhana Kumar – India  

 
 

 

daylily 

one more photo 

to be sure  

 

Ann K. Schwader – USA  

 
 

 

end of the day lily curling up with my loneliness  

 

Julie Warther – USA  

 
 

 

forgotten 

among the lilies … 

nightfall  

 

Mark E. Brager – USA  

 
 

 

morning glow  

in a peony's sap 

a captive ant  

 

Steliana Cristina Voicu – Romania  
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pillow talk somewhere a supernova  

 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  

 
 

 

bed tea – 

an extra spoonful 

of her smile  

 

Kumarendra Mallick – India  

 
 

 

mountain cabin – 

the clink of a ringer 

on a Sunday afternoon  

 

Jerry Foshee – USA  

 
 

 

c’ant hill  

 

LeRoy Gorman – Canada  

 
 

 

his excuse 

grows 

thin 

mountain 

air  

 

Dave Read – Canada  
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hill sunrise 

a footer snaps the birders 

shooting a nuthatch  

 

Ramesh Anand – India  

 
 

 

in the deer's eye 

through my crosshairs — 

pink fawn lilies  

 

Carl Seguiban – Canada  

 
 

 

bush after bush 

the dog’s news feed 

juicier than mine  

 

Annette Makino – USA  

 
 

 

song thrush the waterfall in the limestone still  

 

Claire Everett – UK  

 
 

 

estuary path 

our footsteps scatter 

the skylarks  

 

Elaine Riddell – New Zealand  
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a mallard running – 

something in his bill 

all the ducks want  

 

Allan Burns – USA  

 
 

 

startled on the path 

a sandhill crane and I 

pop up our heads  

 

S.M. Kozubek – USA  

 
 

 

plover's cry 

a pair of thongs 

wait for their feet  

 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  

 
 

 

distant gulls 

the sand shifts over 

the sand  

 

Paul Chambers – Wales  

 
 

 

ebbing tide 

the slow seep of water 

pool to pool  

 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  
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                receding sea 

        in the rock pools more 

and more sunrise  

 

Jan Dobb- Australia  

 
 

 

lost beach conch ...  

the genie emerges 

in crab form  

 

Ken Olson – USA  

 
 

 

proposing the curl of a water skink's tail  

 

Jonathan McKeown – Australia  

 
 

 

wedding venue 

in the corner 

a Mother-in-law's tongue  

 

Carol Reynolds – Australia  

 
 

 

angling a creek 

. . . water shimmers 

father to son  

 

Michael McClintock – USA  
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water moccasin – 

the long shadows 

of fallen oaks  

 

Theresa A. Cancro – USA  

 
 

 

sunriver happy he hums the night version  

 

Adrian Bouter – Netherlands  

 
 

 

early morning  

rowing on the bay 

the creak of my knees  

 

Pat Tompkins – USA  

 
 

 

seaside  

soaking up  

the decibels  

 

Helen Buckingham – UK  

 
 

 

end of the day  

the sun burns down  

among the masts  

 

Nina Kovačić – Croatia  
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twilight deepening  

the night spider floats a line 

on the wind  

 

Ferris Gilli – USA  

 
 

 

night by the sea 

the same dark lines 

in an endless play  

 

Garry Eaton – Canary Islands  

 
 

 

medieval city 

a nautilus shell  

sliced in half  

 

Nola Obee – Canada  

 
 

 

cleaning windows … 

in its webbed corner 

a spider glistens  

 

Jan Dobb – Australia  

 
 

 

fastening my porch to the sky spiders  

 

Stuart Bartow – USA  
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4th of July 

the popping of kelp bladders 

in the bonfire  

 

Marie Louise Munro – USA  

 
 

 

backyard fire pit 

a friend strums a love song 

to my wife  

 

Kyle D. Craig – USA  

 
 

 

summer wheat 

playing peek a boo 

with a hare’s ears  

 

Lew Watts – USA  

 
 

 

at his headstone 

knee-high corn hides 

grandchildren  

 

Matthew Caretti – USA  

 
 

 

dysphagia 

how slowly this sun 

descends  

 

Jayashree Maniyil – Australia  
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heatwave –  

under the elm  

all the cattle  

 

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde – Australia  

 
 

 

sundown … 

dust behind the last angus 

finds the field again  

 

Chad Lee Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

evening breeze 

the sun clutching  

thistle blooms  

 

Paul Chambers – Wales  

 
 

 

falling barometer – 

we argue over the noise 

of the fan  

 

Sandra Simpson – New Zealand  

 
 

 

thunderheads shouldering sunset  

 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
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shush, crickets,  

the paper-thin walls 

of snails' shells  

 

Matthew Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

sleepless … 

a swaying web catches  

and loses the light  

 

Kala Ramesh – India  

 
 

 

through a darkened window the light next door  

 

Julie Warther- USA  

 
 

 

kalachakra …  

the shadow of a moth 

circling the hour  

 

Kala Ramesh – India  

 
 

 

monsoon cloud – 

    call of the homelands  

    in the peacock's song  

 

Yesha Shah – India  
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elephant trail 

a father lifts his son 

onto his shoulders  

 

Marisa Fazio – Australia  

 
 

 

a sudden downpour ...  

my windshield wipers 

erasing the sun  

 

Keith A. Simmonds – France  

 
 

 

a lull 

between thunderstorms 

bullfrog  

 

Paul MacNeil – USA  

 
 

 

ring around the moon – 

a deer blinded 

by a lightning strike  

 

Allan Burns – USA  

 
 

 

memorial pond 

a turtle surfaces 

. . . sinks  

 

Jan Dobb- Australia  
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rain-rinsed patio… 

another beetle burrows 

deeper and deeper  

 

Archana Kapoor Nagpal – India  

 
 

 

creeping shadows ...  

                             the batsman 

                                           stands his ground 

 

Rob Scott –Sweden  

 
 

 

muddy puddle – 

the stretch of my legs 

an inch too short  

 

Vidya S Venkatramani -- India  

 
 

 

sprinkled glasses – 

I dry the moon 

with my shirt  

 

Lavana Kray – Romania  

 
 

 

first harvest  

dividing the crop into  

seeds and beans  

 

Tash Adams – Australia  
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the fortune teller 

misreads the tea leaves 

hail in August  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi – USA  

 
 

 

what’s left 

of our season 

cicadas  

 

Ann K. Schwader – USA  

 
 

 

catching fireflies – 

scent of sweet pickles 

on the child's palms  

 

Melissa Watkins Starr – USA  

 
 

 

living still life – 

my son replaces the ripe pear 

with a green one  

 

Heike Gewi – Yemen  

 
 

 

cider days … 

anything, everything 

becomes a jug  

 

Michele L. Harvey – USA  
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sand in an hourglass 

pulling 

the last perennial  

 

Liz Nakazawa – USA  

 
 

 

fungus spores 

the small print 

i never read  

 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  

 
 

 

she takes my hand 

the difference between window 

and sky  

 

Jean LeBlanc – USA  

 
 

 

letting out my breath a billion stars  

 

Bruce H. Feingold – USA  

 
 

 

stars in the river – 

two boys 

night fishing  

 

Robyn Cairns – Australia  
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kissing moonlight on skin deep amber  

 

Els van Leeuwen – Australia  

 
 

 

our affair over – 

through closed venetian blinds 

broken moonlight  

 

Jennifer Sutherland – Australia  

 
 

 

brokeback moon ...  

the dregs of silence 

in my chipped cup  

 

Paresh Tiwari – India  

 
 

 

dark edge of the moon 

the distance between what I have 

and what I want  

 

J. Zimmerman – USA  

 
 

 

last chapter 

the moon moves 

room to room  

 

Mary Frederick Ahearn – USA  
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morning moon 

caught in shallows 

a row of bent-necked swans  

 

Jennifer Fell – Australia  

 
 

 

between seasons 

the stillness of shadows 

hung in moss  

 

Sandi Pray – USA  

 
 

 

a cracked clay pot 

dusty in shadowed moss – 

autumn sun  

 

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde – Australia  

 
 

 

autumn fields 

I unfold 

the patchwork quilt  

 

Angela Leuck – Canada  

 
 

 

mulberry silk – 

cocooned in the fragrance 

of grandma  

 

Sanjuktaa Asopa – India  
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a paper thin piece 

of dried persimmon 

autumn sunlight  

 

Angela Terry – USA  

 
 

 

a persimmon 

painted in oils … 

the taste in my mouth  

 

Quendryth Young – Australia  

 
 

 

off-season beach 

a bartender juggling 

seagulls' cries  

 

Alexey Andreev – Russia  

 
 

 

plover beach 

I take off 

my five-toed socks  

 

Fay Aoyagi – USA  

 
 

 

white caps – 

seaweed on the beach 

clutching stones  

 

Ruby Michael – Australia  
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deserted beach 

footprints run slowly down 

the slip face of a dune  

 

Richard Tindall - UK  

 
 

 

my dead brother … 

an echo of light 

blurs the polaroid  

 

Chad Lee Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

the sound of a nail 

driven through the wind – 

standing stone  

 

Richard Tindall - UK  

 
 

 

frankincense finally sinking in the funeral mass  

 

Matthew Robinson –USA  

 
 

 

memorial tree 

the first shovelful 

the heaviest  

 

Rose van Son – Australia  
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your last wishes misty reservoir  

 

Cynthia Rowe – Australia  

 
 

 

his wardrobe door 

still shut 

the familiar scent of grief  

 

Grace Mckenna – Australia  

 
 

 

moss-covered graves  

only crows speak with 

my ancestors  

 

Barbara A. Taylor – Australia  

 
 

 

twilight chill  

graveyard shadows surrender 

stone by stone  

 

Rachel Sutcliffe – UK  

 
 

 

fading fog 

in the coppice 

more and more birches  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz – Poland  
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maple leaf in autumn – 

the fortune teller tells me 

my lifeline is clear  

 

Capotă Daniela Lăcrămioara – Romania  

 
 

 

children’s voices –  

a falling leaf reaches 

its shadow  

 

Nathalie Buckland – Australia  

 
 

 

campfire 

the immigrant kid’s tale 

frightens the ghosts  

 

Brian Robertson – Germany  

 
 

 

turning fifty 

the weatherman tracks 

a fast-moving front  

 

Peter Newton – USA  

 
 

 

approaching sixty 

autumn leaves  

behind me as I run  

 

Myra King – Australia  
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the sound of a chainsaw 

a few dried leaves 

curled into the fire  

 

Ken Sawitri – Indonesia  

 
 

 

camp oven 

a raptor circles  

overhead  

 

Cynthia Rowe – Australia  

 
 

 

a twirling leaf 

drills a hole 

through fall  

 

Brad Bennett – USA  

 
 

 

sycamore leaf  

the downward spiral  

of my wasted life  

 

Tracy Davidson – UK  

 
 

 

bent over 

too many steps 

my shadow  

 

Dave Read – Canada  
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too many sneakers 

the Chinese Elm 

still dropping leaves  

 

Deborah P Kolodji – USA  

 
 

 

pub car park – 

two leaves left on a tree 

refusing to go  

 

David Davies - UK  

 
 

 

autumn wind 

trees gather 

their winter form  

 

Jeffrey McMullen – USA  

 
 

 

squall – 

striptease 

of the scarecrow  

 

Minh-Triêt Pham – France  

 
 

 

a deeper autumn 

crackles, hisses 

from the tram pick up  

 

David J Kelly – Ireland  
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November rain 

suicide’s 

closed umbrella  

 

J. Marcus Weekley – USA  

 
 

 

missed dose 

she mops up footprints 

of her double  

 

Brian Robertson – Germany  

 
 

 

knit one purl one 

the hole in last year's 

spiderweb  

 

Marianne Paul – Canada  

 
 

 

freezing fog 

a dog barks from where 

the fox was heading  

 

Thomas Powell – N. Ireland  

 
 

 

night fog – 

an occasional twitter 

in the screech owl’s oak  

 

Elizabeth Howard – USA  
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into the owl 

a night train's 

whistle fading  

 

Sandi Pray – USA  

 
 

 

winter morning 

shadows of cats 

around the bakery  

 

Gergana Yaninska – Bulgaria  

 
 

 

winter morning – 

the sun takes refuge in 

my boiled egg  

 

Minh-Triêt Pham – France  

 
 

 

the caged suet spins 

peck by peck … 

a squirrel’s missed leap  

 

Mary Jo Balistreri – USA  

 
 

 

winter rain 

my pint glass 

overflows  

 

Jon Hare - USA  
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the promise 

     still unfolding...  

     winter rainbow  

 

Rebecca Drouilhet – USA  

 
 

 

overnight snow 

the clean whiteboard 

of a new day  

 

André Surridge – New Zealand  

 
 

 

first snow for once I separate the laundry  

 

J. Zimmerman – USA  

 
 

 

new snow 

     my blueshifted tracks 

          into a dream  

 

Dietmar Tauchner – Austria  

 
 

 

third day of snow – 

the road I'm taking 

       not on the map  

 

Rob Scott – Sweden  
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winter chill stirs 

the thinnest of air 

a DO NOT LOITER sign  

 

Frances Jones – USA  

 
 

 

long night 

the uncensored leak 

in the sink  

 

Patrick Sweeney – Japan  

 
 

 

clasped 

in the arms of branches 

winter sky  

 

Freddy Ben-Arroyo – Israel  

 
 

 

winter sunset – 

more of the night sky 

each day  

 

Arvinder Kaur – India  

 
 

 

endless night ...  

weaving a snowflake 

into our story  

 

Paresh Tiwari – India  
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racing down  

the sledding hill 

laughter  

 

Jeff Hoagland – USA  

 
 

 

skylight the underside of snow  

 

Brad Bennett – USA  

 
 

 

Inside a snow globe 

the village 

where I grew up.  

 

Alexis Rotella – USA  

 
 

 

hunger moon – 

the life class gathers 

around her goose flesh  

 

Helen Buckingham – UK  

 
 

 

her hand  

falls softly into mine – 

evening snow  

 

Kevin Valentine – USA  
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snowy night 

her gooseflesh under 

the eiderdown  

 

Ernest Wit – Poland  

 
 

 

snowfall 

the man in the 

woman  

 

Dietmar Tauchner – Austria  

 
 

 

moon white snow mounds reshaping my thoughts  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA  

 
 

 

moon bursting through clouds 

a salt truck plows  

through the drifts  

 

John Sullivan – USA  

 
 

 

stable door 

the polished mahogany 

of the mare’s flanks  

 

Gavin Austin – Australia  
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mid-day sun 

a blanketed mare 

paws the snow cover  

 

Kathe L. Palka – USA  

 
 

 

learning trust 

from the old horse … 

I let go the reins  

 

Jackie Maugh Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

the darkness 

ice on the river 

opening a long crack  

 

Jeffrey McMullen – USA  

 
 

 

refusing to defend 

my illness to strangers 

windbreak pines  

 

Marie Louise Munro – USA  

 
 

 

winter funeral 

the widow leaves the church 

adjusting her ring  

 

John Hawkhead – UK  
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without her wig 

within herself 

winter deepens  

 

Louisa Howerow – Canada  

 
 

 

winter clearance 

the mannequin’s sweater 

half off  

 

Terri L. French – USA  

 
 

 

lights spangle 

the city skyline ...  

night-shift nurses  

 

Chen-ou Liu – Canada  

 
 

 

ice fog 

a lingering sniff 

of bay rum  

 

Bill Cooper – USA  

 
 

 

the boundaries of teamwork rotten snow  

 

Polona Oblak – Slovenia  
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neither black 

nor blue 

moonless night  

 

Ernest Wit – Poland  

 
 

 

journey's end – 

half of the map 

enough  

 

Ruth Holzer – USA  

 
 

 

a long winter ends – 

    under my Harley’s seat 

        young sparrow’s peeping  

 

Ayaz Daryl Nielsen – USA  

 
 

 

story’s end 

a magpie warbles 

with a closed bill  

 

Quendryth Young – Australia  
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The avalanche  

the seafoam and the bears 

all made of mist  

 

Mike Andrelczyk – USA  

 
 

 

 

late to the party 

two geese 

red-bellied with sunset  

 

Matthew Robinson – USA  

 
 

 

 

carillon bells ...  

clouds float over 

sandstone spires  

 

Leanne Mumford – Australia  
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Your Name 

 

Mary Ahearn - USA  

 

 

"So that you will hear me 

my words 

sometimes grow thin 

as the tracks of the gulls on the beaches."  

 

Pablo Neruda, So That You Will Hear Me  

 

In the blue air of winter, I think of you today. I remember the time we went high into the 

mountains, far above the river, far from town. The trees were changing from summer green to 

gold. A happy time.  

 

Later, as we drove home, down the narrow twisting roads, we both grew quiet. And I could not 

say your name aloud. So young, too young to know how to be with you.  

 

chill wind 

through the pines 

an untitled song  
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Why the Buddha was not a gardener 

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 

 

Slowly but perceptibly the grey blur of hills is changing to a green haze. I can’t hide anymore behind 

letting the garden lie dormant in its winter mode.  

 

With each lift of the fork, pink-fleshed worms glisten in the spring sun. Some fall through the tines and 

others curl back into themselves, grit and all. I read somewhere that the amputated tail of an earthworm 

dies.  

 

what if  

the worm is grandmother . . .  

om mani peme hung  

 

Bulbuls, wagtails, sparrows and blackbirds throng the hedge as I struggle with my conscience, and the 

weeds, which have the garden in their grip.  

 

“Quick, quick! Cover the worms before the birds get them!” my six year-old daughter directs me from her 

swing.  

 

The frenzied nesting has been evident in the increasingly raucous dawn chorus.  

 

“The birds feed the worms to their babies,” I try to reassure her. She shakes her head and cries, “what 

about the earthworm’s babies?”  

 

So, I don’t tell her of the ant holes I’ve plugged and the slugs I’ve left in heaps for the whistling thrush. 

Our neighbour leans by the fence and surveys my effort. He was featured in the local paper with his prize 

pumpkins and radishes. He points to a low-growing plant with marbled leaves, around which I have 

weeded with care and says, ‘that is no good.’ He hands me a tin of herbicide. The list of chemicals on the 

fading instructions seems formidable.  

 

In a few months when the monsoon clouds unload their baggage over the valley, my attempts at clearing 

the garden will have been futile, as growth of every kind unfurls in the warm rain that teases new life 

from seeds and the residue of weeds I’ve tried to rend from the earth.  

 

first bush lark song . . .  

the cobra raises its hood 

to the sun  
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The Neighbor 

 

Lynn Edge – USA 

 

 

My son is named for rancher who lives down the road. Even though he raises Quarter Horses and 

I have Arabians, we talk about them when we meet by chance in town. As the sky lightens in the 

east, I let my dog out, and while I stand wrapped in my fleece robe at the door, for a moment I 

believe he might drive by.  

 

scattered ashes 

in the autumn grass— 

horses running free  
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Small Town Highlights  

 

Lynn Edge – USA 

 

 

I am so tired of seeing people cut up on TV shows that I stoop to watch The Bachelor. He is from 

a town in Iowa, pop. 400. Last night the girls visited his hometown. Finally a place that looks 

even more boring than Tivoli, pop. 300.  

 

crisp autumn night 

icicle lights illuminate 

the taco stand  
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Traces  

 

Ignatius Fay - Canada  

 

 

I am here for a test to see how my stomach is functioning. More to the point, to see how long it 

takes food to pass through my stomach and into my intestines. To do this, I have to eat two egg 

whites laced with a radioactive tracer, accompanied by two slices of toast for bulk.  

 

waiting area 

more than one yawn 

eight a.m.  

 

When the technician brings me the food, she gives me a pair of vinyl gloves. Policy dictates that, 

to minimize exposure, the patient is not to handle the radioactive egg whites with bare hands. 

Hmm . . . What sense does that make? I am eating the damned radioactive eggs, taking them into 

my body.  

 

change room 

struggling to tie 

the backless gown  
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Yin/Yang 

 

Marco Fraticelli - Canada  

 

 

halloween 

putting on our masks 

to make love  

 

Last night I dreamt that I was Suzanne and that I was walking by my place near the river. 

Suddenly there he was ahead of me. “Leonard,” I yelled, “do you realize what you did to me? Do 

you have any idea what it’s like being the woman in one of the most famous songs ever written? 

People are always asking me if you really ever did touch my perfect body with your mind. Fifty 

years later, I still can’t go anywhere without some joker wondering aloud if I have any tea and 

oranges that come all the way from China.”  

 

Leonard smiled that same smile from years ago and he asked, “Do you have any idea what it’s 

like being the poet who wrote that song? No matter how long it’s been, or how far I travel, 

people still insist on asking me about you.”  

 

halloween 

taking off our costumes 

to make love  
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Prometheus started it 

 

Terri L. French - USA  

 

 

Building a fire is a man’s job, just ask any man. Give a man a couple of sticks, some steel and 

flint, matches and charcoal, or—God forbid—a can of lighter fluid and he becomes as excited as 

a kid on Christmas morning.  

 

In the fire starting ritual, the young boys are sent to fetch dry kindling. The men gather the larger 

pieces of firewood and place them tee-pee style around the kindling inside a circle of rocks, 

allowing for airflow. Grunting and gesturing commences. He who strikes the match takes it upon 

himself to be the fire tender, while the other men are demoted to log gatherers or occasionally 

fire fanners. Tall flames elicit praises from the women which inflate the mens’ chests.  

 

The fire tender rarely rests, but spends the evening feeding the fire, poking and prodding the 

smoldering logs, as the fire worshipers sit, mesmerized, entranced by the flames' dance.  

 

scattering ashes 

no one tells you 

about the bones  
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Lost Touch 

 

Gerry Jacobson - Australia  

 

 

“I have already lost touch with a couple of people I used to be.” 

Joan Didion  

 

slovenly urban child ragamuffin wet feet in the slushy streets choking fog chilblains conkers and 

fivestones cricket with a dirty tennis ball up against the wall dickensian primary school my 

shoplifting gang trains shunting in the night coalmen and chimney sweeps whooping cough and 

baby sisters chicken soup and Friday night candles lighting up dark winter Jewish stories God is 

watching me bread and jam bread and schmaltz daddy out playing cards Bubba and Zeida dusty 

jars in the attic for cherry brandy winestained Haggadah having to go to hebrew school what did 

I ever learn is God cross with me  

 

accelerating . . .  

the train carries me . . .  

backwards  
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A Part, Yet Apart 

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 

 

"'The letter L is pronounced with a large flap of the tongue. In contrast, the best way to 

pronounce R is to move your tongue as little as possible when making the sound," my eager ESL 

tutor tells me from across the table. After several attempts at "alive and arrive," "flee and free" 

and "blight and bright," I recognize a helpless look on her face. She is twenty years younger than 

I with dyed blonde hair. Then, in a low voice, she says, "Sometimes, I'm jealous of you. You 

speak and act like you know who you are. Hovering between two worlds, I feel pressured to be 

loyal to the old one while living in the new, approved of on either side of my hyphenated 

identity: Chinese-Canadian."  

 

she murmurs 

I'm homesick at home 

I respond 

in halting English 

the past is my home  
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from Hard Walking 

 

Mark H. Minster - USA  

 

 

March 28        Napa Valley  

 

some make it an art 

depicting ten thousand things 

that look like letters  

 

The slipknots, for instance, with which I close  

the thin plastic bags of snacks when I shop.  

Each looks a little like the letter P.  

Almost every evening around the bay,  

I have undone and opened, one by one.  

One night I tossed the plastic in the fire  

and it shriveled to an S like a snake,  

writhed and melted away. Those dioxins  

I may be responsible for always.  

 

In winter and early spring, these vineyards  

are famine for letter-photographers,  

the gnarled trunks pruned to awkward stumps and tied  

with wire. It is not the season for grapes.  

So here is the alphabet of vineyards 

in winter:  

 

the stems of I  

the crosses of T and t  

the umbels of Y  

 

              Today I’ve been a number- 

photographer instead, with no camera.  

I walked entirely on state highways— 

28, 162—past limit signs— 

50, 45, 40 and on down  

to 10. In the swale along the margins  
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of highways, I kept finding things people  

lost or threw, ballast, treasures. I found fragments.  

 

I found a flashcard 

0 x 10 = what?  

remember the rule  

 

one times something 

is something, anything times 

nothing is nothing 

 

acorns and oak galls 

competing seeds of oak trees  

zeros in the swale  

 

lots of number 1s 

cigarette butts, antennae 

a coyote tail  

 

Artists who work in junk could make something  

from anything tossed in a ditch, plastic 

car parts for color, plastic bags for loft,  

chunks of chassis for mooring. From acorns  

and oak gall, the artist could leach tannins  

and stuff and mount all the flattened rabbits.  

 

All I wanted was the one raptor talon.  

I took it as talisman, as totem.  

 

all the tourists say  

speeding 10 times as fast 

this is paradise  

 

By now the vinedressers have pruned their vines  

hewn and burned the inessential, keeping  

only the needed, taking scions in  

a genealogy of this vine from that  
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which goes back to that other and so on.  

Thus, through succession, everywhere once was  

paradise.  

 

              But oh the vinedressers cut  

so severely sometimes. What of the roots  

and what of the grafts, what of what remains?  
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Provisioning 

 

Michael Nickels-Wisdom - USA  

 

 

In early autumn I met a stone. It had been waiting for me to arrive. That’s what stones do; they 

wait. It was like a child or a small animal, both of which I used to scare before I shaved my face. 

It stood there looking up at me with its hands clasped behind its back as I got out of the car. I 

think I met it before, when it was a little girl. We’d never met before then, and she marched right 

up to me, gave me a flower, and introduced herself as April.  

 

a human being 

carries a green stone 

in a blizzard  
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Stillborn  

 

Rochelle Potkar - India  

 

 

His father’s shadow rises every night with the silhouettes of knives, blades, sickles, belts, and 

whips, growing and looming over his mother’s face.  

 

These rise into his dreams too with Amar Chitra Katha, Super Commando Dhruva, Superman, 

Batman, Bone, The Dark Knight Returns, Sandman, X-Men, and Watchmen. They rise into his 

mother’s screams in voice bubbles from Robot, Final Fantasy, Star Wars, and Avtaar. There is 

always good versus evil. Evil loses in the end, its shadow diminishing.  

 

Someone always saves the damsel. The meek inherit the earth. Good things happen to good 

people.  

 

His father whips his mother so hard that the shadows in his dreams flicker like a TV set, or 

candle wick.  

 

Some shadows do not diminish even after he opens his eyes. In fact, they spew from every 

crevice, spawning from the corners of his eyes. They merge with the original shadow of original 

sin.  

 

Why couldn’t the superhero in him rise when he knew the names and dialogs, voices and actions 

of every superhero in every comic, animation movie, and sci-fi film?  

 

How many super-heroes make one superhero?  

 

How many will it take to make him?  

 

periwinkle sky– 

the unwanted butterfly 

after our breakup  
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Snakes and ladders  

 

Rochelle Potkar - India  

 

 

I met Mrs. Kumar twice in my life.  

 

The first when I was an administrative assistant and she, the wife of a man who had climbed the 

slippery corporate ladder to become Head of HR. She looked resplendent in her aubergine sari of 

gold borders, and wore heavy jewelry, as if it was a wedding and not a corporate dinner. She 

banded with the wives of other directors and was inclusive of me too in a mirthful way, like 

people are when good fortune shows upon them. She spoke about her car and how it glided over 

roads. “Reminds me of a plane just about to take off,” her eyes brightened. She spoke of her 

children’s achievements, exotic holidays, the number of support staff she had hired.  

 

All through the party, she lovingly looked at Mr. Kumar, who with the gang of equal men was 

getting one notch closer to unconsciousness, over whiskey.  

 

equinox– 

fitting my desires 

to yours  

 

Years later, when I meet Mrs. Kumar, she is the wife of a retired director. Her sari is sober to go 

with the grey of her hair. I walk up to her, half-expecting to hear her tales. She greets me absent-

mindedly and says they have traveled in a cab. “Better not to have a car - the servicing, the 

chauffeur . . . so much expenditure. Cabs are the easiest to hire.” She shrugs and stays in the 

outer orbits of the ladies’ group, savoring each piece of finger food making their rounds on silver 

plates.  

 

She doesn’t watch out for Mr. Kumar who is still losing consciousness over whiskey with the 

boys - the new horses of the stable - one of them being my husband.  

 

summer attire– 

the second innings 

of our relationships    
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Overture to a Root Canal 

 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan - India  

 

 

The sweet I love the most is the jangiri. I have to describe it here, because the description is itself 

a reliving of the moments spent eating one. A thick dough of black gram flour, kneaded to 

pouring consistency. Wrapped in a muslin piping bag and iced into the shape of a flower - right 

over a pan full of boiling oil. Fried to a rich red-orange, and then soaked in syrup.  

 

I must have it cold, preferably refrigerated, so the sugar crystallises forming a thin frost around 

it. Not for me the philistine method of eating it piping hot. For me, the eating is unhurried, petal 

by petal, nibbling it by the edges, till only the central roundel remains. This I then place in the 

mouth till it dissolves. This is a time for meditation and the contemplation of the beauty of the 

world around me. For after it perhaps work and the sameness of it; or a twist in the course of life 

that takes me far away; or perhaps, just perhaps, another jangiri, with which to stretch time to 

infinity.  

 

eugenol:  

the smell of 

peas pulao  
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Tom Sheehan - USA  

 

 

A Sailor's Consecration or, Better Yet,  

The Consecration of a Hash House Waitress  

 

Just pronounced ex-Navy and having breakfast in a drab diner in Idaho, road dust claiming him 

as much as it did his Ford convertible parked like an abused antique, he met May Hustings 

slinging hash, air full of morning’s riches. She was tall and neat for a waitress, hair pinned back 

yet evoking promise in its loosing. Corded neck movements, supple, graceful but fully 

pronounced as a woman’s, brought early hungers, caught him staring from the booth. Their eyes 

locked, gave decoded announcements, and then, not to embarrass the other, allowed to wander. 

Initial signals had been illustrated; acceptance duly noted; breasts like hammerlocks, he thought, 

thighs like shipboard's ice cream logs.  

 

stopping at his 27 year bank 

then at a lost motel 

he let her sleep 

bare on thousands of dollars 

 

Between the awed two-some the attractions were limitless, yet essentially bound up in her desire 

to get out of the one-horse town and him being as horny as three months at sea, each of them 

airing their broadcast. She nodded at other men, "They noticed you when you walked in here, 

sized things up. Three or four of them by the window pegging you right off the bat after you 

parked your car. It's how they thought they might have been once, way back. You know, when 

they had it all together, not like now.” She punched the last comment with futility's odd gesture. 

“They sure know the swagger, the instincts in your tote bag. I saw signs myself, you coming 

across the parking lot after tossing a travel bag from the back seat into the trunk. The strut’s 

personal, your name on it. Says you’ve been around, know things, places.” She looked about, 

dropped an empty hand in a peremptory salute, and said, “More’n this.” She paused, said, "I'm 

allowed observations, I earned them."  

 

a hundred dollar bill 

stuck too close to her 

he kissed it away 

she did not care what she lost 

but what she had gained  
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A hundred jobs she’d had coming here to this diner, long hauls, short hauls, no cemented 

romances. When he got out of his car, the old tingle began, the good stuff rearing its head. Where 

it started she never knew, but it seeped around on its belly, touched here and there, then leaped 

for her core. More than once since he'd come into the diner she swore she touched herself 

secretly, a phantom hand, like amputees' phantom pains. It brought a smile to her face he'd 

remember.  

 

once during the night 

after knowing him again 

head to toe and front to back 

she woke with a start 

when she heard a far siren  

 

Her more’n this gesture he loved, loneliness with it, so innocent, so open. A sense of grace 

filtered her movements. Not in a long time had he been impressed by a lady.  

 

“You always go at it early in the day? Trade talk, making me sociable and easy, digging for a 

tip? You don’t have to do anything for a tip. You dress this place up from the git-go. Ought to 

put your name up in lights. Drag farm boys in here from miles around. Empty the hills of 

cowboys, glow boys, weed whackers. Restless, they'd all come with hope.”  

 

Filling up the room 

money seeping under her 

slight noises were made 

as when she stirred 

marking him every which way  

 

“You’re as smooth as I thought,” she answered, “and a peck of trouble with it.” The tie-back of 

her hair promised again a softness once let go, a perfect pillow matting. It matched an elegant 

ankle bracelet out of place in the A. M. diner. It was pure gold, he knew; from a far mountain's 

lode of riches. It was one of the first things he noticed in the diner, that most intimate promise a 

woman deals with daily, a thin, delicate letter opener, bearer of ultimate secrets. He wondered 

how long it'd be before he could look sideways at the bracelet, measuring, seeking the 

inscription. Perhaps it'd say, in Navy, “Welcome aboard, Captain.”  
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On the small bureau 

at the old Moosehead Motel 

his bag sat empty  

In dawn's light they filled it up 

left a hundred dollar bill . . .  

 

With that thought, jumble of arms and legs, early motions of a morning erection came and went, 

as if an electrical plug had been pulled from a socket. Yet she was no stray, not at all, having a 

carriage, using lessons accrued in employment. He could tell she was alert to everything going 

on, early morning talks, cigarette coughs, rough faces broadcasting rough evenings, eyes coming 

out of long nights, nights breaking mornings loose in an occasional repetition. An early stain 

worked her pink shirt beside her left underarm. In morning's hash crowd, eggs and bacon floating 

grease in thick layers, like pages in a book, one breast rode its early titillation behind a damp spot 

on her shirt. Duke knew the code, waited to reciprocate, respond in details.  

 

printed money bands 

left behind 

life's devilry renewed 

one moment lost and regained 

all that future in their hands  

 

He liked her eyes first, before her hips sent messages walking away from coffee's first pour. The 

pink dress rode her the way silk rides prisoners, hips engaged. He imagined two ships on the tide 

change, maybe in Honolulu, Singapore or in the Leyte Gulf, with a hawser swinging music, a 

beat; and then this woman whenever she comes from landside. She returned with home-made 

hash and two-over light; he cast the twenty-seven-year leave eye. She thrust her future at him, 

every flank and curve and wanton need life had given her for escape, waiting for a holy nod.  

silence flowing its weight 

 

in the room his breath 

as steady as a ship’s wake 

she went back to sleep 

with money's new smell.  
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The Walk 

 

Vidya S. Venkatramani - India  

 

 

This weekly walk together-how many times we have done this before! Bidding mother goodbye, 

we set out before dawn. Outside it is still dark, the velvet sky embedded with stars and a pearl-

white moon. In the porch light, all the leaves in the garden seem to glisten after last night’s rain. I 

stop just a second by the gate, to have a whiff of a jasmine. You offer to carry my bag but in all 

the bravado of youth, I refuse.  

 

It is just a twenty-minute walk to the railway-station. Twenty minutes with you ! .I talk about my 

friends at college, about the quirks of the professors, the books I read last week and as always, 

about what I am going to do next. Sometimes, you give me your viewpoint, a perspective. 

Sometimes, you just listen. At times we do not talk, silence binding us together in an invisible 

bond. We walk on, keeping pace with each other. No sound on the roads except for our footfall. 

An occasional vehicle whizzes by. Once in a while, I hear the cycle bells of the newspaper boys 

or the milk man. I stumble on a stone on the pavement-wordlessly, you steady me and I feel the 

grasp of your large hands.  

 

footsteps– 

on the moon’s trail of light 

the rising sun  

 

On the huge bottle-brush trees outside the station, the dawn crows cry themselves hoarse. We 

walk into the hustle-bustle of the station. There are people all around-the passengers, the 

vendors, the porters. Finding my seat on the train, I finally sit down. As the train pulls away, I 

wave at you. Nose-pressed on the window-pane to catch every glimpse of your receding figure 

waving at me.  

 

azure sky– 

the wind that buoys 

the paper kite  
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Navagraha 

 

Yesha Shah - India  

 

 

Each place becomes grander once it finds a home in the carved trunk of memories. Every 

Saturday, for years, in spite of the long walk from home I was only too fervent to come to this 

temple holding Grandpa’s finger. Vendors sold their wares on thelas along this narrow lane, 

flanked on either side by shanties. There were bronze idols and brass artefacts, sweets and dried 

coconuts for Prasad, red chunaris and materials for worship, flowers and garlands. There was 

also the toy stall where I spent most of my time mulling over little dolls, strung on a nylon rope, 

packed in transparent crinkling plastic covers. After a moment of prayer I’d scamper out to play 

with the tortoises, doves and rabbits petted in the temple courtyard.  

 

evening aarti— 

the jingle of coins 

in a beggar’s bowl  

 

The shanties have long since been demolished and those makeshift thelas have given way to 

dinghy little shops. Still as colourful and bright is the lane, with yellow bulbs hanging on braided 

wires. Wafting in the breeze, the familiar scents of incense sticks, camphor, rajnigandhas, 

marigolds, jasmines and roses. The sound of cymbals, bells and drums merges with the singing 

of hymns. Some of the known vendors are still there albeit with greying, receding hair lines and 

wrinkled faces. While some have become photographs framed in one corner of their shops and 

garlanded with floral sandalwood. This time I bow my head sincerely in prayer. These 

Navagrahas govern our destiny, so Grandpa used to say.  

 

nascent moon— 

a life twirls round 

my umbilicus  

 

 

 

Notes:  

Navagraha - nine planets 

Prasad - food served as offering to God 

thelas - wooden carts that serves for displaying of wares  
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Capitalism  

 

Joan Zimmerman - USA  

 

 

first rainbow 

another year to seek 

that pot of gold  

 

Before everyone else I reach the wrecked galleon settled on the seabed, its gold statues and 

masks strewn among coral and rock. I enter its skeleton like a scavenger angel or a messenger for 

Hades, flying slowly between the ribs of the ship, over the ribs of men. Long ago, each man's 

body flowed in its armor of muscles and skin, until the man drifted through the door of unending 

dreams.  

 

Looking back at my companions, I gesture fingertips down my cheeks in an ironic mirage of 

tears. If we'd brought a flag it would show one of these skulls, two of these long leg bones. With 

so many pearls, so much plunder piled under my flighty feet, I'm a heroine in my homeland, a 

woman who raids the sea. For my sake, the waves and winds of the past planted this harvest. All 

I need to do is fall and take.  

 

traveling 

to the end of the ocean 

the sickle moon  
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time vanishes  

under this new moon  

a gull’s cry  

rippling with the waves  

toward the horizon  

 

Mary Davila - USA  

 
 

 

We row slowly 

across an Arctic lake 

him for exercise 

her to chaperone me 

me to gaze at his dark eyes  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

you 

gleefully steal words 

and so  

my lips, my skin 

remember the night  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

I see you 

in the faces of strangers 

one year on 

your number 

still on speed dial  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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just beneath 

the skin of remembering  

the scent 

of the yellow tea rose 

in my mother's garden  

 

Maxianne Berger - Canada 

 
 

 

heating water 

this moment evaporates 

ichi-go ichi-e 

a blue clematis unfolds 

the axiom of tea  

 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  

 
 

 

a butter churn 

with a name burnt on the bottom 

in the antique shop 

you might buy it 

but it will always be hers  

 

Garry Eaton - Canada  

 
 

 

he chooses 

his vegetable seedlings  

with care 

… sends his secretary out 

to buy my birthday gift  

 

Jan Foster - Australia  
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late afternoon clouds 

dissolve into boundless blue … 

I rethink 

my own definition 

of a perfect life  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
 

 

open sky 

a collection of songs 

the lark 

shows my heart 

its home  

 

David Ishaya Osu - Nigeria  

 
 

 

fare thee well 

my own true love 

when i sing 

those songs of home 

a thrush flies from my mouth  

 

Debbie Strange - Canada  

 
  

 

asked by this child 

how I might choose to live 

my life again … 

the green heights of spring 

in a thrush's breast  

 

Claire Everett - UK  
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a miniature 

deck of cards 

scattered 

in the playground – 

a child out of patience  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  

 
 

 

fading stars 

scattered across the sky  

on this misty night 

I fathom the gap  

between me and my ex  

 

Padma Thampatty - USA  

 
 

 

percussion ensemble – 

the tinkling of their triangle 

so random  

it sets me thinking  

about Pythagoras  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
 

 

daybreak moon 

over a highway motel …  

last night 

we bedded our hunger 

between sheets of regret  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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her bite mark 

still on my shoulder 

this cold morning 

the shape 

of unspoken words  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

all the words 

I have no courage 

to say 

my finger slips 

on the enter key  

 

Maria Tomczak - Poland  

 
 

 

teen suicide  

whispers through  

the school  

now everyone  

knows her name  

 

Randy Brooks - USA  

 
 

 

I would give you 

the breeze tonight 

its sage-like perfume 

in moonlight 

beauty instead of grief  

 

Marian Olson - USA  
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reading your poems 

I relive your trauma  

while I am sleeping … 

awake with an aching jaw 

and my pencil out of joint  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  

 
 

 

it was always there 

goodbye  

beneath your every word 

goodbye 

your every gesture  

 

Penny Visser - USA  

 
 

 

at the door of midnight 

light of a silver moon 

sound of distant rain 

a poem upon 

the river  

 

Yvonne Adami - Australia  

 
 

 

waking at two 

with a song in my soul … 

I find you 

hiding in shadows 

of graces and quavers  

 

Hazel Hall - Australia  
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he reads a poem 

to the song of a steel guitar 

by a log fire 

my soul settles on the hearth 

his voice falls all around me  

 

Joy McCall - UK  

 
 

 

a lifetime 

of stubborn certainty 

this night in bed 

he pulls up his knees 

and gives way to prayer  

 

Catherine McGrath - Australia  

 
 

 

dawn 

on the horizon ...  

the flight  

of the first pied hornbill 

carrying its call  

 

Ramesh Anand - India  

 
 

 

morning breeze  

pregnant with monsoon mist 

ruffles the peepal leaves 

hanging in midair 

the words I couldn't say  

 

Yesha Shah - India  
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frosted flakes 

soaked in milk 

what better time 

to discuss 

slush money  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

if the old couple talk 

they lean towards  

each other 

as if to share 

more than their words  

 

Jenny Fraser - New Zealand  

 
 

 

I say to her 

I'm the Gary Cooper type 

at dinner 

she nudges a shell open 

and finds nothing in it  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

a butterfly 

on a plastic rose 

how long  

does it take to know 

all that is fake  

 

Kashinath Karmakar - India  
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waiting  

for resentment to pass 

before I speak ...  

all this rain 

from one small cloud  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

the slump 

of fallen wires 

after the storm 

I carry the moon 

on my back  

 

Mary Davila - USA  

 
 

 

counting the falling leaves 

after the final gusts  

of wind … 

chapters  

of an unfinished life  

 

Ali Znaidi - Tunisia  

 
 

 

dry leaves 

and tumbleweeds 

on a windy afternoon 

if I could, oh,  

I would, I would  

 

ayaz daryl nielsen - USA  
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another winter day 

beats the sails 

of her Camden market stall 

that moon-white pirate 

with the black blue eyes  

 

Liam Wilkinson - UK  

 
 

 

stormy night 

the trees, the wires, the houses 

screaming 

in a language 

I cannot understand  

 

David J Kelly - Ireland  

 
 

 

Searching 

for the wind 

in a wheat field 

my mother 

with dementia.  

 

Alexis Rotella - USA  

 
 

 

so much time spent 

searching for your wallet 

why was it 

I never thought to look 

in your dressing gown pocket  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  
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unlocking the shed 

to find the wheelbarrow 

full of cobwebs 

this perfect dawn 

of my midlife crisis  

 

Brian Robertson - Germany  

 
 

 

this grey day 

I drift from one thought 

to the next … 

a spider in the breeze 

on a disconnected thread  

 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  

 
 

 

unconscious 

our exhalation of breath 

on Cosmic waters 

– the ripples are there 

before the stone is cast  

 

Autumn Noelle Hall - USA  

 
 

 

an eye 

for an eye in revenge – 

but 

for a stone hurled 

the tree offers a fruit  

 

Kumarendra Mallick - India  
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Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

112 
 

 

 

 

long arms 

of a rising moon 

point east 

has enough time passed 

for you to forgive me  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
 

 

the thumbprints 

on forgotten things … 

another year 

of pretending that  

they’re happy  

 

Shloka Shankar - India  

 
 

 

old buildings 

smashed into piles of rubble 

by a wrecker’s ball 

there’s no going back 

to the way things were  

 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  
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auburn sun 

in a smoky sky … 

how many bridges 

will I burn 

before I cross?  

 

Gracy D'Souza - UK  

 
 

 

no bridge 

to that sunlit shore – 

the stone 

I skip across the river 

falls short  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

my mother's words  

come back to haunt me  

I steel myself  

for the endless rounds  

of I told you so's  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK  

 
 

 

dreaming 

of our life 

together ...  

the grass stalks i chewed,  

the stones you skipped  

 

Sanjuktaa Asopa - India  
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that first winter 

without him 

a new comforter 

that doesn’t live up 

to its name  

 

Terri French - USA  

 
 

 

clouds of smoke 

from a too-hot skillet – 

my thoughts  

swirl with the uncertainty 

of what's to come  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  

 
 

 

the son who knows 

that ink can heal, who dreams 

with open eyes 

tells me there's a moth that drinks 

the tears of sleeping birds  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

Nothing civil 

about Cambodia’s 

internal war – 

without a face  

just one more skull  

 

George Swede - Canada  
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some men retreated 

other men gained ground 

the same 

black flag planted 

everywhere upon the Earth  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

In prison 

I pointed out the fly strip 

with fifty dead flies 

and someone said,  

They’re us.  

 

Ron Riekki - France  

 
 

 

to pass the time 

a guard at the wharf 

flips a coin … 

what is he hoping for 

what are the odds  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  

 
 

 

a crow's feather 

crowns their sandcastle 

a myth in the making 

as the incoming tide 

reclaims the world  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  
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the temperature soars 

from below freezing 

to above,  

today my winter boots 

have wings  

 

Angela Leuck - Canada  

 
 

 

the rain pauses 

on a sparrow’s wings ...  

my decision 

to finally take her 

off life-support  

 

Paresh Tiwari - India  

 
 

 

he takes 

the night home with him 

& all the shadows 

of his life gather around 

as he unscrews the bottle  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

she planned 

for every angle of the sun 

but forgot 

her house will cast 

its own shadow  

 

Sally Biggar - USA  
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death of his wife 

in the heart of winter … 

dad and daughter 

draw with colored chalk 

on the sidewalk  

 

Karen O'Leary - USA  

 
 

 

slipping away 

his wife’s name, her lovely face – 

yet he repeats over and over  

a line of a poem  

Let me count the ways  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  

 
 

 

the empty shell 

of a phoenix egg 

sky blue 

among the cinders 

of who I used to be  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

among the babies he fosters 

a calf the cow disowned  

a pig the sow crippled  

and the newborn his daughter  

left on his doorstep  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  
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a calf suckles 

while its mother eats stubble 

among the litter – 

a nation trying to make do 

with what little it has  

 

George Swede - Canada  

 
 

 

the mayor 

tells a migrant worker 

to shove off ...  

wet snow 

like the spit on his face  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

as if 

he had said 

I'm sorry ... 

the clouds move off 

to reveal the sun  

 

Aalix Roake - New Zealand  

 
 

 

I tear down 

the barbed wire fences 

in my mind 

a white-throated sparrow 

whistling in the wind  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
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a single image 

of the Horsehead Nebula 

yet in it 

the imagination 

that runs all  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

if I don’t 

have to do anything 

for a few hours 

what would I like 

to not do?  

 

Owen Bullock - Australia  

 
 

 

housebound 

I draw a circle on paper 

space appears  

within  

            and without  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

arranging 

books alphabetically ...  

a memory sidles  

between Lawrence 

and Maugham  

 

Shloka Shankar - India  
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such strength from one 

always deemed too sensitive … 

on the mantelshelf 

a Viking longboat 

made of crystal  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

I once wanted 

crystal and bone china … 

now, a new broom 

with long, stiff bristles 

for whisking up debris  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  

 
 

 

a crow flies by,  

a piece of yellow string 

in its beak – 

I too am working 

on home improvement  

 

Angela Leuck - Canada  

 
 

 

old roses 

losing petals 

in the breeze – 

we dance 

while we still can  

 

Ina Scott - USA  

 
  



Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

121 
 

 

hayfield full 

with leaping grasshoppers 

it was such a day 

one of us 

bounced on the moon  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

he writes  

of entropy 

and my cells 

all sigh, and say 

yes, we know  

 

Joy McCall - UK  

 
 

 

it’s a little thing 

this gift of sympathy 

to a friend – 

but insistent as I add 

my own breath and words  

 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  

 
 

 

pegging out 

the towel that dried me – 

we draw a line 

between the ways 

we serve each other  

 

Hazel Hall - Australia  
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all his life 

he loved wearing 

different hats – 

at the nursing home 

none seem to fit  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

season to season 

from barn to yard to field 

we meet on common ground 

our holy ground 

the kept and the keeper  

 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  

 
 

 

I set the candle 

into the damp sand 

my skin absorbing  

beeswax and vanilla 

the scent of old hymns  

 

Joy McCall - UK  

 
 

 

you rebelled 

against authority,  

chose freedom … 

now from your wheelchair 

the sky has no limit  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  
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I ask her 

if she believes 

in superstition ...  

a fantail plays 

outside her window  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand  

 
 

 

what is there to say?  

so many thoughts written 

from past to present 

       love and death, joy and sadness 

       my words are new only to me  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
 

 

too early 

to think of death – 

nevertheless 

I close and bar the windows 

… just in case  

 

Sanjuktaa Asopa - India  
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Bayou Country  

 

late August  

the parade heats up  

with the second line  

 

arm-in-arm  

between two strangers  

 

 

 

bayou country  

best gumbo in town 

under the overpass  

 

casting from the levee  

a line through sunset  

 

 

 

a fortune teller  

turns tarot cards near 

the shadow of Jesus  

 

nowhere to wade  

the churning Mississippi  

 

 

 

cool evening stroll  

along Frenchman’s Street 

hot jazz  

 

the cobblestones  

or a last Hurricane  

 

 

Peter Newton (Massachusetts, USA)  

& Kathe L. Palka (New Jersey, USA)   
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The Weight of Snow  

 

winter rain  

sinking in 

to different depths  

 

cold seeps  

into old bones  

 

 

 

slate sky  

the weight of snow 

in the air  

 

chanting all the unknowns  

TV weather gurus  

 

 

 

sideways snow  

the ocean 

gives us a little taste  

 

flashbacks of summer 

in a saltwater taffy  

 

 

 

winter in the burbs  

the storm’s quiet broken 

by snow blowers  

 

we thank the power company  

for this candle-light dinner  
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mid-winter thaw—  

deep in the periwinkle 

one purple star  

 

a poet's passing 

words feed a stranger's grief  

 

 

 

estranged brother  

an eye on the weather 

in his part of the world  

 

at the abandoned house  

a crocus blooms through snow  

 

 

 

Peter Newton, Massachusetts, USA 

& Kathe L. Palka, New Jersey, USA  

 

Composed via email over the winter of 2013-2014  
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Peace Lily  

 

too late 

to start over…  

 

even the stems 

of my peace lily 

have turned  

 

 

 

this baggage 

I no longer wish 

to carry…  

 

the last downpour 

from torrential skies  

 

 

 

colourless  

I skim through life 

like a ripple...  

 

could I have loved  

you  

 

 

 

whisking 

my heart to a standstill...  

 

after all these years 

the well has drawn 

empty  
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the echo 

of a faraway bird 

reaches me...  

 

someday I'll find it 

in my heart to forgive  

 

 

Shloka Shankar  

& Christine L. Villa  
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The Faintest Blush  

 

crack of dawn...  

a camellia bud's 

faintest blush      shloka  

 

 

wispy clouds drift  

across the pond's dark eye    jenny  

 

 

sailing paper boats  

we're blinded  

by our own dreams     _kala  

 

 

a recording studio 

transforms the nursery    Barbara  

 

 

Sita’s voice freezes  

as she steps  

onto Ravan’s chariot     _kala 

 

 

the weathered silence 

of ancestral rocks     shloka  

 

 

moon shadows 

splash cave paintings 

on this chilly night     Barbara 

 

the mountain path 

enters a magic glade     jenny  

 

A Rasika renku composed on the internet between March 1 and March 14, 2015.  
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Verse Allocations:  

Shloka Shankar – India: vs 1 & 6 

Jenny Ward Angyal – USA: vs 2 & 8 

Barbara A. Taylor – Australia: vs 4 & 7 

Kala Ramesh (sabaki) — India : vs 3 & 5  

 

 

 

 

 

Tomegaki: A Spring Rasika: The Faintest Blush  

 

Rasika is just an eight-verse renku, the shortest, coming straight after junicho which consists of 

12 verses. Rasika has all the ingredients that make a classical renku work. “Rasa” means the 

emotional essence in Indian aesthetics. “Rasika” is one who enjoys the rasa.  

 

More extensive notes on rasika can be read in the March 2015 issue of A Hundred Gourds.  

 

It was an enjoyable trip with Jenny Ward Angyal, Barbara A Taylor and Shloka Shankar. One 

very important lesson I learnt during this trip was that as much as the ‘link’ needs to be strong 

and rooted, the ‘shift’ has to be wide and sweeping – otherwise we’ll be hovering like a 

honeybee around the same blossom. The fun or rather the ‘magic’ here is how much of 'life' we 

can showcase in just 8 verses.  

 

I hope more and more poets will try their hand at Rasika!  

 

Kala Ramesh  
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Kanso  

 

As a writer of tanka but not haiku, with no experience of writing renku, I was intrigued when 

Kala invited me to participate in the composition of this rasika. Although I found the multiplicity 

of rules somewhat forbidding, it was fascinating to see how four minds from across the globe, 

most of us previously unacquainted, could resonate with each other in some mysterious space—

the collective unconscious, perhaps--to create something quite unexpected, something no one of 

us ever could have written alone. My thanks to Kala for guiding us through this experience!  

Jenny Angyal  

 

 

Always a pleasure to work with creative people. I enjoyed the speed with which we worked on 

this rasika. I did enjoy the journey through only eight verses, and how one can still capture the 

essence of a traditional renku with moon, seasons and love. Thank you Kala, Jenny and Shloka. 

Let's do it again sometime.  

Barbara A Taylor 

 

 

I was introduced to writing haiku the "right way" thanks to Kala Ramesh. My love for Japanese 

short-forms has grown extensively since. Never having written a renku before, I tentatively 

approached Kala and asked her if we could collaborate and work on 'Rasika'. This short eight-

verse form has truly broadened my understanding of the longer linked verse form, and I found it 

delightful that our verses have so seamlessly been welded together, all the while keeping that 

elusive half-circle still open. It was an honour to work in tandem with my seniors. Thank you so 

much for guiding us, Kala.  

 

Shloka Shankar  
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En Route 

 

 

thaw -  

more and more sky 

on the road       Janina  

 

 

clouds gather  

in the rainwater barrel     Gabriel  

 

 

new love 

I add more redness 

to the poppies on aquarel     Magda  

 

 

she looks for the warmth 

on the other side of bed     Maria  

 

 

spring sun 

the whiteness of linens 

so pristine       Magdalena  

 

 

vernissage - colors mix 

in the artist's drink      Janina 

 

double rainbow 

boy with an umbrella 

jumps into the puddle      Gabriel  

 

 

Harvest Moon  

the muddy road glitters     Maria  
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going back home 

my feet 

in your prints       Magdalena 

 

at the door 

foreign pairs of shoes      Magda 

 

lark's voice 

the night passes 

with green tea       Janina  

 

burning out candle 

shadows around disappearing    Magdalena  

 

 

 

A twelve verse free-style renku  

 

Janina Kołodziejczyk, Italy 

Magda Sobieszek, Poland 

Maria Tomczak, Poland 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz, Poland 

Gabriel Sawicki, Poland  

 

Started on February 14, 2014 and completed on Ferbruary 19, 2014.  
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Index of Renku Poets 
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Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

139 
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Adelaide B. Shaw 
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Kevin Valentine, haiku & Steve Valentine, photograph 

 

 

  



Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

142 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kevin Valentine, haiku & Steve Valentine, photograph 
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Kevin Valentine, haiku & Steve Valentine, photograph 

 

\ 
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Sandip Chauhan  
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Simone K. Busch, haiku & Gerda Förster, artwork 
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Simone K. Busch, haiku & Gerda Förster, artwork 
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Simone K. Busch, haiku & Gerda Förster, artwork 
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Shloka Shankar, haiku & Dwarakanathan Ravi 
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On Haibun: an Interview with Ray Rasmussen 

 

 

by Mike Montreuil  

 

 

Mike: Ray, how did you get your start in the haibun writing world?  

 

Ray: In the 1990s, I was an image guy who created photography websites. On one project, I 

photographed and created a website for the Kurimoto Japanese Garden near my home in 

Edmonton, Canada. I wanted to add Asian poetry to go with the images and found my way to 

haiku on the Internet. This led to an interest in haiga (images + haiku) and I joined the World 

Haiku Club's haiga forum and started crafting websites with other people's haiku and my 

photographs and digital images. After a time, I started composing my own haiga compositions. 

From the start I struggled with haiku, which I still consider my Achilles’ heel (unfortunately, a 

haiga image needs a haiku). 

 

        It was through the World Haiku Club's haibun forum that I grew interested in haibun. I had 

already been writing about some of my experiences, for example, the anti-war protest in the 

USA. The haibun form seemed ideally suited for my desire to write more personal memoirs that 

I intended as a means of sharing events in my life with family and friends.  

 

        I quickly learned that haibun composition is a much more disciplined exercise than simply 

sending off an email or dropping a letter in a postbox. I tentatively started submitting haibun and 

the first were accepted in the World Haiku Review and Simply Haiku in early 2000. That success 

plus my involvement in the World Haiku Club's haibun forum led to my 15-year journey with 

haibun.  

 

Mike: Some consider you to be one of the elder statesmen in the field of haibun, along with the 

founding members of Contemporary Haibun Online. How do you feel about that?  

 

Ray: I don't think that the term fits me, Mike. Statesmen are those who helped put English-

language haibun on the map. I'd apply the honorific to the following writers/editors: Jim Kacian 

who founded two anthologies that carry haibun (Contemporary Haibun and Red Moon 

Anthology) and founded the first online journal carrying haibun exclusively (Contemporary 

Haibun). Ken Jones and Bruce Ross who helped him enact Contemporary Haibun as an 

international vehicle by serving as editors. Also kicking off haibun's visibility were Ross'  
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Journey to the Interior: American Versions of Haibun (1998) & Michael Dylan Welch, Cor van 

den Heuvel and Tom Lynch's Wedge of Light (1999), the result of the first English-language 

haibun contest. In 2002, Ken Jones, through the British Haiku Society, initiated a haibun contest 

that resulted in three anthologies. A similar effort with Nobuyuki Yuasa judging and Stephen 

Henry Gill assisting has appeared yearly as the Genjuan International Haibun Contest. And the 

Haiku Society of America has a haibun contest and publishes the winners on its website and in 

Frogpond. Then there were those who early on promoted haibun through workshops and helped 

with the spread of haibun internationally – to mention but two champions of the genre: Susumu 

Takiguchi's World Haiku Club and Janice Bostok's haibun promotion in Australia & New 

Zealand.  

 

        Taken together, these were the people who created the awareness and, importantly, the 

space in journals and anthologies in which the work of a second generation of writers appeared. 

I'm one of those second generation writers along with others who were active writing and having 

their work published starting in the early 2000s.  

 

        Because I was into creating websites, and wanted places to have my writing judged and 

published by good editors and thought that haiku genre websites should be beautiful, I created 

the websites and served as webmaster for A Hundred Gourds, Contemporary Haibun, Haibun 

Today and Simply Haiku and I co-founded Contemporary Haibun with Jim Kacian and A 

Hundred Gourds with Lorin Ford.  

 

        I also worked with the next generation of haibun statesmen, such as Jeffrey Woodward at 

Haibun Today. Woodward was the driving force for the direction that Haibun Today took, 

particularly with his emphasis on experimentation, on the inclusion of tanka prose, and on the 

importance of literary criticism.  

 

        Up to this time, but for a one-issue stint as haibun editor at World Haiku Review, I didn't 

serve as a regular haibun editor until I was asked to step in as haibun editor at the now-defunct 

Notes from the Gean around 2009. I next served as haibun editor at A Hundred Gourds. Then 

three years ago I began my service as haibun editor at Haibun Today. But being an editor does 

not equate in my mind with being a statesman. I had a deep appreciation for the level of service 

provided by the editors where I was submitting my work and figured it was my turn.  

 

        In short, Mike, I mostly think of myself as a mechanic who helps drivers win races.  

 

        It's only in the last couple of years that I've begun writing articles on haibun, which 

arguably might put me in some sort of different category than 'writer' or 'editor'. Does that make  
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me a statesman? I think not. But I do hope they add some necessary information to new writers.  

 

Mike: When I started writing haibun close to 10 years ago, fellow haiku and tanka writers would 

comment, "I hope it's none of that pastoral crap that is being published."  

 

Ray: I guess you're referring to what Ken Jones called "bald narrations of country walks rendered 

in flat, deadpan prose and enlivened only by their haiku?" 1 Jones went on to say that such 

haibun "are now mercifully few – though still occasionally published." Like him, I think that our 

journals now and for some time have been accepting a wide variety of prose styles including 

normal narrative prose, prose poems and even free verse and flash fiction. As well, content has 

shown great variation including memoirs, dreams, conversations, aging, death of friends and 

family, everyday events in urban settings (e.g., a trip to the supermarket), fantasy/fiction, 

accounts of travel, and yes, even some nature walks and my-day-in-the-garden pieces. In 

addition, we've had the tanka prose variation for some time.  

 

        In general, I think most editors are looking for well-written prose. My impression is that we 

lean a bit toward wabi-sabi, but there's even some humour showing up.  

 

Mike: What's your take on the experimentation that has occurred over the last decade or so?  

 

Ray: I believe that the experimentation has occurred for a variety of reasons. Initially, there 

weren't very good definitions of haibun. Yuasa, for example, a major translator of Basho's work, 

tells us that Basho left no definitions of haibun although Yuasa did draw on Basho's work to 

venture his own definition:  

“None of the classical writers . . . left any definition of haibun. So we must satisfy ourselves with 

a vague definition like ‘a piece of prose written with the spirit of haikai." 2  

 

He goes on to say,  

". . . respect for nature, use of words in close touch with our everyday life, and avoidance of 

abstraction and emotionalism in search of objectivism are among the important elements of ‘the 

spirit of haikai’.”  

 

        Haiku had been established and evolving a lot longer than haibun and the haiku conventions 

that had emerged naturally spilled into haibun. So, some of the what has been labeled as ‘pastoral 

crap’ may have been the result of the long-standing orthodoxy that haiku must have a nature 

reference and thus, haibun should be about travel experiences (i.e. Basho) or walks in natural 

settings (ginkos) and include a reference to nature in the haiku. Without getting into the haiku vs 

senryu debate, the emergent dichotomy between the two may have helped create more variation  
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because if there is a haiku-like form (senryu) that needn't have a reference to nature and could be 

about the urban human experience and even about humour, then why not haibun? I think too, that 

many writers and editors came to realize that most of today's writers are urban dwellers. Thus, 

there's less nature and more urban experience in this, our 21st century writing.  

 

        Another factor is that we've now had 10-15 years with more writers and more publication 

venues. And thus we've had more editors and with that comes greater variation in editorial tastes, 

prose styles and haiku abilities. Some editors came up through haiku and others, like myself, 

came up through learning about haibun prose and haiku at the same time.  

 

        Given that haibun is so new, it's only over time that the interaction of editors and writers 

will produce a sufficient amount of writing for us to take stock and to differentiate haibun style 

and content from closely related forms like prose poetry and flash fiction. Meanwhile, from what 

I see, almost anything goes so long as it is well written and has a reasonably good poem.  

 

Mike: Do you think that haibun would have died in the English-speaking world had it not been 

for new journals on the web like Haibun Today or A Hundred Gourds where we accept other 

types of haibun style?  

 

Ray: I think that haibun might not have grown nearly as widely as it has without the new 

journals, primarily because they provide space for and are more willing to accept work from new 

writers and because the editors themselves have different tastes in content and prose style. 

Initially, in the case of haibun appearing in Modern Haiku and Frogpond, the decisions were 

made by editors most of whom came from a background of writing haiku, rather than from prose. 

Few of those editors had haibun as their primary practice. Today, Contemporary Haibun and 

Haibun Today contain the great majority of haibun published each year. Both have had 5 

different editors over their 10 and 8 years respectively. In addition, there are at least 11 online 

and 12 print journals that now carry haibun and/or tanka prose (along with other genres) and that 

means even more editors with different tastes and experience. That amount and kind of variation 

in itself allows for greater variation in the form.  

 

Mike: Of all the Japanese forms written in English, haibun seems to be the one that is more 

accepted in regular poetry circles. My feel is that regular poets think they can simply slap a 

"haiku" or their version of a haiku at the end of a prose poem and call it a haibun. What are your 

thoughts on this as a haibun editor?  

 

Ray: Let me start with a confession, Mike. I always write the prose first and as I do, I generate 

phrases that might be used in a haiku. That's because my mind works on longer experiences than  
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the quick flashes that produce haiku. But this doesn't mean that I simply 'slap one on.' I add a 

haiku for several reasons. First, the haiku is an important element that differentiates haibun from 

prose poetry and short narrative memoirs and travel pieces. Second, few editors would accept my 

work without a haiku. And third, I like using a haiku to close a piece. Some see the haiku as a 

stepping out in new directions with room left for the reader to interpret the piece. I agree, but 

also see other ways that a haiku is of value. It can serve to summarize the overall mood of a 

piece. It can also bring the work back to a more or less pure 'show' modality; after all, most 

writers use some 'tell' in their prose passages.  

 

        In my view, when we read prose, our brain functions in a story listening mode learned 

through reading prose stories throughout our lives. But haiku requires a different reading mode. 

The writer is offering two brief images and asking us a) to enjoy the phrasing of each; b) to 

imagine the relationship between the images; and, c) to consider the relationship between the 

prose and poem. In short, the haiku is like a koan, inviting participation through contemplation.  

 

        Back to your question, Mike. As an editor, I see a lot of haiku that don't seem to enhance 

the piece. I don't know whether that's because they were 'slapped on' or whether the writers come 

from a prose orientation and think that any three line ditty will serve as a haiku, or whether 

they've simply not yet learned what a haiku is and how it works with the prose.  

 

Mike: You mentioned in your answer to an earlier question that according to Yuasa, Basho never 

left a definition of haibun. My question, as an editor and haibun writer is then, why do some 

haibun editors enforce arbitrary rules on haibun? One example being where the title should be 

taken from.  

 

Ray: Thus far haibun has been driven by the pronouncements of a few editors and writers. Most 

of these pronouncements, like Yuasa's above, are insightful and they tend to draw on the 

characteristics of haiku to inform the desired characteristics of the prose. Some also bring what 

we know about prose composition into play, such as long standing formulae like ‘show, don't 

tell’ and ‘avoid repetition.’  

 

        It strikes me that whenever someone starts up a journal or publishes a collection of haibun, 

their own work or an anthology, they feel a need to include a definition and they either repeat or 

draw on previous pronouncements to form their own. About this definition issue, in a review on 

one issue of Contemporary Haibun, Jeffrey Woodward summarized it as follows:  

“… haibun in English has few, if any, hard and fast rules. Well-intentioned journal editors who 

solicit or reviewers who comment upon the genre may inform the reader that haibun’s 

requirements include any possible combination of the following guidelines: prose plus one or  

  



Hundred Gourds 4:3 June 2015 
 

161 
 

 

more haiku; use of present tense; use of first person; a subject chosen from one’s common 

everyday existence; a revelatory or ‘aha’ moment. . . . Unfortunately, the curious reader who 

conducts even a cursory review of the literature will soon discover that exceptions outnumber 

cases of conformity to every guideline cited and that, moreover, the exceptions quite often are 

not weaker for this lack of adherence.” 3  

 

        Mike, you've mentioned titles as one orthodoxy. Joan Zimmerman reports that the Japanese 

masters didn't use titles for most of their internal chapters. Titles appeared in the translations of 

their work. When I first started writing haibun, I noticed that a fair number of pieces lacked titles 

and sometimes also used ‘Untitled’ at the top where one normally finds a title. Now almost 

everyone includes a title and most editors demand them. Modern Haiku editor Roberta Beary has 

explained her view that the title is of prime importance to the piece:  

 

“In haibun, the wrong title is like a wrong number. It makes the reader want to hang up the 

phone. A haibun’s title should be strong enough to draw the reader into the prose and make the 

reader want more. Let the title be a link to the prose and the haiku, not give away the rest of the 

piece. After reading the entire haibun, the reader should be able to look at the title and see more 

than one meaning.” 4  

 

        I think that such pronouncements about titles come from our reading of other forms and are 

of value or at least should be considered by writers, if not imposed by editors. For example, 

contemporary short stories typically have titles. We're used to them and I'd say that we require 

them in order to feel comfortable with a story.  

 

        At one point, I decided to explore our use of titles in published haibun and after surveying a 

few years each of several journals, found that we have pieces with five types of title: 1) untitled 

(3%), 2) a lead in title (3%), 3) a denotative title (59%); 4) a connotative title (29%); 5) creative 

titles (the remainder). To be clear, I hadn't intended to suggest that only one type of title is 

appropriate, but instead to help writers to explore the possibilities and not just ‘slap a title onto 

the piece.’ But some might read that as me insisting that all titles should be connotative or 

creative. I don't believe that.  

 

        Only recently are we seeing critical writing that explores these issues and offers guidance to 

both writers and editors. And that's the way the more-established poetry forms have evolved. 

First the writers and editors have at it. A body of published work appears and the critical writers 

try to create better understandings of what works and what doesn't. Meanwhile, since few of 

these definitional issues have been resolved, editors and writers will continue to pronounce away 

according to their own tastes in prose and haiku.  
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        It's not the case that some characteristics aren't becoming cemented in. Most editors I know 

won't accept pieces that contain generalizations or opinions – they want work that provides at 

least a healthy dose of concrete images based on experience. Put another way, most want more 

show than tell. Most are looking for good writing, some of what Yuasa described as 'spirit of 

haiku' brevity and a haiku that works with the prose and enhances the piece, and so on.  

 

Mike: In an email, you wrote saying that it's only recently that you've become aware that you are 

one of the early carriers of the history of the second period of haibun expansion. Can you tell me 

how you plan to carry out the task of ‘historian’ of the second wave through your website?  

 

Ray: I didn't mean to suggest that I might be the sole historian. I meant that just as Kacian, Ross, 

Jones, Welch and others carry a deep knowledge of English-language haibun from having 

participated from its starting point, so do we who started writing haibun in the early 2000s, the 

second generation of writers so to speak, carry a history of this last 15 years because we've lived 

it. We all need to be historians because very little of that early foundation period and this second 

expansion period is being written as history and some of it is being lost. For example, I can 

barely remember Susumu Takiguichi and Debbi Bender's original World Haiku Review. Most of 

us haibun enthusiasts do our own writing, submit it and hope someone likes it enough to carry it 

in their journal.  

 

        History is about making sense of and organizing the presentation of memories. What was it 

like to participate in the various forums, e.g. the World Haiku Club, Jane Reichhold's AHA 

Poetry, or Michael Rehling's Haiku Hut? How has it been to see the journals grow from two 

journals (Modern Haiku and Frogpond) carrying just a few haibun during their first 20 years, to 

having 40 or so journals that now carry haibun and two devoted exclusively to haibun? What's it 

like to see a good number of haibun chapbooks coming out? What is it like to see a journal 

appear only to disappear and not be archived, and thus be lost forever? What kinds of changes 

have we seen over those 20 years in the variety of content and style?  

 

        As for my part, Mike, I've recently put together a website that contains critical writing about 

haibun (articles, commentaries, interviews, reviews) that has appeared in journals over this 

period. I hope this will help writers and readers understand where we came from and what we are 

now. I've also put up a directory of journals that carry haibun .  

 

        I next plan to create an archive location so that we don't continue to permanently lose 

journals. For example, Notes from the Gean and the original World Haiku Review are lost at this 

point. Wedge of Light, the anthology containing the results of our first haibun contest is lost. I 

recently found out that it's not even possible to find the winning haibun online. And so it goes.  
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        Others have or are contributing in various ways. A few examples are Jeffrey Woodward 

who created two anthologies ( Modern Haibun and Tanka Prose) and has created a large 

collection of critical work on haibun and tanka prose at Haibun Today; Angelee Deodhar kicked 

off a new international anthology of haibun, Journeys, and is now doing the second issue. Claire 

Everett has created the Skylark Tanka Journal that carries tanka prose; Lorin Ford founded A 

Hundred Gourds and has ensured that it has a haibun section and carries haibun articles. Three 

haibun contests continue on: The Genjuan International Haibun Contest directed by Stephen Gill, 

the Central Valley Haiku Club's Jerry Kilbride Haibun Contest and the Haiku Society of 

America’s Haibun contest. Overall, we have 40 or so journals, each with its own editor(s) 

providing places in which writers can have their work published. We have just a few webmasters 

who assist the online journals. We need more of them. We've recently lost what I consider to be 

our most important anthology, Contemporary Haibun. We need someone to step up to the plate 

so that we can read a collection of the year's best published haibun. Writers can help by doing 

commentaries and reviews.  

 

        In short, Mike, if haibun is to continue to grow, we need to understand our history and think 

about it critically. More participation other than just writing and having one’s own work 

published is needed.  

 

Mike: We know about haibun by Basho and Issa. I would assume that Shiki or even Buson might 

have written some. But, other than that, the work of the Japanese masters seems like a vacuum. 

Maybe it is due to a lack of translations. I read somewhere that haibun ran its course in Japan and 

almost disappeared. What is the history of the haibun after Basho and Issa?  

 

Ray: Editors sometimes suggest that new writers read the Japanese masters in order to 

understand the haibun and haiku forms and improve their writing. With respect to haiku, there is 

an abundance of translations and articles on the haiku of the masters. But as you say, Mike, 

besides Basho and Issa, the work of the Japanese masters seems almost non-existent. Even 

finding the titles can be difficult, and because the masters often didn't have chapter titles, they 

were often created by translators. Thus, the same piece can have different titles. Here are some 

examples of writers from Basho onward:  

 

• Basho (1644-1694): The Narrow Road to the Deep North (Oku no Hosomichi), Hut of the 

Phantom Dwelling (Genjuan no ki), Notes in My Knapsack, the Saga Diary, A Visit to Sarashina 

Village, The Seashell Game.  

 

• Buson (1716-1784): The New Gathering Flowers (Shin hana tsumi)  
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• Chodo (1749-1814): Notes from Kōshinan'an (Kōshin'an-ki) and Sketches of Moonlit Nights 

(Tsukiyo sōshi)  

 

• Issa (1763-1828): Last Days of My Father (Chichi no shūen nikki), The Spring of My Life or 

My Spring (Oraga Haru) .  

 

• Shiki (1868-1902): Six-foot Sickbed (Byōshō rokushaku) .  

 

        Recently I've done a search to see which of these can be found online. And I have been able 

to locate translations of Basho's Hut of the Phantom Dwelling (Genjuan no ki) and The Narrow 

to the Far North (Oku no Hosomichi) and Issa's My Spring (Oraga Haru) . But both Basho, Issa 

and others have written numerous haibun which I could not find online. If readers know of or 

have found any other translations online, I'd be happy to hear of them.  

 

        However, all is not lost. Those serious about reading the haibun of the Japanese Masters 

will find them in several books including: Haruo Shirane's Early Modern Japanese Literature: An 

Anthology,1600-1900, Columbia University Press, 2002 and Nobuyuki Yuasa's Matsuo Basho, 

The Narrow Road to the Deep North and Other Travel Sketches, Penguin Classics, 1967.  

 

        As for haibun being lost in Japan, evidently after Shiki's time, that's true. For some reason, 

for all intents and purposes, Japanese haibun had died out. Here's David Cobb's description of the 

situation as experienced by Ken Jones:  

“Jones entered a haibun for the 2002 round of the Sasakawa Prize for Original Contributions in 

the Field of Haikai. Lucien Stryk, chairing the jury, declared Jones the winner and 'a very gifted 

writer.' An intriguing situation now arose. It was a condition of the Sasakawa Prize that the 

winner should use the prize money to visit Japan and there present the 'original contribution' that 

had won the prize. Then Jones went to Japan, where he gave a haibun reading at a meeting in 

Osaka organised by the Hailstone Haiku Circle. He discovered that outside this group there was 

no more than slight, polite interest in the haibun form, and that no Japanese poets actually 

practised it any more. Haibun was to all intents and purposes moribund in the land of its birth!” 5 

 

        Jim Kacian reports that there is now a bit of rekindled interest in haibun in Japan. It would 

be nice if the land where haibun originated were to also carry it forward.  

 

 
 

1. Ken Jones, ‘Writing Reality: Fictional Haibun Stories’, Contemporary Haibun Online 3:3 

September 2007.  
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2. Nobuyuki Yuasa's quote was taken from J. Zimmerman's articles: ‘What English-Language 

Haibun Poets Can Learn From Japanese Practices’, Contemporary Haibun Online 9:4, January 

2014, and ‘What Haibun Poets Can Learn From Non-haikai Western Poetry Practices’, 

Contemporary HaibunOnline 9:3, 2013.  

 

3. See Jeffrey Woodward's editorial series appearing in Haibun Today.  

 

4. Roberta Beary, in ‘The Lost Weekend’, Frogpond, Volume 34:3 2011 

 

5. David Cobb, ‘Transmissions of Haibun’, Haibun Today 7:3, September 2013.  

 

 
 

 

Biography:  

 

Ray Rasmusssen lives in Edmonton, Alberta and Halton Hills, Ontario, Canada. He spends long 

periods of time on wilderness hiking and canoe excursions including in Alberta's Willmore 

Wilderness Park, Utah's Canyonlands, and Ontario's Algonquin Park. He has served as haibun 

editor of the World Haiku Review, Notes from the Gean, A Hundred Gourds, and presently 

serves at Haibun Today. Over 150 of his haibun have been published and a good number have 

appeared in anthologies. His haiku genre website is here. 
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Go-Shichi-Go: How Japanese and English Syllables Differ  

 

by Michael Dylan Welch 

 

 

A central characteristic of haiku in Japanese is go-shichi-go, the pattern or rhythm of 5-7-5. This 

pattern has been described in Japanese haiku as being composed of “syllables.” As a result, haiku 

in English is widely taught as also following a pattern of 5-7-5 syllables. However, it’s an error 

to believe that English-language haiku should have the same number of “syllables” as Japanese, 

or even count syllables at all, because what the Japanese count is significantly different from 

what we count—quite simply, 100 yen is not the same as 100 dollars. Because of how Japanese 

and English syllables differ, and because of other language differences, counting 5-7-5 syllables 

is an urban myth for haiku in English. Furthermore, the promotion of this myth has been to the 

detriment of targets such as the season word, cutting word, and objective sensory imagery, which 

are actually more important in any language than merely counting syllables, yet are almost never 

taught.  

 

A chief difference between syllables in English and Japanese is how short all syllables are in 

Japanese, and how variable they can be in English. Consider, for example, the name “Jo” (the 

feminine name, omitting the silent “e” used in the masculine name). All Japanese syllables are 

essentially like this word—very short, with the mouth staying in just a single position for the 

duration of the sound (whether counted for the sake of haiku or not). Even when a Japanese word 

has multiple syllables, each one is very short. Two common words in English that are like 

Japanese words in this respect are “area” and “radio”—short words with lots of syllables. But of 

course we have longer syllables with consonant clusters, as in “strengths,” which Japanese never 

has. In fact, when Japanese borrows words from English and other languages, it adds syllables to 

it, as demonstrated by the Japanese pronunciation of “Christmas” as “kurisumasu”—taking the 

word from two syllables to five.  

 

Now consider the following progression, in which the initial “Jo” sound has additional sounds 

added to it in English, all while still keeping the word to just one syllable:  

 

Jo 

joy 

joys (voiced “s” sound)  

Joyce (unvoiced “s” sound)  

joist 

joists  
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In contrast to “Jo,” notice how the mouth moves when you say “joy.” In saying the word slowly, 

you can feel your mouth move from the “o” of “Joe” to the long “e” ending sound of “joy.” You 

begin the word by pursing your lips roundly as if to kiss, and then widen your mouth broadly 

into a smile to make the end of the “oy” sound. The sound moves from “oh” to “ee” in becoming 

“joy,” yet this is still considered to be just one syllable (likewise, the word “fire” is just one 

syllable even though the mouth may move from “fie” to “er” in saying it, and “hour” is just one 

syllable too, though the mouth may move from “ow” to “er”—and these words are indeed 

technically just one syllable, despite beliefs to the contrary, for the same reason that “joy” is one 

syllable).  

 

Then, when you add the “s” to make “joys,” you add an extra ending to the word, a voiced “s” 

sound (actually a “z” sound). Yet still the word is just one syllable. It’s the same, too, when you 

add an unvoiced “s” sound to make the name “Joyce.” But English doesn’t stop there. You can 

add a “t” sound at the end of “Joice” to make “joist.” Yet still the word is one syllable.  

 

We are already far removed from the single mouth position that makes up practically every 

single Japanese syllable, yet we can do still more in English. We can add an “s” at the end to 

make “joists”—yet the word is still just one syllable. It would be a stretch to add a possessive to 

this plural, but we might even write “joists’s.” This usage is nonstandard, but some people may 

treat the possessive plural that way. As such, the addition of yet another letter (if not an 

additional sound) demonstrates in the extreme how malleable English-language syllables can be 

compared with Japanese. Whether that’s still just one syllable might be murky, but I believe 

linguists would say that it is.  

 

The progression here illustrates how variable English syllables are, making seventeen-syllable 

haiku not only longer in sound duration but also capable of packing in a lot more information 

than Japanese haiku. As Patricia Donegan notes in Haiku: Asian Arts & Crafts for Creative Kids 

(Boston: Tuttle, 2003), “In Japanese, seventeen syllables makes about six words, but seventeen 

syllables in English usually makes about twelve words or more. . . . So, in English, seventeen 

syllables, in most cases, would be too long for haiku”. As Gary Snyder said in a 2007 interview 

with Udo Wenzel , “I don’t think counting 5,7,5 syllables is necessary or desirable. To reflect the 

natural world, and the season, is to reflect what is.” The point is that by using a 5-7-5 syllable 

count in English, one is violating the Japanese form rather than preserving it, not even taking into 

consideration the way syllable-counting routinely overshadows or even entirely obscures other 

targets for haiku poetry. For this reason, the vast majority of poets writing literary haiku in 

English do not follow a 5-7-5 syllable count, but instead have explored a number of alternatives, 

which include the following, among others:  
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1. One breath (whether in one line or three, or other variations).  

2. Short-long-short (usually in three lines).  

3. Other symmetrical syllable patterns (shorter than 5-7-5).  

4. A two-three-two beat pattern (counting accented syllables).  

5. Organic form (not to be confused with so-called “free” form). 

 

 

In practice, these alternative approaches come much closer to the traditional form in Japanese 

than does 5-7-5, and are employed in concert with other vital targets. One may still write 

successful 5-7-5-syllable haiku in English, provided that one also hits those other targets, but if 

one does so, each resulting poem remains significantly longer than traditional haiku in Japanese. 

Most of these alternatives, by the way, presume a three-line form for haiku in English, and even 

that is a Western adaptation (haiku are written in a single vertical line in Japanese).  

 

A point to make about the “short-long-short” approach to English-language haiku is that even 

that is not as simple as it may seem. Compare the following two nonsense poems:  

 

through stressed strengths 

radio ion 

screeched borscht twelfths 

 

audio gaga 

stretched through stressed wrench 

pitiful solo 

 

The first one is “short-long-short” in terms of syllables, but not visually. And the second one, in 

terms of syllables, is the opposite: “long-short-long”—but again, not visually. So even the 

seemingly simple goal of writing in a “short-long-short” pattern (which is part of haiku’s 

“rhythm” in Japanese) can be problematic in English, which is one of the reasons I aim at 

organic form for my own haiku, letting the content, sounds, and poetic effects guide the form—a 

form that must, in effect, be reinvented with each new poem.  

 

Something else to know is that our use of vowels and consonants differs greatly from Japanese 

usage, too, as can be seen when comparing English to romaji, not the kanji, hiragana, and 

katakana writing systems used in Japanese. For more information about this, see “The 

differences between English and Japanese”. English has words such as “catchphrase,” with six 

consonants in a row, or “queueing,” with five vowels in a row, which Japanese never comes 

close to. Rather, in Japanese, every consonant is pronounced with a vowel sound, except when  
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the letter “n” appears at the end of a word, in which case that letter is counted as a separate sound 

(which is never the case in English). For example, the Japanese would count the word “sign” as 

having three sounds (sigh-ya-n), whereas it’s just one syllable in English (this example comes 

from Kōji Kawamoto’s The Poetics of Japanese Verse, Tokyo: University of Tokyo Press, 2000). 

“Scarf” is also one syllable in English, but counts as four sounds in Japanese (su-ka-a-fu) (this 

example from Abigail Friedman’s The Haiku Apprentice, Berkeley, California: Stone Bridge 

Press, 2006). Likewise, “haiku” is two syllables in English, but counts as three sounds in 

Japanese (ha-i-ku)—a fact that Harold G. Henderson pointed out as early as 1934 with his book 

on haiku, A Bamboo Broom (New York: Houghton Mifflin).  

 

While the sounds counted in Japanese are tallied independently of their orthography (whether in 

Japanese characters or their romaji representations), English is a very complicated language to 

spell, leading even native English speakers to misunderstand syllables, such as thinking that a 

word such as “stacked” is two syllables when it reality it is just one, even though it may look like 

two syllables (see my essay, “What Is a Syllable,” at Graceguts). As already mentioned, 

misunderstandings also lead some people to believe that words such as “hour” and “fire” might 

be two syllables each, when they’re not—a fact easily confirmed by looking for a raised dot 

between syllables in most dictionaries, online and off.  

 

There are many additional reasons why 5-7-5 is an urban myth for haiku in English. For 

example, Japanese words nearly always tend to have more syllables per word than their English 

counterparts (compare “hototogisu” to “cuckoo”), thus making Japanese haiku use up their 

syllables more quickly with less content or information than is possible if you write 5-7-5 

syllables in English. Consequently, haiku in English with as many as seventeen syllables often 

come across to the Japanese as long and wordy (indeed, one sometimes has to entirely lop off 

one of the three lines in a seventeen-syllable haiku in English to make the content fit go-shichi-

go when translating into Japanese). The irony is that it’s often the Japanese themselves who 

unwittingly promote 5-7-5 syllables for haiku in English, because of hasty or inaccurate 

assumptions, or through failing to realize the linguistic differences between the two languages.  

 

Japanese haiku poets also talk of “composing” haiku rather than “writing” them. The distinction 

emphasizes the value of rhythm and music in haiku as a brief lyrical poem. The rhythm of go-

shichi-go is very important in Japanese haiku, and it’s easy for them to assume that this rhythm 

should be equally important in other languages. However, the use of syllables is fundamentally 

different in each language. What’s being counted is not the same in English and Japanese. The 

rhythm of go-shichi-go simply cannot be applied automatically to English—again, 100 yen is not 

equal to 100 dollars. That rhythm is not inherent in English, at least in terms of syllables, so it is 

incumbent upon those of us who write in English to be mindful of rhythm and sound in other 

ways.   
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These reasons should, I hope, be ample evidence for poets—and teachers—to no longer aim at 5-

7-5 syllables as a target for haiku in English. And if these reasons were not enough, it’s also 

worth noting that even in Japanese haiku the 5-7-5 pattern is not followed stringently by 

everyone. A significant number of haiku by the Japanese masters depart from this pattern, and a 

significant number of more recent master haiku poets such as Santōka (among many others) have 

paid no attention to the pattern at all. While the majority of Japanese haiku poets do follow go-

shichi-go, if some of their leading poets pay little or no attention to 5-7-5 even though they have 

good reason to follow that pattern in Japanese, why would haiku poets writing in English follow 

a pattern based on a misunderstanding? Quite simply, and for all time, the urban myth of 5-7-5 

needs to be done away with for English-language haiku.  
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waterlilies 

the floating nest 

of a magpie goose  

 

As Lorin Ford notes in her back cover endorsement, “Cynthia Rowe’s haiku and senryu 

demonstrate her command of astutely juxtaposed images which reveal, often with wit or humour, 

the connections between things.”  

 

Rowe’s mastery of structure for haiku or senryu, written in English, is evident on every page. 

Her language is disciplined and honed, and not overtly personal. It invites the reader to bring 

their own experiences and reactions into play.  

 

An art of writing good haiku lies in knowing how much to explain, and how much to leave for a 

reader, or listener, to visualise or discover.  

a leaf spirals 

onto the pond  

all the koi rise 
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nesting season 

the girl flaps 

her schoolbag  

 

Both of these haiku evoke active images; movement. They invite our participation in the moment 

described.  

 

Humour, a knack of looking at things exactly as they are, are a hallmark of Cynthia Rowe’s 

senryu.  

 

proofreading 

my latest story… 

his snores 

 

church grounds… 

pitching fallen branches 

into the bonfire  

 

Particularly engaging, are those verses in which humour conspires with, or confronts, the natural 

world.  

 

tourist group – 

the eucalypt leans away 

from the path  

 

drawn blinds 

just in time a skink slips 

from my sandal  

 

beachside path 

the brush turkey honks 

as I pass  

 

Cynthia Rowe’s haiku are devoid of sentimentality, but sensitivity edges in:  

 

auction day 

dead leaves swirl 

around the stone seat 
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spring morning – 

our old Siamese 

goes away to die  

 

This haiku, possibly my favourite, conveys a compelling, multi-dimensional story, in only three 

lines.  

 

war veteran… 

lobbing grain 

at his hens  

 

****************** 

 

In addition to haiku and senryu, ‘Floating Nest’ embraces a haibun, a haiga (with sumi-e by Ron 

C Moss), a sequence, and a string, all of which add variety and interest. Watery images enhance 

the cover and support the title. The poems are carefully formatted, four to a page, with pleasing 

white space around each of them.  

 

It has been a pleasure to review this book.  

 

 
 


