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Australian Haiku in the Global Context  

 

by Rob Scott  

 

 

The days when we could just write haiku and enjoy it are over. We are all part of a worldwide 

organisation. We have been globalized – Gloria B. Yates 

 

The history of Australian haiku is a history of literary contortion. For the past hundred years, 

Australian poets have been writing poems in a genre that has been imported from a foreign 

culture, translated by people with, at best, limited knowledge of the original Japanese texts, and 

written by poets conforming to broad approximations fashioned by those translations, or to a 

range of Western poetic sensibilities, or a mix of both. From its earliest sighting to the present 

day, Australian haiku has been characterized by a concoction of emulation, bold variation and 

recreation.  

 

Two great tensions have characterized haiku’s progress in this country – the early, well-

intentioned but misguided translations of Harold Stewart and the modernized, global-minded 

sentiment of Australia’s first and primary haiku educator, Janice Bostok. The conflation of these 

two forces placed haiku in a stasis which slowed its early progress and bestowed encumbrances 

on the achievement of a truly local genre, from which Australian haiku is only just beginning to 

emerge.  

 

Despite this, haiku is currently enjoying unprecedented prosperity and vitality in Australia. The 

recent burgeoning interest is reflected in the growing number of poets and journals (both online 

and print) dedicated to the study and enjoyment of haiku, and of course the profound impact of 

the internet which has not only increased poets’ access to the form, but to each other. It has been 

claimed that haiku is the most popular form of poetry on the web (Barlow and Lucas, 2005). 

These days, haiku by Australian poets can be found in an increasing number and variety of 

locations, from dedicated small press haiku journals both here and overseas, to online 

anthologies, at poetry readings and workshops, in exhibitions on commuter trains, even on fruit 

juice containers (The Age, 1 Nov, 2004).  

 

Australia now boasts its own haiku society (HaikuOz) which has produced three anthologies 

featuring the work of over 150 poets. But Australian haiku is not happening in isolation. It is 

developing in a truly global context. Indeed, haiku has become a multicultural global 

phenomenon. “As we enter the 21st century, haiku has become one of the most widely written 

and enjoyed international literatures” (Higginson, 2001). Trends in world haiku, and in 

particular, English Language haiku (ELH) are felt strongly in Australia, and have had arguably   
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more influence than Japanese haiku1 on the writing of haiku in this country. Moreover, 

Australian haiku poets have made a considerable impact on the international haiku scene, 

regularly appearing in acclaimed international journals and anthologies of haiku, and winning 

and judging haiku competitions. Haiku has never been more popular in this country and the 

haiku being written now is far removed from its origins. This article will examine whether its 

exposure to the international haiku movement, which has added diversity, dynamism and scope, 

has helped or hindered the emergence of a distinctive voice.  

 

 

Platypus, watercolour & gouache drawing by John Lewin,1808 or 1810.  

State Library of New South Wales. (public domain) 

 
 

‘Australian Haiku in the Global Context' is an abridged version of Rob Scott's book manuscript and 

thesis, The History of Australian Haiku and the Emergence of a Local Accent, submitted in fulfillment of 

the requirements of the degree of Masters by Research at Victoria University, March, 2014.  

 

1. ‘Haiku’ (in italics), for the purposes of this article, refers to the ancient short form of Japanese 

verse, and ‘haiku’ refers to the ‘western equivalent’ of haiku.  
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The idea of genres travelling is not new. The sonnet and the elegy became important English 

forms after long migrations from Renaissance Italy and Ancient Greece respectively. Similarly, 

the migration of haiku from its Japanese origins brought with it a unique approach and new 

techniques to writing poetry in the West, as well as a lack of agreement and a degree of 

misunderstanding about its true principles. And after a long and somewhat arduous journey, 

Western haiku is now no longer a ‘branch’ of Japanese haiku but is in the process of becoming 

Western (Bjerg, 2013). This process of transformation will be briefly examined here in the 

Australian context.  

 

One hundred years into its journey, Australian haiku has neither a definition nor an agreed set of 

primers. Australian haiku poets, still heavily influenced by the classic Japanese haiku tradition, 

continue to select from its various techniques, as they are understood, to adapt for their writing. 

Far from representing a crisis, this is, in part, a function of the inheriting culture and it is entirely 

reasonable that poets will experiment with what techniques are available to them. But the first 

one hundred years has also seen the propagation of an international haiku movement, including 

ELH, which has brought its own set of poetic values and seemingly endless possibilities for the 

genre.  

 

In addition to finding new modes of expression within the genre, there is evidence of the 

emergence of distinctive traits of Australian haiku. In his review of the Third Australian Haiku 

Anthology (2011) Paul Miller states:  

If one were to stereotype haiku in Australia, it might be to notice that a great many of the poems 

seem to be the result of an observation, as from a ginko walk. In addition, they like specificities 

over generalities, which give the poems a strong sense of place (Miller, 2013, p. 146).  

 

The ‘generalities’ and ‘specificities’ Miller speaks of, refers to the ensconcing of globalised 

Western haiku in a narrowly defined set of haiku primers, the by-product of which has been a 

growing trend towards homogenous haiku, indistinguishable from region to region, country to 

country, and city to city. Australian haiku has not been able to avoid this orientation, but 

according to Miller, looks to be finding a way out by crafting its own set of haiku values. 

Miller’s views will be one of the subjects of inquiry here.  
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The question of the existence of a distinctively Australian focus in haiku composition in the 

context of the global haiku movement is germane to what now constitutes ‘new haiku’. New 

haiku is symptomatic of a post-national trend in ELH, in which national borders are dissolved 

and the haiku written by Australian poets and poets all over the globe is added to a melting pot of 

‘world haiku’. In this context, many of the old rules and classifications do not pass muster as 

haiku undergoes its transformation to a new, definable form of Western poetry.  

 

To get a feel for the ‘values’ inherent in Western haiku, we turn to one of the first attempts in the 

fifty or so years of ELH to present haiku from different parts of the world in one place. In 2001, 

frogpond, the official journal of the Haiku Society of America, produced an International Haiku 

Issue, featuring haiku from poets around the world (approximately 200 poets from 24 countries) 

including Australia. The unstated purpose of this issue appears to have been an ‘international 

exchange’ to sample the interest and variety of haiku to be found around the globe. As issue 

editor, Jim Kacian says, to ‘deepen the conversation’ about haiku. Eight haiku were selected 

from each country, the Australian haiku selected by Janice Bostok and Lyn Reeves. No 

submission criteria were provided so it is not clear what editors were looking for other than a 

sample of the local craft. For the purposes of comparison and to survey the work of Australian 

haiku poets appearing in this international journal alongside poets from other English-speaking 

countries, the following is a sample of three haiku each (of the eight appearing per country) from 

Australian, English and US poets, with discussion to follow:  

 

 

Australia:  

 

almost winter 

the press of grape leaf upon grape leaf 

how red!  

 

— Ross Coward  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 9).  

 

 

thundering possums spill over the dry roof  

 

— Rosanna Licari  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 8).  
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three-quarter moon 

the gecko moves 

from light to shadow  

 

— Sue Mill  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 9).  

 

 

England:  

 

harvest moon 

the cat shapes itself 

in the empty pot 

 

— David Rollins 

      (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 21).  

 

 

wind-blown rain slotting another stone into the cairn  

 

— Stuart Quine 

      (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 21).  

  

 

thunder at twilight 

the rusty tin roof 

begins to brighten  

 

— Claire Bugler Hewitt  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 20).  

 

 

The United States:  

 

leaves look larger 

on the stream’s bottom 

autumn deepens  

 

— Burnell Lippy  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 48).  
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full 

moon 

kissing 

entirely  

 

— Ed Baker  

     (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 48).  

 

 

almost winter 

the golfer putts 

through his shadow  

 

— Yvonne Hardenbrook 

      (frogpond, Vol. 24, No. 1, 2001, p. 48).  

 

 

These haiku all represent sharply observed meditations on nature and human nature, and are 

characterised by the brevity and impartiality typical of the genre. On many levels, though, they 

mirror each other. There is a very similar look and feel to these poems. With the exception of 

Baker’s poem, there is a repetition of form, either three- or one-line, the layouts are generally 

alike, and a similar rhythm is detectable. Of most interest to us, however, for the purposes of this 

discussion, is the subject matter. The content of these poems is remarkably similar, even 

interchangeable, and it would be a hard task to determine where each of these poems originated 

without knowing something of the author’s background. The selection criteria for this 

international collection of poems clearly did not emphasise cultural references, allusions to local 

place names or poetry typical of the region. Very little distinguishes them as ‘Australian’, 

‘English’ or ‘American’. They point to growing evidence of haiku becoming a transnational 

genre, crossing borders without a ‘passport’ of origin.  

 

 
 

 

This degree of sharing across cultures is entirely consistent with the development of a 

travelling genre. Australian haiku is only one of haiku’s new homelands, and, like other 

countries, the haiku it writes will largely be the result of what the poets bring to it themselves. 

But there is also a global haiku community forming. As the number of ‘member nations’ grows 

so too does a global, communal poetic body and the range of views about what constitutes haiku. 

Certainly, poets acquainted with haiku becoming aware of each other across different cultures  
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and languages promises much for the expansion and cultivation of the genre. But there are clear 

implications for the local scene, raising the question of how possible it is for both ‘world haiku’ 

and ‘Australian haiku’ to prosper, and even, whether or not they can in fact exist as separate 

entities.  

 

The growth of the world haiku movement has occurred on such a scale, producing such an array 

of styles that, as Kacian (2007a) noted, it is no longer appropriate merely to ask ‘Is it a good  

haiku?’ but ‘What type of haiku is it?’ Haiku can now be written about nature, or not. It can 

include kigo, or not. Haiku can be a one-image sketch or a contrast between two or more. Haiku 

can be about something real or imagined. Haiku can be a combination of any of these things and 

more. It can even be Australian haiku. Or can it?  

 

Encouraged by the level of innovation and diversity of North American haiku in the late 20th 

century, Shirane (2000) nonetheless observed some areas of concern for the world haiku 

movement. Due to a perceived lack of kigo and meisho in haiku outside of Japan, Shirane 

believed one of the challenges of ELH was to find some way of anchoring haiku “not only in 

some aspect of nature, but in the vertical axis, in a larger body of poetic and cultural 

associations”.  

 

This communal body, the vertical axis, however, is in constant need of infusion, 

of new life. The haikai poet needs the horizontal axis to seek out the new 

experience, new language, new topics, new poetic partners (Shirane, 2000).  

 

What Shirane may not have foreseen is the extent of the globalisation of haiku, its transformation 

into a transnational genre, and the speed at which transnational genres, assisted by global 

electronic communication, can lose their connection to local cultural bonds in favour of universal 

engagement. If poets are not connecting their poems to their local culture, Shirane’s vertical axis 

is at risk of crumbling, forced to rely for its sustenance on the exchange of universal truisms.  

 

One of the products of the global haiku movement has been the creation of international haiku 

anthologies, showcasing haiku by poets from around the world. Prominent among these is The 

Red Moon Anthology of English Language Haiku (RMA). Running since 1996, the RMA is an 

annual selection of the ‘finest haiku and related forms published around the world’, as selected 

by a group of editors from a number of international journals, ‘without bias towards a particular 

school or poetic’ (Kacian 2004). While originating in North America and sourcing most of its 

material from there, there is a growing presence of international haijin, with Australian poets 

among those most prominent. Writing in the foreword to the 2003 edition, Kacian writes:  
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Previously, haiku poets writing outside North America represented a relatively 

small percentageof poets whose work was voted to inclusion. This year, we have 

our highest percentage of non-American poets ever . . . Interest in haiku in all its 

forms . . . appears to be at an all-time high around the world. More haiku is being 

published in print than ever before, and the amount of internet activity is 

astounding.  

 

What hasn’t changed is the central focus: haiku itself. Some of the definitions are 

getting a bit hoary, some of the “rules” are being tested, but the limning of 

significant moments with beauty and economy remains the basis of our art. If 

people are finding new means by which to accomplish this goal, the better for 

haiku (Kacian ed. 2004, p. 4).  

 

The sample below of haiku by Australian poets selected for The Red Moon Anthologies (RMA) 

since 2001, illustrates the full range of voices, and also the presence (or absence) of ‘Australian-

ness’, which may assist us further in making some observations about the importance of the 

Australian connection to world haiku.  

 

 

still no word 

the moon 

through another window  

 

— Rob Scott 

      (The Loose Thread, RMA, 2001, p. 60).  

 

evensong 

the cool silence 

between chants  

 

— Sue Mill 

      (Pegging the wind, 2002, p. 54).  

 

dry riverbed 

a pool in the tarp 

of the old boat  

 

— Vanessa Proctor 

      (Edge of Light, 2003, p. 72).  
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lengthening shadow –  

above her eggs the hen’s heart 

beats against my arm  

 

— Beverley George  

     (Tug of the Current, 2004, p. 31).  

 

country town 

a railway station 

without tracks  

 

— Myron Lysenko 

      (Big Sky, RMA, 2006, p. 51).  

 

salt spray 

the taste of peat 

in my whisky  

 

— Quendryth Young 

      (Big Sky, 2006, p. 89).  

 

snake country the length of the shortcut  

 

— Lorin Ford  

     (Evolution, RMA, 2010, p. 29).  

 

on a bare twig rain beads what light there is  

 

— Lorin Ford  

     (Carving Darkness, RMA, 2011, p. 28).  

 

war veteran . . .  

lobbing grain 

at his hens  

 

— Cynthia Rowe 

      (Carving Darkness, 2011, p. 63).  
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southern humpback – 

miles of ocean 

pushing back  

 

— Scott Terrill  

     (Nothing in the Window, 2012, p. 69).  

 

 

Again, like the poems selected for frogpond’s International Issue in 2001, there is little 

distinctively ‘Australian’ about them. There isn’t, for example, a single reference to a specific 

Australian place name. Excluding the senryu (which accounts for about a third of the poems) 

nature is the locus of most of the poems, reflecting a largely orthodox approach, with season 

words liberally used, though, once again, few of them identifiably Australian ‘in nature’. 

Proctor’s ‘dry riverbed’ is the most obvious exception, drawing a painfully familiar scene of 

Australia’s recent and widespread experience of drought. Lysenko’s ‘country town’ is also 

informed by an Australian sensibility without being uniquely Australian, and the same could be 

said of Young’s ‘salt spray’ and Ford’s ‘snake country’. But, in the main, despite nature and 

seasonal references taking centre stage in many of the haiku, and the presence of some familiar 

cultural themes, uniquely Australian nature is almost completely absent.1 Instead, there is an 

emphasis on more generic natural settings, as well as urban themes and other matters such as 

personal relationships.  

 

Haiku poets are entitled to locate their writing wherever and in whatever reality they choose. 

Given the success of these and other poems, it seems of little relevance to international editors 

that haiku written by Australian poets need to be located in an identifiably Australian setting, 

bush or otherwise. These haiku are obviously meeting other standards deemed constitutive in the 

composition of haiku regardless of their country of origin, which suggests that haiku with an 

Australian sensibility is, for the most part, irrelevant or perhaps even undesirable, as far as 

international editors are concerned.  

 

 
 

1. A more detailed discussion on cultural references in haiku, and in particular, the existence of peculiarly 

Australian themes, is taken up within a discussion of kigo and keywords in an earlier chapter of the thesis, 

and, although of considerable importance, is not the central concern of this article.  
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As a poet seeking publication, it is entirely appropriate to modify one’s writing to suit the 

particular selection criteria of an editor. To be fair, very few haiku editors seek anything that 

resembles ‘national poetry’. Nor do they usually request poems typical of a country or region. A 

recent exception to this is the Australian haiku journal, Windfall, which began publication in  

2013, and seeks “haiku which are relevant to the experience of urban and rural life in Australia. 

Observations that celebrate landform, seasons, and our unique flora and fauna, are welcomed.” 

Some examples which have appeared in these pages:  

 

 

Cabbage Tree Creek . . .  

a goanna passes  

from time to time  

 

— Lorin Ford  

      (Windfall 1, 2013). 

 

evening hush - 

the sound of a wallaby  

grazing  

 

— Nathalie Buckland  

      (Windfall 1, 2013).  

 

summer holiday 

a wonga pigeon 

counts the seconds  

 

— Quendryth Young  

      (Windfall 1, 2013).  

 

beach cricket – 

a border collie  

at silly mid on  

 

— Lorin Ford  

      (Windfall 2, 2014). 
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Each of these poems contains a clear, and even named, reference to the Australian landscape, 

distinguishing them somewhat from the haiku often appearing in local journals, such as paper 

wasp, Famous Reporter and the Creatrix online journal, to name a few. The question is whether 

this adds to the resonance or the ‘local cultural merit’ of the poems. The perceived lack of local  

identity in Australian haiku has been noted by some Australian haiku poets, including John Bird, 

who cautioned haiku poets’ growing fascination with ‘world haiku’:  

 

Writing haiku that are relevant to, and understood by everybody, everywhere, can 

lead us from the ‘here and now’ into a haikuland where we forgo connection to 

our real world. (Haiku Dreaming Australia Awards, 2009).  

 

The poems in Windfall illustrate the opportunities for poets who engage in their local surrounds 

in the way Bird advocates, suggesting that it is possible for haiku in this country to 

simultaneously retain its local flavor and meet its broader ‘haiku obligations’.  

 

Bird’s comments specifically relating to the advance of international haiku in the early twenty-

first century, echo the sentiments of Bostok many years earlier, when she was concerned about 

the dulling effect locally of the inappropriate emphasis on Japanese seasonal references:  

The persistence in continuing to mirror Japanese haiku can be clearly seen when writers 

stubbornly use cherry blossoms and Buddhist temples in their Australian haiku. The English 

language is a beautiful language. We should be using it in exciting and modern ways. We write 

haiku about kookaburras, kangaroos, rotary clothes hoists, holdens, akubras, and the mountains 

and terrain of our own country. . . .We do not claim to write Japanese haiku (Dean, 2011).  

These sentiments reflect the bind Australian haiku has found itself in since it first appeared over 

a century ago, and the struggle it has faced to display its own, distinctive character.  

 

 

The Rise of Non-Australian and Australian Haiku 

 

If it is true that the loss of Australian identity in Australian haiku has been assisted by the 

globalisation of the form, then the origins of this confluence might be traced back (ironically, 

given Bird and Bostok’s comments above) to the release of the First Australian Haiku Anthology 

(FAHA) in 2003. The FAHA was conceived and edited by both Bird and Bostok “in an effort to 

bring Australian haiku to the world stage”, (FAHA, 2003).  

 

Cognisant of global trends in haiku, and with a clear intention to promote a local seasoning, the 

editors stipulated that to have work considered for the anthology, poets:  
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Had to be Australian by nationality or residency or have written their haiku while 

resident in Australia. There were no constraints with respect to form or the 

inclusion of seasonal references and no distinction between haiku and senryu. 

Selection was a trade-off between quality and our desire for broad representation 

of haiku written in Australia (FAHA, 2003).  

 

Despite the lack of place names, there are still plenty of Australian themes to enjoy in this 

collection, including references to beach life, hot summers, drought, bush tracks and local flora 

and fauna:  

 

old ute 

a bow legged Blue 

master of the tray  

 

— Jacqui Murray  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 33).  

  

                              eucalypt saplings 

filling each shade patch 

                              one kangaroo  

 

— Sue Mill  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 32).  

 

crescent moon - 

fruitbats streaming into 

the mango grove  

 

— Bob Jones  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 23).  

 

a sweltering night:  

pale moonlight falls cool 

across my pillow  

 

— Joy Hutton  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 21).  
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squabbling 

a flock of lorikeets 

louder than the neighbours  

 

— Sue Wilson  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 59).  

 

drought again – 

I paint the house fence 

green  

 

— Joanna Preston  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 36) 

 

 

The poems above rely on a degree of cultural attachment for their effect, through the use of 

idiomatic language and references to local landscapes, underscoring the depth that cultural 

associations can bring to haiku. The smattering of senryu in this anthology reflects the more 

recent interest in this form, characterised by a mix of concrete and abstract images, with an 

emphasis on humour and urban themes;  

 

invites me 

to his fourth wedding 

my first sweetheart  

 

— Carla Sari  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 45).  

 

graffiti swears from the grey wall  

 

— Rosanna Licari  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 41).  

 

tv turned off the room’s colours deepen  

 

— Lyn Reeves  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 40).  
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neighbour’s arm signals too tired to gossip 

 

— Jacqui Murray  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 33).  

  

  

 

  

my old shirt 

so comfortably resting 

on your young breasts  

— Ross Clark  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 7).  

 

full mailbox 

feeling the weight 

of your silence  

 

— Rob Scott  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 46).  

 

out of hospital 

it’s such a pleasure 

to swear at him  

 

— Gloria B. Yates  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 60).  

  

  

The anthology purports to be a ‘snapshot’ of Australian haiku at the end of the 20th century and 

we must be mindful of the place of Australian haiku in the global haiku movement at that time. 

Haiku in Australia was just emerging from a period of relative slumber, firmly ensconced in a 

traditional Japanese conceptualisation of the form, with an unbending emphasis on nature and the 

seasons. Most poets saw haiku only in terms of how to make insightful connections between 

natural phenomena and the human experience of them, either with ‘one-image’ haiku or by use 

of the juxtaposition of concrete images.  
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A small number of poets were being influenced by more adventurous progress in other 

countries, particularly the US, experimenting with new styles and reconceptualisations. Bostok is 

instrumental here, being the first modern Australian haiku poet to gain international recognition 

and, in so doing, bring a sense of rediscovery to the form. Her haiku, ‘pregnant again’, which 

features in the first Australian anthology, is probably the most recognized haiku in Australia. It 

first appeared in the minutes of a meeting of the Haiku Society of America in 1973. It comes 

from the following sequence, which leading American haiku publisher and critic William 

Higginson described as ‘one of the finest short sequences – and most heart-breaking – that I 

know of in literature’ (Dean, 2011). 

 

pregnant again . . .  

the fluttering of moths  

against the window  

 

foetus kicks 

the sky to the east  

brilliant  

 

tiny coffin 

the long winter’s  

passing  

 
      (Bostok, cited in Dean, 2011, p. 293).  

 

 

‘Pregnant again’ is a significant haiku in that it highlights the potency of the contrasted image, 

now a commonplace technique in ELH, exploring the depth that can be achieved, sometimes 

surreal, in the relationship between two images. This type of haiku, without nature or the seasons 

as its predominant sensibility,1 exploring simple truths in straightforward language, is typical of 

the modern era. Echoes of it can be heard in the following haiku, also taken from the FAHA 

collection.  

 

grandmother’s rings 

too small  

for my little finger  

 

— Vanessa Proctor  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 37).  
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for an hour 

the moon hangs 

with the singlets  

 

— Ross Clark  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 7).  

 

at the dentist 

new apartments 

filling the sky  

 

— Denise Davis  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 10).  

 

the shadows 

on the book – 

more beautiful than words  

 

— Matt Hetherington  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 19).  

  

While these are not haiku ‘of Australia’ or even relevant to Australia, they are considered haiku 

of standing in the community because of their use of new techniques characteristic of modern 

ELH. Moreover, the absence of Japanese imitation and the lack of focus on nature as a subject 

represents a clear shift in the Australian haiku course, mirroring trends in ELH elsewhere, and 

arguably meeting Bostok’s call for ‘exciting and modern’ haiku.  

 

Perhaps Bostok’s greatest contribution to the recreation of the haiku form in this country is her 

pioneering one-line haiku which has emerged over recent years as a popular alternative to the 

mainstream. One-line haiku is typically written without punctuation, capitalisation or line breaks 

in one horizontal line. There are some variations within this, with some one-liners managing to 

maintain the classic haiku rhythm, divided into three parts but written in one line instead of three, 

such as in the following:  

 

chilly night the sound of a macadamia dropping on the roof  

 

— Janice Bostok  

      (Wagtail, 25, 2003, p. 4)  
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silent dawn the oak trunk glistens with cicada shells  

 

— Carla Sari  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 45)  

 

eagle at dawn no shadow on the salmon  

 

— Greg Piko  

      (paper wasp, Vol. 14, No. 3, 

      winter 2008, p. 4) 

 

after the rain the eucalypt’s white trunk fleshed pink  

— Lyn Reeves  

      (Walking the Tideline, 2001)  

  

  

The lack of breaks and spacing produces a subtle difference to the rhythm of the poems, 

reconceptualising the notion of the ‘cut’. Another variation is to include spacing within the line 

to emphasise a break in the poem, as in: 

 

cows in the shallows        drink themselves        slowly 

 

— Gloria B. Yates  

      (FAHA, 2003, p. 60).  

  

  

None of the above methods manage to subvert the juxtapositional structure of the poem, despite 

the absence of breaks. But other, more disjunctive one-line techniques have the effect of 

eliminating spaces, intending the poem to be read as an unbroken line with no forced pausing 

and often presenting a single image, such as the following poems;  

 

ten minutes approaching wheat silos seeing them no closer  

 

— Janice Bostok  

      (Wagtail , 25, 2003, p. 13)  

  

a loose sheet of roof iron flapping ravens  

 

— Lorin Ford  

      (paper wasp, Vol. 14, No. 1, summer, 2008, p. 13)  
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clear day turns stars stare back 

 

— Rob Scott  

      (Roadrunner, Vol. 9, No. 1, online, 2009) 

 

There is greater ambiguity to these poems owing to the multiple pauses and stresses. The 

hesitancy this creates allows for different interpretations, thus enhancing their dramatic effect. 

The stops and stresses vary from poem to poem meaning there is no formula to this, rather a 

choice of emphasis and cadence. The poems are driven by a faster internal rhythm which rushes 

the poem to its conclusion, thereby subverting the concrete image. Haiku in this vein, lacking 

local themes yet reflecting the growing variety and divergence from traditional haiku practices 

can be found in numerous journals both in Australia and overseas. Pick up any copy of leading 

international haiku journals, such as frogpond, Modern Haiku or UK counterpart, Presence, since 

2000, and you will find numerous haiku by Australian poets, writing a mix of styles including 

both Australian and non-Australian themes.  

 
 

1. Although, in his description of the haiku on the Haiku Dreaming website, Bird suggests, ‘From my first 

reading I assumed the moths were Australian bogongs, part of the tens of millions of their kind who head 

south in late spring from breeding grounds in southern Queensland on their 3,000 km journey to spend 

summer in cool caves of the Southern Alps. This haiku became famous without most people knowing the 

incredible “bogong story" but for me it enriches the haiku (Bird, 2008).  

 

 

 
 

 

The Emergence of a Distinctive Voice? 

 

The above discussion and sample of poems is just a snapshot of the variety of techniques haiku 

poets have at their disposal, which has created a dynamism in the haiku genre not previously 

seen. The question remains, however, whether Australian haiku poets have been able to forge an 

‘Australian’ identity within this turbulent environment. John Bird, who raised concerns about the 

lack of Australian identity in haiku, would be encouraged by the recent emergence of some 

significant Australian haiku poets whose poetry is evocative of their native surrounds while 

consistently reaching an international audience. One of these poets is Lorin Ford, who has 

become a central figure in both the local and international haiku communities. Writing haiku that 

has the stamp of international trends as we have seen in many of the poems above, Ford’s haiku  
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also has a characteristic local voice, rich in the imagery that takes us ‘smack dab to her native 

Australia’ (Ferris Gilli – cover notes to a wattle seedpod, 2008). Her first collection of haiku, a 

wattle seedpod, shows a poet clearly engaged in the art of haiku and drawing on her native 

surrounds, both urban and rural, furnishing her poetry with both local and international appeal. a 

wattle seedpod was awarded first place in the Haiku Society of America Mildred Kanterman 

Memorial Merit Book Awards, 2009 and includes the following poems:  

 

clear water 

a magpie’s song drops  

into the pond  

 

— (Ford, a wattle seedpod, 2008, p. 6) 

 

flooded road  

a soft drink bottle 

turns left  

 

(Ford, 2008, p. 12)  

  

 

parked utes – 

kelpie ears point 

to the pub  

 

(Ford, 2008, p. 12)  

 

 

red moon 

the calligraphy 

of charred trees  

 

(Ford, 2008, p. 19) 

  

heat haze 

                       the miles 

                                              of boundary fence  

 

(Ford, 2008, p. 16) 
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Similar to the poems appearing in Windfall (cited earlier) there is a perceptible sense of the 

Australian landscape, both rural and urban, in these poems. A wide-open, harsh Australian 

outback is a well-told tale in Australian literature, its imagery familiar within and far beyond its 

borders. Yet Ford’s poems manage to avoid cliché or conventionality, providing freshness and 

new insights without detriment to her cultural attachment to it. The Australian outback is a 

potentially rich source of Australian kigo, or kigo substitutes. But without poetic treatment such 

as in Ford’s poems, it can also be the locus of a hackneyed phrase. ‘Heat haze’ and ‘flooded 

road’, which transport the reader directly to the exasperating vastness of Australian rural life are 

poetic declarations of Australia’s dichotomous and dangerous beauty. Ford displays a deep 

connection to this. She also exhibits a profound connection to the art and history of haiku. In 

‘clear water’ we have another artfully sketched and overtly Australian rural scene. Intentional or 

not, Ford’s reference to ‘the pond’ echoes the famous Japanese haiku of Matsuo Basho:  

 

old pond 

a frog jumps into 

the sound of water 

 

 

The similarities in setting, sound and mood of the poem are striking. The movement of the song, 

‘dropping’ into the clear water, almost provides a mirror for Basho’s leaping frog, creating an 

intriguing intertextuality across the poems. Ford’s haiku is almost homage to Basho’s, in which a 

simple and truthful scene is adorned with an elegance of composition. ‘Red moon’ goes beyond 

providing a mere relationship between texts and creates a stunning and unexpected coherence 

between genres. Using the striking expression ‘the calligraphy of charred trees’, Ford draws on 

all aspects of her haiku education and creates an unimaginable connection across three ‘genres’ 

of haiku (Japanese, ‘world’ and Australian haiku). This poem powerfully evokes the native 

Australian bush and employs the popular ELH technique of the internal contrast for its effect, but 

goes beyond that to produce a haiku of great resonance. ‘The calligraphy of charred trees’ 

connects the Australian poet inextricably to the Australian landscape, but also by way of a 

metaphorical umbilical cord, to haiku’s motherland. It is a dramatic association and one which 

places Ford and Australian haiku at the core of its reality as an imported and transforming genre.  

 

Ford has become very active in international haiku circles, editing online journals, judging 

competitions both in Australia (including the Haiku Dreaming Awards) and elsewhere. She has 

become an international haiku citizen but not at the cost of her local sensibility. Ford’s writing is 

informed by a clear sense of her local environment which she has been able to pay homage to 

without jeopardising its general appeal. As well as Ford, a growing number of Australian haiku 

poets, such as Cynthia Rowe, Quendryth Young and Ron Moss, consistently bring a localised  
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perspective to their writing, composing haiku that reflects Australian culture and history. This 

‘balancing act’ between local and international awareness is a reality of a modern, globalised 

genre and Ford’s and others’ success demonstrates that sacrificing local bonds is not an essential 

ingredient for guaranteeing an international readership.  

 

Conclusion 

 

Australian poets should expect to live in a world free of unnecessary rules and restrictions on 

their writing. Their international success is something that should be commended and 

acknowledged for its contribution to the haiku movement as a whole. But the emergence of poets 

such as Lorin Ford, whose haiku strikes a genuine balance in sensibilities between Australian 

and world haiku by containing vivid reflections of her native homeland, has demonstrated the 

depth and resonance to which haiku can aspire if attachment to local culture is encouraged and 

nurtured. Whether or not the example set by Ford, Moss, Rowe, Young and others translates into 

the establishment of something approximating ‘true’ Australian haiku will be determined by the 

value that poets, both in Australia and elsewhere, ascribe to it. But until such time as the criteria 

for what constitutes Australian haiku are settled, Ford’s work and that of many other Australian 

haiku poets will continue to be regarded more in the context of their contribution to the global 

haiku movement than, specifically, to the haiku movement in Australia.  
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worked as a Court administrator. He has taught 

in Australia, The Netherlands, Sweden and 

Japan.  

 

Rob has just completed his Masters on the 
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Rob's haiku have appeared in many publications in Australia and overseas, and his popular 

football haiku can be seen at footyalmanac.com .  
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           eleven minutes 

on the eleven o'clock news  

       back on the brink  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

drone attacks 

my child goes to bed 

with leftover stones  

 

Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian - Nigeria  

 
 

 

the torrent 

mixed up the mine fields 

and the graves  

 

Vesna Stipcic - Croatia  

(translator: Djurdja Vukelic Rozic)  

 
 

 

deep inside 

a medieval fear – 

Good Friday  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

night deepening my fear of her china dolls  

 

John McManus - UK  
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breaking 

an empty piñata … 

Dia de Muertos  

 

Ken Olson - USA  

 
 

 

evening chill – 

starting my Sanskrit lessons 

with ‘Karma’  

 

Kanchan Chatterjee - India  

 
 

 

the one 

wearing a white toga asks:  

what afterlife?  

 

Robert Epstein - USA  

 
 

 

morning hymns – 

the sparrow sways too 

on a Neem branch  

 

Yesha Shah - India  

 
 

 

as we forgive 

the progress of a crack 

between stained-glass windows  

 

Jonathan McKeown - Australia  
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after rain the minister’s comfortable room for doubts  

 

Els van Leeuwen - Australia  

 
 

 

teething pup – 

the tattered remains of 

The Satanic Verses  

 

Arvinder Kaur - India  

 
 

 

evening prayer the echo within  

 

Kashinath Karmakar - India  

 
 

 

       fasting stone Buddha 

in the hollows of his ribs 

       grey lichen …  

 

William Seltzer - USA  

 
 

 

buddha’s birthday 

thin ice 

on the lotus pond  

 

Michael Rehling - USA  
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first rains … 

the scent of spring 

intermittent  

 

Padma Thampatty - USA  

 
 

 

morning downpour 

we have both dreamt 

about our mothers  

 

Maeve O’Sullivan - Ireland  

 
 

 

first day of spring 

a sculling crew muscles 

through the river  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
 

 

end of light snow 

clouds lifting the peaks 

above their hemlines  

 

Nola Obee - Canada  

 
 

 

snow melting 

the timbre of 

her laughter  

 

Matthew Caretti - USA  
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fading snow 

in the drumlin's shadow 

a figure passing  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

a world in turmoil weeping plum  

 

Johnny Baranski - USA  

 
 

 

a man speaks to me too quickly cherry blossom  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

shameless 

I keep on looking at her 

first camellia  

 

Gregory Longenecker - USA  

 
 

 

april 

not so cruel 

with rain  

 

Perry L. Powell - USA  
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blossom rain consolations  

 

Christopher Patchel – USA  

 
 

 

cold snap 

a bee's antennae 

come to a stop  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
 

 

late frost 

a flicker stutters 

his love call  

 

Frances Jones - USA  

 
 

 

morning drizzle 

a little blue boat 

still in the sound  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

bluebell woods 

the depths 

of calmness  

 

Katrina Shepherd - Scotland  
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     the current 

         equal to 

the duckling's 

     upstream 

          paddle  

 

Julie Warther - USA  

 
 

 

a goose and gander 

parade eight goslings –  

flag day  

 

Mary Jo Balistreri - USA  

 
 

 

childless 

geese 

farther 

out 

on 

the 

water  

 

David Boyer - USA  

 
 

 

memorial garden 

pollen rides 

a rippling pond  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
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           not one 

who began the journey:  

the swarm of butterflies  

 

Allan Burns - USA  

 
 

 

at the edge 

of my memory:  

blue monarch  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

moonless night –  

a peach orchard 

seeing us home  

 

Debra M. Fox - USA  

 
 

 

largo 

the fiddleheads 

find the time  

 

Jonathan McKeown - Australia  

 
 

 

spring morning 

even in the rain 

a robin  

 

Edward J. Rielly - USA  
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cloud streets – 

fluffed up waxwings line 

the highest branches  

 

Nola Obee - Canada  

 
 

 

cloud colours 

a stork adrift 

on still air  

 

Nick Carding - Croatia  

 
 

sharp bend ahead –  

she announces  

her pregnancy  

 

Geethanjali Rajan - India  

 
 

unisex restroom i check myself  

 

Andy Burkhart - USA  

 
 

half moon doffing his cowboy hat  

 

Alan S. Bridges - USA  

 
 

orchid petals 

suddenly 

a pink seahorse  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  
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breaking through the clouds birdlight  

 

Ann K. Schwader - USA  

 
 

 

those shimmering chords 

begin the sibelius 

second symphony  

 

Bill Lambdin - Finland  

 
 

 

High Alps 

the clouds mimic 

the mountains  

 

Bruce Ross - USA  

 
 

 

kingfisher's dive the mountain wobbles  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

                            it went up again  

as it came down                            the falling feather  

 

Michael Rehling - USA  
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without a ripple 

  a woodpecker’s tap has crossed 

     this mountain lake  

 

William Seltzer - USA  

 
 

hard times mountains cut from blue felt  

 

Adrian Bouter - the Netherlands  

 
 

 

the sea 

with feathers ruffled  

cormorants preening wings  

 

Geoffrey Winch - UK  

 
 

 

listing buoy  

the pelican makes 

a splashy landing  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  

 
 

 

first light 

two sandhill cranes bugle 

in silhouette  

 

Mary Jo Balistreri - USA  
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clear sky 

two small shadows 

chasing a hawk  

 

Alexander B. Joy - USA  

 
 

 

a wren's char softens 

in the fading light 

footsteps on the caliche  

 

Mary Jo Balistreri - USA  

 
 

 

Bright Angel Trail 

passing two billion years 

in a three hour hike  

 

Jay Friedenberg - USA  

 
 

 

on the way 

between here and home – 

glacial erratic  

 

Jay Friedenberg - USA  

 
 

 

day moon 

a tractor scraping 

field stones  

 

Brad Bennett - USA  
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on the seesaw 

each time I go higher ...  

moon, moon  

 

Mohsen Farsani - Iran  

 
 

 

                 swing-pushing 

the wind gets behind 

       a rosella’s bough  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

passenger pigeon 

when will we get 

the message  

 

Lauren Mayhew - USA  

 
 

 

listening 

to a rose blossom open 

faintly white  

 

Victor Ortiz - USA  

 
 

 

blind date –  

a red rose 

in the wastebasket  

 

Lavana Kray - Romania  
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graduation day 

dogwoods disappear 

into the forest  

 

Joe McKeon - USA  

 
 

 

cloudless sky 

a mind filled 

with possibilities  

 

Carol Reynolds - Australia  

 
 

 

as good friends drift apart seamless sky  

 

Michael Henry Lee - USA  

 
 

 

solitary kite – 

the breeze moves 

moonward  

 

Pravat Kumar Padhy - India  

 
 

 

missile silos 

the snapdragon 

opens its jaws  

 

Carolyn Hall - USA  
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a stalled tank 

on foreign soil 

the same moon  

 

John J. Han – USA  

 
 

 

cactus flower 

a little Atacama 

in the courtyard  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

thunder 

the bluebird drops 

his cricket  

 

Chris Gusek - USA  

 
 

 

summer rain  

jumping in puddles  

of jacaranda blossom  

 

Tash Adams - Australia  

 
 

 

rain at last – 

     the kids splash water 

     on their shadows  

 

Kumarendra Mallick - India  
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a wild meadow 

a girl with uncut hair 

waiting ...  

 

Izeta Radetinac - Serbia  

 
 

 

knee-high a grasshopper meadow  

 

Christopher Patchel - USA  

 
 

 

the planet sings 

the short-horned grasshopper 

widens her stance  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

deep meadow ...  

the voice of my mother 

over it  

 

Elmedin Kadric –-Sweden  

 
 

 

high summer 

a branch of the peach tree 

propped up with stakes  

 

Annette Makino - USA  
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up and down 

the purple skyscraper 

this bee on the sage  

 

Djurdja Vukelic Rozic - Croatia  

 
 

 

a mock orange 

in the mock Tudor garden 

its genuine beauty  

 

David J Kelly - Ireland  

 
 

 

old fence 

where the palings     don’t     meet 

ourgardensdo  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

stolen 

but not forgotten 

heirloom tomatoes  

 

Robert Epstein - USA  

 
 

 

dog star rising 

a porcupine stops 

to hoist his quills  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  
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summer grasses  

instead of the hedgehog's spines  

in the mill-round  

 

Goran Gatalica - Croatia  

 
 

 

trying to hold it 

                  all in my head … 

cordyline perfume  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  

 
 

 

sunlight through leaves 

the nurse in search  

of a vein  

 

Alison Williams - UK  

 
 

 

Tesco has backed-off  

the dance  

of trees and grass  

 

Geoffrey Winch - UK  

 
 

 

day moon 

a cloud drifting  

free of the ranges  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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lazy moon 

against the darkening sky – 

sprinklers shower the grass  

 

Diarmuid Fitzgerald - Ireland  

 
 

 

how long 

does a human footprint last ...  

the summer moon  

 

Barry George - USA  

 
 

 

Perseids ...  

the shower 

big enough for both of us  

 

Tracy Davidson - United Kingdom  

 
 

 

heat wave 

in my glass of water 

a hippopotamus  

 

Dietmar Tauchner - Austria  

 
 

 

water gazing 

a turtle surfaces 

in my face  

 

Quendryth Young - Australia  
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cows tussling 

     at the watering trough 

      jazz - texas  

 

Mike Andrelczyk - USA  

 
 

 

horsethief canyon the bones  

 

Lesley Anne Swanson - USA  

 
 

 

prairie wind this earth once bone  

 

Mark E. Brager - USA  

 
 

 

sand 

      sand 

         and 

      the slow burning 

         comets  

 

Mike Andrelczyk - USA  

 
 

 

parched fairway 

the green 

the only green  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  
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her favorite pink afterglow the day of her death  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  

 
 

 

the sun pink 

through wildfire smoke 

a gull's wing  

 

Allan Burns - USA  

 
 

 

bush track 

small boys wave sticks 

                           at trees  

 

Duncan Richardson - Australia  

 
 

 

bushwalk – 

I give way to the ant 

with orange mandibles  

 

Norma Watts - Australia  

 
 

 

North Vosges Mountains – 

sidestepping a slug 

in the middle of the trail  

 

Minh-Triêt Pham - France  
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how fast i'm not summer clouds  

 

Bruce H. Feingold - USA  

 
 

 

slack tide sea lettuce on the mooring chain  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

Mexican holiday 

the fisherman's line  

bends with his finger  

 

Marian Olson - USA  

 
 

 

childhood beach 

I take an old path 

through the waves  

 

Richard Tindall - UK  

 
 

 

driftwood ...  

the sound of water 

following me  

 

Jayashree Maniyil - Australia  
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spilling over 

over and over 

the waterfall  

 

Alison Williams - UK  

 
 

 

the upside down hourglass 

again I build 

the sandcastle  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 
 

 

sandpit games ...  

the sun passes by 

unnoticed  

 

Jayashree Maniyil - Australia  

 
 

 

red sun 

the tide takes the last 

sand angel  

 

Mark E. Brager - USA  

 
 

 

hot evening 

our talk revolves 

around the sun  

Gautam Nadkarni - India  
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desires flicker 

on the tips of my fingers 

summer stars  

 

Victor Ortiz - USA  

 
 

 

humid night 

curling the edge 

of a paper moon  

 

Mark E. Brager - USA  

 
 

 

rising thunderheads 

the blazing white 

of the skunk’s long stripe  

 

Lesley Anne Swanson - USA  

 
 

 

thunder 

my father’s 

last breath  

 

Elizabeth Moura - USA  

 
 

 

another memorial 

the dandelion field 

of white heads  

 

Michelle Schaefer - USA  
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between us a walkway of rain clouds  

 

Payal A Agarwal - India  

 
 

 

flood plain 

a raincloud releases 

one drop  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

mountain walk – 

in my pot of water 

the rising sun  

 

Archana Kapoor Nagpal - India  

 
 

 

Rocky Mountain sunset 

half the continent 

in darkness  

 

Gregory Longenecker - USA  

 
 

 

midges in and out of my journey north  

 

Richard Tindall - UK  
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new glasses 

and still 

no-see-ums  

 

Jeff Hoagland - USA  

 
 

 

its shadow 

faster than the hummingbird 

summer heat  

 

Bruce Ross - USA  

 
 

 

cumulus bulking … 

one of the shrub's leaves 

is a katydid  

 

Allan Burns - USA  

 
 

 

watermelon month 

the second violinist's 

ripening belly  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

fireflies the flicker of dying stars  

 

Carl Seguiban - Canada  
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free-falling 

with a leaf 

firefly  

 

Angelo B. Ancheta - Philippines  

 
 

 

genmai sencha 

the texture of a page 

grazed by sunlight  

 

Jonathan McKeown - Australia  

 
 

 

where the light 

could pull us 

river song  

 

Angela Terry - USA  

 
 

 

whitewater 

a curl flies loose 

from her ponytail  

 

Alan S. Bridges - USA  

 
 

 

oars coming to rest 

the half turn 

of a lily  

 

Bill Cooper - USA  
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a village 

with the smell of muck  

I feel organic  

 

Ernest Wit - Poland  

 
 

 

backwater 

the double life 

of the lone willow  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 
 

 

lost in the valley 

listening for the river 

to guide us home  

 

Rachel Sutcliffe - UK  

 
 

 

in the hollow  

of her trembling palm ...  

a barbet's shadow  

 

Paresh Tiwari - India  

 
 

 

punching 

through the target 

shadow boxer  

 

Dave Read - Canada  
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veterans day 

each man's war on his 

baseball cap  

 

Joe McKeon - USA  

 
 

 

my plans, my dreams 

starlings darken 

the summer sky  

 

Ernest Wit - Poland  

 
 

 

a slug 

blazing its trail 

the late summer sun  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

evening glow 

the security door 

propped open  

 

Els van Leeuwen - Australia  

 
 

 

late summer 

a monarch flickers 

out of view  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  
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sparrows the whole day in my neighbor’s yard  

 

Djurdja Vukelic Rozic - Croatia  

 
 

 

summer’s end 

a tree sparrow chirps 

too fast  

 

Angelo B. Ancheta - Philippines  

 
 

 

day lilies 

line the way – 

cemetery gates  

 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  

 
 

 

finally 

flies outnumber 

mourners  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

fallen headstone 

rabbits mark 

their own plot  

 

Tessa Essex - UK  
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EXOPLANET FOUND 

reading outside the cafe 

i feel a raindrop  

 

Ryan Apple - USA  

 
 

 

above the clouds maybe it’s all juvenilia  

 

David Boyer - USA  

 
 

 

the mechanics  

of it all 

elude me 

night skies  

 

Michael Rehling - USA  

 
 

 

string theory 

my turn 

at cat's cradle  

 

Carolyn Hall - USA  

 
 

 

dipper singing the river  

 

Juliet Wilson - UK  

 
  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

64 
 

 

 

first chill evening 

the crickets fade 

to one voice  

 

Debra M. Fox - USA  

 
 

 

playing jacks 

a scattered handful 

of stars  

 

Pat Tompkins - USA  

 
 

 

top of the Ferris wheel – 

as if each star 

knew my name  

 

Angela Terry - USA  

 
 

 

starlit night – 

perforating the silence 

a screech owl  

 

Gautam Nadkarni - India  

 
 

 

 

full moon gathering storks on the river bank  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  
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waning moon 

she counts down the days 

until delivery  

 

Steliana Cristina Voicu - Romania  

 
 

 

newborn son – 

a heron steps 

into moonlight  

 

Kevin Valentine - USA  

 
 

 

advanced cataracts – 

somewhere behind a cloud 

an opal moon  

 

Lew Watts - USA  

 
 

 

moonset ...  

the dissonant notes of  

a ventilator  

 

Paresh Tiwari - India  

 
 

 

unable to shake 

last night's dream 

day moon  

 

Dave Read - Canada  
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vertigo deep in the black of the well  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

old javanese hut 

with the well bucket I scoop 

the moon  

 

Ken Sawitri - Indonesia  

 
 

 

heading home drunk 

the full moon 

all over the place  

 

Rob Scott – Sweden  

 
 

 

a silent badger  

following ancient tracks 

moonlight through the trees  

 

John Hawkhead - UK  

 
 

 

passenger train 

she takes off her veil 

to the moonlight  

 

Garry Eaton - Canada  
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night viewing 

the moon displays 

its craters  

 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  

 
 

 

tonight's vigil 

a piece missing 

from the moon  

 

Leanne Mumford - Australia  

 
 

 

moon’s dark more than meets the eye  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
 

 

moon's sickle –  

my cat sharpens 

it's claws  

 

Capotă Daniela Lăcrămioara - Romania  

 
 

 

hot dog weather  

swamp alligators 

take the bait  

 

Carolyn Hall - USA  
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a red fox 

along the wire fence 

rust  

 

Marianne Paul - Canada  

 
 

 

night forest – 

stars drip 

from bare branches  

 

Robyn Cairns - Australia  

 
 

 

fog  

at sunrise 

    my mood shifts  

 

Mike Kozubek - USA  

 
 

 

rickety bridge – 

the langoor's leap 

from fog to fog  

 

Arvinder Kaur - India  

 
 

 

useless, this fog  

– sparrows 

still chattering  

 

Kanchan Chatterjee - India  

 
  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

69 
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morning chill 

the four wild ducks 

three  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

southbound the irresistible urge to follow  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

to the swallows 

I shorten  

my homily  

 

Patrick Sweeney- Japan  

 
 

 

autumn again I mix the colors  

 

Gabriel Sawicki - Poland  

 
 

 

autumn deep 

the return 

of Bordeaux red  

 

Michelle Schaefer - USA  
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the stone arch shattered 

in the reflection –  

leaves pass over  

 

Diarmuid Fitzgerald - Ireland  

 
 

 

petroglyphs  o  n   l  y  t  h  e  w i  n  d  

 

Helga Stania - Switzerland  

 
 

 

long barrow … 

a moot of starlings 

the shape of the wind  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

wind in the darkness 

the tall oak beside the house 

becomes a dragon  

 

Dietmar Tauchner - Austria  

 
 

 

autumn bivouac 

the sheet-web spiders 

showing off  

 

Claire Everett - UK  
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deep autumn  

still ... young skinks scurry 

among the leaf litter  

 

Petrus Heyligers - Australia  

 
 

 

windswept rain 

the random flow of 

yesterday's chats  

 

Samar Ghose - Australia  

 
 

here and there –  

in search of shelter ...  

sparrow in the rain  

 

Omilla - Bulgaria  

 
 

 

empty silo 

the echo 

of barn owls  

 

Jeff Hoagland -USA  

 
 

 

autumn twilight  

the starlings stretch 

their murmuration  

 

Ramesh Anand - India  
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night rain stains the street – 

the stoplight paints a copy 

of Rothko’s Red  

 

Laszlo Slomovits - USA  

 
 

 

frosty night 

this ink-drenched sky 

pollocked with stars  

 

Lesley Anne Swanson - USA  

 
 

 

the color 

of nothing – 

mourning dove  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

graveyard path –  

a creaking branch  

reaches out  

 

Maya Lyubenova - Bulgaria  

 
 

 

night fog  

suddenly mindful  

of my place in the world  

 

Rob Scott - Sweden  
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daybreak 

a hooded crow's voice 

the colour of fog  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

freezing fog 

through the white the song 

of a cardinal  

 

Andy Burkhart - USA  

 
 

 

November freeze 

the fountain from the frog's mouth stops 

midstream  

 

Barry George - USA  

 
 

 

ice glare … 

for each brown leaf 

a sinking hole  

 

Christopher Patchel - USA  

 
 

 

only plastic flowers 

in this cemetery 

the smell of snow  

 

Louisa Howerow - Canada  
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overwintering with the kids in Florida yellow jacket nest  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  

 
 

 

still 

we breathe – 

Spanish moss  

 

Alegria Imperial - Canada  

 
 

first snow 

the path ahead bends 

the path behind  

 

Matthew M. Cariello - USA  

 
 

 

bittersweet winter 

a squall of snow buntings 

passes overhead  

 

David J Kelly - Ireland  

 
 

 

dusk falls  

darting through snowflakes 

song sparrow  

 

Jeffrey McMullen - USA  
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overnight snow 

our snow fort 

refortified  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
 

 

morning snow 

the day fills up with 

hush  

 

Ann K. Schwader - USA  

 
 

 

snowbells – 

finding silence 

in the music  

 

Elizabeth Steinglass - USA  

 
 

 

a sediment 

in the decanter 

long night moon  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

FedEx truck 

for the neighbor again 

shortest day  

 

Deborah P Kolodji - USA  
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Christmas Еve 

the euphorbia brighter 

than the Bethlehem star  

 

Diana Teneva - Bulgaria  

 
 

 

outside the pub 

the obscene snowman 

endowed with a robin  

 

Richard Tindall - UK  

 
 

 

firewood 

the whiskey battles 

the wind  

 

Amada Burgar - USA  

 
 

 

winter's dusk 

my mother stops reading 

my lips  

 

Louisa Howerow - Canada  

 
 

 

dark of winter 

and what on earth becomes 

of consciousness  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  
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first footer ...  

a cold blast punches me 

on the shoulder  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

winter dark 

the cart 

with the wobbly wheel  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

deep winter ...  

the kitten  

curls into my dream  

 

Julie B. Cain - USA  

 
 

 

ice storm 

you rehash  

my past  

 

Laurie Kolp - USA  

 
 

 

late winter 

a clock with no hands 

ticking  

 

Liz Nakazawa - USA  
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Morning Prayer 

 

Susan B. Auld - USA 

 

 

At dawn I wander the garden. Above the tree line the sky brightens lavender and pink, before it 

blues, before the sun rises and the full wishing-moon pales. I hold a stone’s tranquil weight in 

my hand. Close my eyes.  

 

A quiet wind breathes through the lilacs. I am steeped in the fragrance. Yet the flowers remain 

sturdily tethered to their branches. I thank the universe for learning how to pray, for the morning, 

for another day and another and another after cancer.  

 

after the storm— 

a spider weaves 

a new web  

 

 

  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

85 
 

 

The Shirt  

 

Anne Benjamin – Australia  

 

for Martin Lucas 

 

 

I find the shirt as I rummage in an unfrequented cupboard. A lovely garment, tailored in purple 

pleated linen. I recall my disappointment when it had been torn, being unsure of its repair. I 

unfold it, fearful it is damaged beyond reclamation; hold it to the morning light.  

 

unattended  

the rifts widen 

rip them apart— 

attending to my household 

I find forgotten treasure  

 

With a snip or two, I undo threads, re-pin the cloth in place and neatly backstitch along the seam. 

My handwork merges, unseen, into the shirt-front. A little care is all it needs. A simple task in 

warm autumn sunshine.  

 

veiled by day,  

spectres of purple night 

unravel my sleep— 

can our frayed weft and warp 

be stitched into one piece?  
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Deserving 

 

by Matthew Caretti – USA  

 

 

We quarrel about the day. The year. The verity of our nuptials. The waiter interrupts.  

 

strawberries 

out of season 

just deserts  

 

 

 

Note:  

just deserts – “deserts” here is the plural of desert, meaning "that which one deserves." "Desert" is now 

archaic and rarely used outside this phrase. The spelling “desserts” is non-standard. It is sometimes used 

as a pun. (wiktionary.com  
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Maybe Mabel 

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 

 

We’ve been buzzed by cars and found ourselves confronted by a fair number of tractors armed 

and ready to joust, lances primed for the next hay bale, all under the command of mere slips of 

boys who, without exception, go by the name Vlad. Then there are the motorhomes -- worse still 

the caravans, and those who tow them -- who clearly have no real conception of the sheer size of 

the thing that’s bringing up the rear and call to mind some plump Victorian aunt who’s just 

discovered the bustle. We’ve encountered flummoxed sheep and errant lambs on steep downhills 

where there’s barely room for error. Only last week, we scattered a little troop of goats and set 

them jingling. And what about that impasse (in the shape of three horned cows which I could 

have sworn were bulls) somewhere between here and there in the misty Yorkshire Dales?  

 

“We’ll just have to keep going, you said. Look confident.”  

 

I never knew it was possible to sidle on two wheels. Then, on the return journey the next day:  

 

“You’ll not believe this. I just thought that tree stump on the hill up ahead was one of those devil 

cows.”  

 

“It is one of those devil cows.”  

 

“But there isn’t even a fence --”  

 

“Just keep pedalling.”  

 

We’ve ridden headlong into what seemed to be the entire membership of the Mazda Mx-5 

Owners Club out on a jaunt in their colourful best. Every last man behind the wheel looked like 

the progeny of Bertie Wooster and sported a be-scarfed lady with a bug-eating grin.  

 

Then there have been the cyclists. Serious cyclists. Great swarms of them. A pestilence in lycra. 

Heads down, thighs pumping like a bee’s stinger. They might as well be the peloton. They’re 

living the dream. A smile costs nothing, but it could result in a smidgen of increased wind-

resistance which hasn’t been factored in.  
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And for all those jolly japesters who’ve hollered, “Oi, mate! She’s not pedalling at the back!”, 

that Gypsy lad with a twinkle in his eye, who shouted “Made for two!” before giddying-up his 

pony and clattering out of sight.  

 

Yes, you’d think by now there was very little that could faze us.  

 

of marriage, Mum said:  

expect the unexpected . . .  

Sunday tandem ride 

a basset hound called Mabel 

snapping at our heels  
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Lake Love 

 

Marilyn Humbert – Australia 

 

 

Grey mist rolls in from the north, smothering budding mounds new shoots on the green hills 

either side of the lake.  

Withered limbs of drowned trees fork above the ripples, sentinels standing to attention in the 

narrows near a small isle.  

The wind’s lament is a hollow song.  

 

the call 

of a solitary lorikeet 

bitter spring  

 

Pelicans grunt, my shadow disturbs their rest as I pass. Hunched down on weathered rocks 

jutting from the cold water, elongated heads curled to their bodies. Tall straight gums, still in 

their teen years are yet to develop the knots and scars of age. An owl hoots in the faded light of 

star-fall.  

 

black ducks glide 

across wind ripples— 

the cycle of seasons  

 

Is it here I will fulfil my quest, beneath the silent stars surrounded by bush? The wind rustles 

leaves singing the songs of old.  

 

scarred  

with bushfire char— 

memories  
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Amulet for Hiking Alone 

 

Jonathan Humphrey – USA  

 

 

"Every difficulty slurred over will be a ghost to disturb your repose later on."  

-Frédéric Chopin  

 

 

It's dark and I'm decidedly lost. At some point I stumbled out of a Chopin nocturne and into the 

soundtrack for a David Lynch film. The moon is too young and the North Star has a black eye. 

My only markers are creek sound and pine scent. Whatever stirs in the brush dissolves into its 

means. Older magic than you or I.  

 

herd of deer 

one hoof lit 

by a crushed firefly  
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Child Is Father of the Man 

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada 

 

 

winter twilight . . .  

my father stands firm 

in diapers  

 

He can't remember what he had for dinner but can still hear The Spring Rain Will Come Again. 

It was playing when Sarah Rose danced topless on the bar at Janus in his freshman year of high 

school. Now, he mumbles to himself, Carpe, carpe diem, seize the day, my boy . . .  
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Long Shadows 

 

Catherine McGrath & Gerry Jacobson - Australia  

 

 

The wooden bench, a bit high, on the right as you walked in to the workshop – bits of wood and 

metal and wire, a hammer, spanners, the spirit level and the vice, so much to pick up, fiddle with, 

ask about, whilst talking to Dad. And the shelves on the left – old tins of nails and washers and 

screws, big old paint tins of bolts and springs, sorted and kept.  

 

carcasses of ancient utes rust in the rain  

 

I’ve let it all go now. The workshop is full of cobwebs. I did try for quite a while. Used to fix the 

kid’s bikes, my bike. Used to do house maintenance jobs. Yet it never came naturally. It wasn’t 

in my childhood culture. Study and religion were important but I never saw my Dad fix anything 

around the house. He was flat out earning a living, poor bastard, and when he died he left us 

destitute.  

 

walking 

this winter afternoon 

long shadows  
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Tom Painting – USA  

 

 

Easter Sunday  

 

Mother assures me that the young man at the ESSO will clean the windshield and check the oil 

when we stop for gas. I haven’t the heart to tell her that we passed the abandoned service station 

a few miles back.  

 

expressing  

her true colors 

a tulip print  

 

 

 

Partition 

 

After several hours, we stop for lunch at an abandoned cemetery off the two-lane road that 

parallels the Niagara Escarpment. She spreads a blanket while I peruse the tombstones.  

 

last night’s dream kiss coming up for air  
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Mumbai  

 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan - India 

 

 

morning rush 

the railway beggar's bed 

turns office  

 

With a setting crescent moon over the darkened hills, a single, bright star in a purple sky turning 

violet, a cup of green tea in my hands, a couple of crisp, marie biscuits and a well-written book 

of history - you might think Sunday was perfect.  

 

But no, there has to be what's called a society function, haldi kumkum* this time, in the lawns, 

ostensibly to celebrate a religious festival. I can't quite see where the plate containing turmeric 

and vermillion is. Instead there are plastic chairs in a disordered semi-circle, a sound system, a 

table with prizes and another where snacks are being prepared.  

 

metro rush hour 

I crowd everything out 

but the wheels' beat  

 

A mistress of ceremonies, who should be legally restrained from coming within six feet of 

microphones, women of all ages busy sharing notes on silk sarees and bright jewelry (dare I call 

them gaudy?), men guffawing over some crude joke but trying not to be too noisy, and children 

being children - all of them try to get as much antakshari** finished before the inevitable 

squabble. Bad Bollywood and Indipop songs are sung even more horridly, and then the awaited 

squabble breaks out in all its entertaining intensity - over which word the previous song ended in, 

over who deserves the prize, and whose child is most talented.  

 

And then it dies down, for folk are hungry (better to finish off as much as one can lest the 

organisers corner everything) and the organisers look on in anxiety (how greedy the society 

people have become, next time we should not have buffet system but limited snacks only).  

 

evening train 

the choicest abuses 

are my fun  
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The microphone at last is silent; under a navy blue sky with Orion, the Pleiades and the Dog Star 

shining on us, my dog and I lie down and gaze at the sky revelling again, in that eternal 

quietness, that is Nature's night.  

 

 

Notes: 

*haldi-kumkum: a Hindu ceremony in which women gather to apply turmeric and vermilion paste to 

themselves, as a celebration of their fertility. In these times, it is no more than a tea party, the application 

of pastes has become symbolic.  

 

**antakshari: a game played in India, wherein a person sings part of a popular Bollywood song, and the 

next person has to carry on by singing a song that starts from the letter or syllable the first person ended 

on.  
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The Burden of Silence 

 

Kala Ramesh - India 

 

 

I hear a child whimpering . . .  

 

The black tar road shimmers with the heavy rain we've had since morning. Each lamppost 

creating a mockery of the halo around the bulb. The darkening street comes alive, responding to 

something in the air, like the burden of silence in a courtroom before the verdict is announced.  

 

Again, this whimpering sound . . . The child utters a name in between other obscure sounds. 

Curled on the road I see a woman in a sari, deep red in patches. A hit and run case. A gang rape. 

I dig into my sling bag for the cell phone. I need to call the police. But, I hesitate. Do I have the 

time and space to be dragged into this ruthless act?  

 

The ticking seconds juxtapose my heartbeats. I dial 100.  

 

withered branches  

stirring colours  

within me  

the present becomes my past  

running into my future  
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Coping with the Inevitable – My Way  

 

Ray Rasmussen – Canada  

 

 

“Meditation on inevitable death should be performed daily. . . . If . . . one is able to live as 

though his body were already dead, he gains freedom in the Way.” ~ Yamamoto Tsunetomo, 

“Hagakure: The Book of the Samurai.”  

 

I have only a vague idea what Tsuentomo and other mystics mean by “the Way.” I guess it's a 

sort of restful mental state but not one I’ve experienced.  

 

Throughout my younger years, I had been psychologically immortal, never thinking about death. 

And in most of my adult life mortality issues rarely came to mind. When my father died in his 

mid 80s and mother in her mid 90s, it simply seemed as if their time had come, not that my time 

would ever come.  

 

Now, long in tooth, my meditation is done without conscious consent, my mind paying attention 

to a variety of reminders: the image in the mirror each morning as I shave and comb what little 

hair is left (is that me?); reading about the death of an eminent citizen (he’s younger than me! ); 

consuming history books, those lengthy horror stories of human-inflicted suffering and death and 

the black plague (Did I set the mouse traps tonight? ); reading the equally horrific daily news 

about this or that disaster (Maybe I won’t fly to Bermuda); learning about a friend’s fall into 

infirmity (Aaaaargh!).  

 

Still what’s to lose by giving Tsuentomo’s way a try? I’ve settled on three meditations:  

 

Meditation A: My doctor who instructs me to drop my pants and bend over the examination 

table. He’s snapped on a rubber glove and after prodding about in unmentionable places 

exclaims: “Ah Hah!!!” I’m shunted off to another table where a device with six needles further 

invades my body for samples of the “Ah Hah” problem. Minutes later, he tells me that the tests 

reveal that I have but an hour to live. Certain events flash before my eyes including every visit 

I’ve made to doctors and line ups in grocery stores and banks. Thanks to Tsuentomo, I’ve 

switched to on-line banking and I plan to never again visit a doctor.  

 

Meditation B: I’m a rower in slave ship, my oar a giant pen. I’m trying to write haibun on the 

water while rowing and being whipped by a one-eyed ogre wearing a black mask. I break the 

chains (one can do this in a meditation), jump overboard and allow myself to sink to the bottom  
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of the sea. On the way down, each haibun I’ve had published or rejected comes to mind. I die 

very slowly of boredom. When I come out of the meditation I realize that it's me wearing the 

black mask and I’ve decided not to take writing so seriously and to send a poison pen letter to 

certain editors.  

 

Meditation C: I enter the confessional and see the dour countenance of the priest who used to ask 

me questions like “Have you touched yourself this week?” But this time, noting my age, he asks, 

“Have you prepared for your death?” “Yes father,” I say, gesturing to my suitcase. “Bless you 

my son,” he replies, “your sins are forgiven.” I leave the church absentmindedly, and don’t 

notice the school bus which runs me down. Then I’m a blob of road kill at the pearly gate and the 

deity says: “Good thing you brought that suitcase full of viagra, you’re going to need it.” Just 

past the gate is every woman I’ve lusted after, dressed in transparent silks and belly dancing. 

After several weeks, I approach the deity and tell him that I had withheld several mortal sins and 

deserve to spend the rest of my time in the other place. “Thanks for the laugh,” the deity says, 

“you’re already in the other place.”  

 

I’d not claim that these practices have gotten me to ‘the Way’ that Tsunetomo had in mind, so 

I’ve signed up for a meditation class.  

 

first class 

I focus on 

the blonde’s navel 

 

taped over 

the bathroom mirror 

a Tom Cruise poster 

 

in the darkness 

of my closet 

– a suitcase full of viagra 

 

 

Note:  

 

Quote from Yamamoto Tsunetomo, Hagakure, The Book of the Samurai, Translated by William Scott 

Wilson, Kondansha International Ltd., 1979, ISBN 4-7700-1106-7  
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At the end  

 

Ray Rasmussen 

 

 

of a weathered dock, dog snuggled in, Jen’s feet dangle above the water. Is she simply enjoying 

the reflection of clouds and mountains? I want to tell her she needn’t be alone, that there are 

better men than the one she’s left, that I’m such a man. Me, with two divorces.  

 

rain clouds 

dragonflies mating 

on a reed tip  

 

 

 

Note:  

 

This is an ekphrastic haibun based on an award winning image: jasperphotography  

 

  

http://raysweb.net/jasperphotography/26.html
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on a whim . . .  

 

Cynthia Rowe – Australia  

 

 

I came to this place with the park at the end of the street a wilderness where trees swim up to 

blanket the city sound and stands of eucalypt sculpt mirrored skyscrapers harbouring 

businessmen in suits who also recall regimented rows of topiary trees but whose spirits embrace 

this indigenous flora the déclic of wings that caress the pond in the park at the end of my street . .   

 

water’s edge 

the sudden whirr 

of a dragonfly  
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Graduation 

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 

 

June is the month of graduations. I think back on all of those which I attended. My own–eighth 

grade, high school, college–and attending these ceremonies again when our three children 

graduated.  

 

lilac leaf buds 

maturing more each day 

first grandchild  
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suspended 

 

Julie Thorndyke - Australia 

 

 

time slows and seems almost to stop as we wait for the news no one wants to hear— autumn 

shines out of doors but all of us crouch, or sit, or stand, or pretend to do everyday tasks that are 

meaningless, just to fill these long, long minutes  

 

words 

that should be said 

linger on lips,  

muted 

by careful love  

 

we take our cue from him, drifting in and out of consciousness  

 

the closest ones, in vigil, we leave to their goodbyes  

 

say silent prayers,  

think back 

to our yesterdays,  

pray for strength 

for their tomorrows  
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shin high corn 

stretches in neat rows 

on the horizon 

clouds crowd  

into silos  

 

Matthew Caretti - USA  

 
 

 

wheat fields  

clear across this prairie 

without break … 

in a vast field of stubble 

one single bale of straw  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
 

 

alone again 

in the dead of winter  

memories 

tiptoe back to the night 

of my emigration  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

you say 

migrant’s syndrome …  

baking those cakes 

throwing these parties 

trying too hard to fit in  

 

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde - Australia  
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The foreign words 

in her foreign song 

could be praise 

could be grief 

could be love  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

the chatter 

of prayer flags  

in the wind 

keeping me awake all night long 

these little longings  

 

Sanjukta Asopa - India  

 
 

 

Sitting near him 

in the coffee shop 

that first time 

his blend the choice 

of a fascinating man  

 

Carol Purington - USA  

 
 

 

the scribbled note  

he left on my pillow  

promising to call ...  

already I've forgotten  

his name  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
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cello suites  

wine on the table 

a fire in the grate 

my company 

this cold night  

 

Yvonne Adami - Australia  

 
 

 

wind bells ring 

as winter gives way 

to blossoms 

my own heart still cold 

in some lonesome cave  

 

Matthew Caretti - USA  

 
 

 

not listening 

I ask her to repeat 

what she said ...  

even on a placid lake 

our kayaks drift apart  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

enough space 

between us now 

perhaps 

it's time for me 

to drop anchor again  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  
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in twilight 

my childhood classroom ...  

the blackboard 

holds the lingering scent 

of chalk and time  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

teeth marks 

on the yellow pencil end 

it would seem 

my quiet inner self 

is itching to get out  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
 

 

she threatens 

to leave him  

for another woman 

the gate to the river 

hangs by a hinge  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

how far 

can a paper boat drift 

on the stream 

my mother's words 

slowly sinking in  

 

Carl Seguiban - Canada  
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the cries 

of a killdeer 

running before me – 

the broken wing 

of your deception  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

on our morning walk 

we discuss the merits  

of gulls 

while you admit fondness 

for another sort of bird  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

So delicate 

my stereo's volume control 

why do I worry 

until long after midnight 

what you think about what I said  

 

Carol Purington - USA  

 
 

 

morning breeze 

the steaminess 

of the night 

gone with 

the slam of a door  

 

Mike Montreuil - Canada  
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the time it takes 

to ransack all that's precious 

no place 

in your dark mood 

for my calm, my quiet  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

even a beggar  

feels for the child 

in a too-thin coat …  

he gives her half 

of his morning's cup  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  

 
 

 

spring garden 

the Buddha's palms 

cupped in his lap 

gathering light 

from stone lanterns  

 

Julie B. Cain - USA  

 
 

 

the ticket’s a winner 

until I scratch it 

the worm 

rain brings to the surface 

loses to a robin  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
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the bird 

has flown, and yet 

he left me 

the tilt of his head 

the look in his eye  

 

Alison Williams - UK  

 
 

 

 

weary 

of polishing words all day 

I open a window – 

the warbler's yellow-green song 

stained with the coming autumn  

 

Sanjukta Asopa - India  

 
 

 

 

carefully choosing 

the goldest, crumpliest leaves 

for his collage 

the four-year-old asks 

if it's true a heart can break  

Claire Everett - UK  

 
  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

113 
 

 

 

 

 

clusters  

of Meyer lemons 

not yet ripened … 

I search for the faith 

to see myself healed  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  

 
 

 

 

 

I wait 

without wings 

in the empty chapel … 

organ music lifts me 

by the marrow of my bones  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

 

 

those folk of other kingdoms,  

the feathered, furred, and scaled – 

where do they look 

to catch the eye 

of god?  

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  
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a gypsy wind 

strumming halyards  

in the marina 

we dance by the light 

of a tambourine moon  

 

Debbie Strange - Canada  

 
 

 

a white crane soaring 

above a simple pine bow … 

how easily 

she casts aside my gift 

of concentrated effort  

 

Julie B. Cain - USA  

 
 

 

I will not answer 

your simplest 

questions  

it’s hard to judge 

a wilting rose  

 

Mike Montreuil - Canada  

 
 

 

a jaundiced moon 

looks down upon me tonight ...  

when will I  

stop comparing myself  

to the others?  

 

Shloka Shankar - India  
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walking along 

a disused railway line  

the memory  

of a past life  

tied to the tracks  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK  

 
 

 

across the valley 

New Year fireworks boom – 

here, in the stillness 

an owl hoots softly four times 

and then again, and again  

 

Sally Biggar - USA  

 
 

 

waking up 

I wonder what repair work 

has been done 

to the leaking roof  

of memory  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

small birds 

lifting the rim of night 

with music 

in silent meditation we listen 

to the singing bowl of morning  

 

Debbie Strange - Canada  
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sunrise 

on the distant peaks … 

how can I compete 

with the untutored 

eloquence of birdsong?  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

her Christmas card 

a sad reminder 

on my shelf – 

unsigned and neatly folded 

inside out  

 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  

 
 

 

a historian  

tells me my house was shelled 

in the war … 

no wonder the creaks and groans  

keep me awake at night  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

the night sky 

pregnant with stars ...  

if only 

I knew the secret 

of this warbler's calm  

 

Paresh Tiwari - India  
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dawn glow 

through the pink shells 

on my windowsill 

so many poems  

about silence  

 

Carole Johnston - USA  

 
 

 

all day rain 

just dark enough 

to turn on the lamp 

searching for that poem 

about loneliness  

 

Mary Frederick Ahearn - USA  

 
 

 

I read Ryokan 

and feel envious and small 

unable to compete 

babbling words like a child 

in love with her own voice  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
 

 

At the water’s edge 

I ask the lake for a poem … 

a great blue heron 

flies across the empty air  

its wings – the words I want to write  

 

Teresa Williams - USA  
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a pair of lovers 

lie on the river bank 

tickling each other 

with long grass stalks … 

laughter fades to a kiss  

 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  

 
 

 

seduced 

by the perfume  

of his accent – 

stalks of purple loosestrife 

choke the pasture pond  

 

Sondra J. Byrnes - USA  

 
 

 

green bottles 

behind the dunes 

in rows – 

schoolkids looking  

down the barrel of a gun  

 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  

 
 

 

wind-flayed 

strips of bark curl back 

around a wound – 

instinctively I cinch 

my robe more tightly  

 

Sally Biggar - USA  
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it seems 

half my time spent 

waiting 

for tests, for results 

for the axe to fall  

 

Ignatius Fay - Canada  

 
 

 

the kite 

stuck in a tree 

as this day ends 

a soft fragile dream 

in a tiny coffin  

 

Padma Thampatty - USA  

 
 

 

in the space 

that used to be 

her counselling room 

swan plants 

and dead butterflies  

 

Owen Bullock - Australia  

 
 

 

the hillside 

covered in goldenrod 

and asters 

how many more dead 

can i hold in my heart  

 

Marianne Paul - Canada  
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two pieces 

of driftwood  

between the rocks …  

trapped memories  

of our time together  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  

 
 

 

incessant rain 

another cockroach invades 

the house 

how I resent the role 

of exterminator  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  

 
 

 

the colour 

of your absence ...  

a palette knife 

piling shades of white 

on a blank canvas  

 

Paresh Tiwari - India  

 
 

 

cold sheets  

the nuptial vows 

broken … 

and a new love message 

written in the snow  

 

Diana Teneva - Bulgaria  
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4 a.m.  

the frozen moon 

smells of rain 

I never knew 

I had been waiting  

 

Aruna Rao - India  

 
 

 

long village road 

the chimneys are waking 

above the snow 

I wait by the window  

for the postman’s motorbike  

 

D.V.Rozic - Croatia  

 
 

 

he drank deeply  

ignoring the flask’s lurid color 

its esoteric markings – 

now he paces wildly 

raving at demons  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  

 
 

 

mist rises 

from the surface  

of the street … 

a trail of addiction 

behind my mask  

 

Mary Davila - USA  
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the city square 

fills with winter sunshine ...  

from all the corners 

that creeping shadow 

of my black dog  

 

Dawn Bruce - Australia  

 
 

 

black and white 

not always easy ...  

words tumble  

from an encyclopedia 

of regret  

 

Karen O'Leary - USA  

 
 

 

my brother 

tells me to face 

reality ...  

doesn't he know I'm happy 

somewhere else  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand  

 
 

 

what would 

the river do 

without 

the island 

to divert it  

 

Ignatius Fay - Canada  
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winter turning 

the last of the day's light 

in the old pepper tree 

again his pace 

reins me in  

 

Jonathan McKeown - Australia  

 
 

 

light shifts 

under the arch – 

far away 

golden rivulets of sand 

move in the Sahara  

 

Diarmuid Fitzgerald - Ireland  

 
 

 

moonlight 

on a broken branch 

I tell 

a white lie 

to comfort my father  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

still absorbing 

the endings in my life 

this year 

I walk a little faster 

against the winter wind  

 

Thelma Mariano - Canada  
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monsters 

down the garden path 

hiding after dark 

agapanthus and philodendron 

shaking in the breeze  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

somewhere 

in a simple garden 

the banana tree grows 

I offer you 

one cup of tea  

 

Weelee Hsieh - USA  

 
 

 

replacing alcohol  

with camomile tea 

this daily grapple … 

      a latter-day Sisyphus 

      with an epic boulder  

 

Samantha Sirimanne Hyde - Australia  

 
 

 

the first daffodils 

at the flower stalls 

tightly closed 

      the many promises 

      I've made to myself  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
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shards of light 

through a tessellation  

of leaves – 

pieces of a puzzle  

my hands can’t grasp  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

my fingers  

fumble 

but I can still  

touch the stars 

with my eyes  

 

Alison Williams - UK  

 
 

 

vast is the night 

under twinkling stars 

without you 

love is untouchable 

like the tears of the moon  

 

D.V.Rozic - Croatia  

 
 

 

fireflies  

twinkling like stars  

I return  

to explore my mind …  

so many thoughts unvoiced  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  
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Inside the peach 

plump and sweet 

a textured pit 

hard as stone – 

the surprise of her  

 

Marian Olson - USA  

 
 

 

hydrangeas 

loosing the blues  

petal by petal 

I wait out the coldness 

freezing her heart  

 

Carl Seguiban - Canada  

 
 

 

in a quiet arm  

of the estuary 

two strips 

of blue ribbon 

tied to the wild bamboo  

 

Owen Bullock - Australia  

 
 

 

hot-house 

butterflies –  

she smiles  

at a wink 

of blue wings  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  
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ink blue skies 

studded with moth-eaten dreams … 

a part of me  

that dies a little 

each time you walk away  

 

Shloka Shankar - India  

 
 

 

every day 

a different mountain 

with you 

there's no knowing when 

we'll reach the peak  

 

Maxianne Berger - Canada  

 
 

 

talk 

of papal politics,  

tea leaves and dreams ...  

I wonder when 

the rain will stop  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand  

 
 

 

he says 

the umbrella’s big enough 

for two 

he hasn’t considered 

the size of our argument  

 

Michele L. Harvey - USA  

 
  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

129 
 

 

the drip, drip, drip 

of a tap ...  

lie 

after lie 

eroding our marriage  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  

 
 

 

nose and whiskers … 

the delicate thrum of life 

like quicksilver  

in my cupped hands 

this little thing called trust  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

a blue fan 

unfolding in the distance 

so many hills 

we meant to climb before 

they became mountains  

 

Debbie Strange - Canada  

 
 

 

The amends 

I wish I could make 

after we talk 

after we stop talking  

long after we say goodbye  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  
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Un Coeur en Hiver  

 

(Maurice Ravel - String Quartet in F major) 

 

 

making guesses  

about a dead king's feelings 

jumping fish  

 

let's roll it that stone from the grave 

 

the grace of light 

how fleeting we kiss 

dead gold  

 

not as we predicted: a star vanished  

 

 

***  

 

 

we had a dream of pillars and bridges  

 

bits of the body 

now deserts – weapons 

might help  

 

'nough said about death let's make it happen  

 

is it a sickness?  

that longing that stems 

from mud?  

 

 

***  
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establishing democracy 

a blue snake with 

our genes  

 

let's eat god before he eats us  

 

a little more 

than a shadow – the room 

we are born in  

 

screaming the metal despair in Abraham's sky  

 

 

***  

 

 

virginal fluids if that's what it takes to rise  

 

swoon and sway 

the lizard of the spine  

now on her wall 

 

rush the angels demons scarabs rush  

 

it's that time 

of the year – unwillingly 

feeding the black dog  

 

 

 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg  

 

Un Coeur en Hiver: fr. - A Heart in Winter  

 

*********************************************************** 
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Forgotten Ruins  

 

 

praying mantis -  

sporadic 

a sand dune sings  

 

 

Moroccan Garden 

in oil, pencil and charcoal  

 

 

a cube of silence 

she weaves her pain 

into poems  

 

 

forgotten ruins 

dressed in the veil of night  

 

 

wave by wave 

structures  

of togetherness  

 

 

trapped in permafrost 

an ameoba swarm's signs  

 

 

we change the side 

on Abbey Road  

 

 

coffered in his dusty cabinet  

the Iron Cross  
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child poverty,  

they do not look up 

from their soup plates  

 

 

tiny like toys 

fields below the fissured rock  

 

 

the kingdom 

of heaven and ...  

noisy wind turbines  

 

 

gaps         in our knowledge  

 

******** 

 

A New Junicho:  

 

Helga Stania, Switzerland  

Ramona Linke, Germany  

 

hokku – Helga [shasei]  

wakiku – Ramona [cultural - art]  

daisan – Helga [cultural - literature]  

#4 – Ramona [shasei]  

#5 – Helga[gendai]  

#6 – Ramona [gendai]  

#7 – Ramona [cultural - music]  

#8 – Helga [cultural - politics]  

#9 – Ramona [cultural - social facilities]  

#10 – Helga [shasei]  

#11 – Ramona [cultural - religion]  

ageku – Helga [gendai]  
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The Loaded Brush 

 

 

The short night – 

on the hairy caterpillar 

beads of dew.        Buson, trans. Hass  

 

reluctant sunrise 

unfolding the meadow      Maurice 

 

a quiet whirring… 

unknown visitors 

hover         Barbara  

 

* * *  

 

 

poised over the canvas 

the loaded brush       Breda  

 

plump blackberries 

glistening 

under a hunter’s moon      Maeve 

 

white witches caught 

in a sepia shot        Giles 

 

* * *  

 

 

lurid pasta 

swirl on the plate 

stinking of sea       Donal 

 

initiate with me 

our truest sequence       Mark  
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in the heavy silence 

their eyes study 

fractals of snow       Maurice 

 

* * *  

 

 

The pupils sit down 

waiting for the lesson       Barbara 

 

blown by a breeze 

onto the ground – 

cherry blossom       Maeve 

 

Easter Sunday 

pigeons feast on seedlings      Breda  

 

 

 

 

Renju:  

 

Mark Baker, Maurice Devitt, Donal Gordon, Giles Newington, Barbara O’Shea, Maeve 

O’Sullivan (sabaki, editor), Breda Wall Ryan (shuhitsu, scribe)  

 

Composed at the Teachers’ Club, Dublin on Friday 13th June 2014 at a Hibernian Poetry 

Workshop meeting.  

 

 

 

 

On Friday 13th June 2014, I led a renku with some fellow members of the Hibernian Poetry 

Workshop which has been running for a few years. Most of the workshop members, although 

accomplished and widely-published writers of ‘regular’ poetry, don’t write haiku, and none of 

them had ever participated in a renku before. As a long-standing and widely-published haiku 

poet and someone who’d participated in several renku, and led a few, I welcomed this challenge 

but was also a little nervous. Since it was summer, I decided to select a summer haiku from the  
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canon, something from which a number of links could be made. I’m a big fan of Buson’s, so 

chose one of his, as translated by Robert Hass. Hass subsequently gave us permission – via email 

- to publish it as part of our renku.  

 

There were seven of us on the night. The first task was to explain how a 12-verse shisan renku 

works. For this I was helped by the online preview of a draft chapter on “Shisan” in Renku 

Reckoner by John Carley (forthcoming from Darlington Richards Press). The process was that 

anyone could proffer a verse, except for the person whose verse had just been chosen for the 

previous verse. Then we would look at all the offerings and discuss which one might fit the best, 

with me as sabaki having the casting vote if necessary, and suggesting some immediate edits.  

 

It’s probably fair to say that the most difficult aspect of the process for the participants was not 

writing a poem collaboratively, which would have been new to most of the renju, or even 

adhering to the seasonal and other criteria, but grasping the concept of ‘link and shift’ - which is 

essential to all renku - and consequently avoiding repetition of images, ideas etc. That took a bit 

of adjustment. On the plus side, we had plenty of offerings for each verse, and, as you might 

expect from a group of experienced poets, these verses were very lyrical.  

 

The first draft of the renku took about three hours to complete as that was all the time we had. 

Happily, each of the seven renju had least one verse chosen for the renku. We chose the title and 

did a couple of edits on the night, then I proposed a few more afterwards, having had time to 

read back over it. These were done mainly to ensure the integrity of the ‘link and shift’. For 

example, the original first line of verse 3 (by Barbara) read ‘a quiet hum’, but I felt this sounded 

too insect-like, thus not shifting away enough from the caterpillar in verse 1, so we changed it to 

‘a dull whirring’ instead. Similarly, the original line 2 of verse 8 (by Mark) read ‘a magical 

sequence’ - too close to the witches in verse 6 – so that was changed to ‘our truest sequence’.  

 

We’re proud of the end result, and delighted that AHG have seen fit to publish it.  

 

Maeve O’Sullivan   
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Gita Chanting  

 

 

Gita chanting . . .  

the birds become 

an ellipsis        kala  

 

the scarecrow stands 

with a fading smile       radhika  

 

a child walks 

into the pond 

to cup the harvest moon      prachi  

 

ripples in the water 

break my solitude       hana  

 

***  

 

 

watching the sunset 

our hands brush together 

once, then twice       mihir  

 

the ring on his finger 

shines bright with promise      aashima  

 

she liked her coffee black 

like her soul 

he should’ve known       purvi  

 

a dog hides in a tattered quilt 

under the streetlights       ritu 

 

perched on needles of ice 

an owl and 

its kaleidoscope eyes       nayaneeka, vedica and purvi  
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the evening settles 

into a dull stillness       karishma  

 

***  

 

 

a whistle blows  

as the train gathers speed 

on a dusty day       maulik, aalisha 

 

your pickup lines 

were as cheesy as a pizza      maulik 

 

when we kiss  

I taste the next  

50 years of my life       nayaneeka  

 

fireflies dance 

to greet the yellow moon      ankita  

 

messengers from Indralok 

flooding the town 

on a stormy night       prachi  

 

sitting on the window sill 

he has a déjà vu       Gaarima  

 

***  

 

 

lights flashing 

he struck the last beat       mihir 

 

on the double bass 

pinwheels whirling 

to the sounds of mirth      ankita  
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under a hazy orb  

the garden overflows  

with camellias       simone and ankita 

 

vanishing footprints 

in the melting snow       jhanvi and nayaneeka 

 

 

 

A live nijuin written by undergraduates of the Symbiosis School for Liberal Arts, Pune  

 

These students had opted for *Haiku and allied genres like renku, tanka, haibun, and haiga* as 

an elective in their 4 year degree course. This nijuin was written in four classes of two hours 

each, from 2nd September to 11th September.  

 

 

The Contributors:  

 

Kala Ramesh (sabaki) - vs 1 

Radhika Mohite – vs 2 

Prachi Agrawal –vs 3 

Hana Masood –vs 4 

Mihir Oak –vs 5 

AashimaSafi –vs 6 

Purvi Edara –vs 7 

Rituparna Singh –vs 8 

Nayaneeka Dutta Choudhury & Vedika Bajaj & Purvi Edara –vs 9 

Karishma Sawlani –vs 10 

Maulik Dabholkar & Aalisha Patil –vs 11 

Maulik Dabholkar –vs 12  

Nayaneeka Dutta Choudhury –vs 13 

Ankita Datta –vs 14 

Prachi Agrawal –vs 15 

Gaarima Mishra –vs 16 

Mihir Oak –vs 17 

Ankita Datta –vs 18 

Simone Noronha & Ankita Datta –vs 19 

Jhanvi Tiwari & Nayaneeka Dutta Choudhury–vs 20  
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A Pair of New Clams  

 

 

Kamakura— 

a toddler attracted to  

a gap in the wall       eiko  

 

two kisses and sixpence 

from the tooth fairy       paul  

 

hop, step, and jump 

through the mottled dirt road 

a summer hat        eiko 

 

cooled in the cathedral 

she resumes shopping      paul  

 

eyebrow moon hangs 

on the indigo shadow 

of a skyscraper       eiko  

 

another busy day 

at the waxing salon       paul  

 

***  

 

 

power cuts bring 

a week of candlelight 

and many a story       paul 

 

‘no net ensnares me’,  

was that cry a confession?      eiko  

 

out on the moor 

we dig a snow hole 

and try to get some sleep      paul  
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a suave band dances 

aurora borealis       eiko  

 

flexing joints 

the old man off 

in search of a heart       paul  

 

today Nature retracted 

the stap cell paper       eiko  

 

we pass quickly 

through the hall of mirrors 

into the freak show       paul  

 

leaving his palace 

young Buddha to be       eiko  

 

someone plays the lute 

and softly sings 

Moon of Alabama       paul 

 

can’t shed dewdrops 

a weary butterfly       eiko  

 

sit down! sit down!  

it’s only a harvest mouse 

in with the grain       paul  

 

awaken to the clog-steps 

of blossom viewers       eiko  

 

*** 

 

 

long day 

a registered mail came back 

as unclaimed        eiko 
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plates of mud pies 

in the play house       paul  

 

a fragrance of dusk 

wraps walkers from 

waterloo station       eiko 

 

the wild grass dreams 

of Mont Saint Jean       paul  

 

from the frayed side 

of an iron helmet 

a beautiful beetle       eiko  

 

searching grandma’s box 

for the right shirt button      paul  

 

lest you should have 

a crush on him, remember 

a pocketful of rye       eiko 

 

after thirty good years 

a return to Gretna Green      paul  

 

waves keep on rushing 

into the cave bringing 

subtle voices        eiko  

 

her second scan shows 

she’s in remission  

paul 

 

for their feast 

quail eggs boiled, each becomes 

the body of a crane       eiko  
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semaphore signals 

‘not waving but drowning’      paul  

 

***  

 

 

the professor points out 

the Sea of tranquility 

over Fukushima       paul 

 

the fresh brisk winds 

drying a tsunami bible      eiko 

 

the eldest ewe 

nuzzles in a lost lamb 

from the autumn field      paul  

 

Little Boy Blue 

Come blow your horn      eiko  

 

she slowly raises 

her cherry blossom tattoo 

for comparison       paul  

 

a pair of new clams 

in Neptune’s Garden       shuhitsu  

 

 

Paul Conneally, Loughborough, England 

Eiko Yachimoto, Yokosuka, Japan  

 

The on-line composition of the Kasen-style renku started on 29 June, 2014 and completed on 19 

July, 2014.  
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It has been nearly ten years since I wrote a renku in a session led by Paul. I used to translate all 

my renku into Japanese, during the process of which I had fun creating Japanese equivalent for 

Paul’s charming links. Some of them have taken root in me, thus a boy reading Basho in the first 

train has been with me as I lost my sister, both of my parents, Hortensia Anderson and John 

Carley, my long time renku friends.  

 

A Pair of New Clams literally happened on facebook this summer like a pleasant conversation 

between two old friends. Unlike me I did not pay much attention to the rules of kasen. Let it be 

was my attitude.  

 

I am always a language lover, but this renku not only revealed forgotten chords and nooks in me 

but also proved one article I clipped today: “our language, the solid mother earth, becomes richer 

as we plow her with our fresh words!” Inter-cultural renku, where poets have more chances to 

cut open an untrodden terrain, seems to have an advantage: Being different from each other gives 

birth to a new soil, a new life.  

 

For those who are in trouble, depression, doubt or sorrow, renku has got an enormous power. It 

gives them flourishing perspectives towards life. Rereading, I am finding myself gently 

consoled.  

 

I cannot thank Paul enough. 

 

Eiko Yachimoto 

27 September, 2014  
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Carl Seguiban 
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Cherie Hunter Day 
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Lavana Kray 
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Shloka Shankar, haiku & Dwarakanathan Ravi, photograph 
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Violette Rose-Jones  
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Violette Rose-Jones 
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Paresh Tiwari, haiku & Dr. Rajat Srivasta, photograph 
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Alegria Imperial 
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Alegria Imperial  
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Alegria Imperial 
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Debbie Strange 
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Rodney Williams 

 

  



AHG 4:1 December 2014 

164 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Ken Sawitri 
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Due to the unexpected departure of Matthew Paul, A Hundred Gourds will be looking for a 

suitable editor for our Expositions section in 2015. 

 

Many thanks to Michael Dylan Welch who, at very short notice, has generously provided both a 

thought-provoking essay and a book review for AHG readers’ interest and pleasure. Also in this 

issue our tanka editor, Susan Constable, reviews two contemporary tanka-related books. 
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Buson or Shiki: The Confusing Authorship of the “Two Autumns” Poem 

 

 

by Michael Dylan Welch  

 

In reading poems translated from Japan, it does not take long before one comes across the 

following classic haiku, one that is often attributed to Buson but is actually by Shiki:  

行く我にとゞまる汝に秋二つ  

 

for me going 

for you staying— 

two autumns  

 

This poem is effective because of its memorable wording and for its fresh notion of separation 

indicated by the supposedly different autumns. Yet, though two people are separating, perhaps 

their autumns will be shared in spirit. It is this oneness, despite separation, that gives the poem 

appeal and resonance. R. H. Blyth says that “the whole of life is given here, our meetings, our 

partings, the world of nature we each live in, different yet the same” (page xxx (sic), Haiku 

volume 4).  

 

The poem has had so much appeal, in fact, that in 1990 Garry Gay named the annual reading 

series of the Haiku Poets of Northern California after this poem. Every year HPNC publishes an 

anthology of poems by the featured readers in the Two Autumns reading series, and the first 

book was itself named Two Autumns. HPNC’s press is also named Two Autumns Press after this 

first book. Garry found the poem in Harold G. Henderson’s An Introduction to Haiku 

(Doubleday, 1958), and wrote to the publisher to secure permission to use the poem for the 

group’s purposes, even though he chose to revise Henderson’s version. As of 2014, HPNC has 

published more than thirty books with its Two Autumns Press imprint, including more than two 

dozen for the reading series, featuring a hundred poets since the series began, including a 

retrospective twenty-fifth anniversary anthology in 2014, titled One Song. With its singular song 

of haiku, Two Autumns is, I believe, the longest-running haiku poetry reading series outside 

Japan.  

 

What’s interesting, however, is an error in this poem’s attribution. This error is presumably of 

particular interest to the Haiku Poets of Northern California, given its emphasized association 

with the “two autumns” poem, but also of interest to anyone who has encountered the poem in 

numerous books of haiku translation over many decades. Henderson’s book identifies the author 

as Buson, the second of Japan’s four great haiku masters, who lived from 1716 to 1784. Yet  
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Buson did not write the poem. While the attribution error may be minor, it has been a persistent 

one, and the curious situation of who really wrote the poem—and why incorrect attribution 

continues to occur—emphasizes the vulnerability of English-language haiku poets who must 

receive their information on Japanese haiku through translations. The vulnerability in this case 

may be limited to a typo, or it may be more serious, but the misattribution of the “two autumns” 

poem illustrates how readers and translators of haiku might be more cautious in their acceptance 

of presumed authority.  

 

The “two autumns” poem has appeared in English in a number of versions over the years. The 

preceding rendition is what appears in the first Two Autumns book. Garry Gay adapted it from 

the translation he found in Henderson’s An Introduction to Haiku, which, he says, was why he 

sought Doubleday’s permission to use the poem, which they granted. Henderson attributed the 

poem to Buson and it also appeared in the first Two Autumns book attributed to Buson. This 

poem also surfaces in Robert Hass’s prominent book, The Essential Haiku (Ecco, 1994). For 

comparison, here are the versions by Henderson and Hass:  

 

For me who go,  

      for you who stay— 

          two autumns. 

 

   (Henderson, page 111)  

 

 

        I go,  

you stay;  

        two autumns. 

 

   (Hass, page 81)  

 

 

Hass’s book also attributes the haiku to Buson. However, contrary to these attributions, in A 

History of Haiku, Volume Two (Hokuseido, 1964), R. H. Blyth attributes the poem to Shiki. 

Specifically, in Chapter 37, entitled “Shiki: The Haiku Poet,” Blyth clearly suggests by the 

chapter’s context that the poem is Shiki’s:  
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        I going, 

You remaining,— 

        Two autumns.  

 

 

“This was written,” Blyth comments, “in the 2nd year of Meiji [1870; this reference is incorrect, 

however, as will be explained], upon [the poet’s] parting from Sōseki on the 19th of October, at 

Matsuyama, when leaving for Tōkyō. It is a kind of existentialism” (page 97). The reference to 

Sōseki seems to definitively place the poem in the time of Shiki, who lived from 1867 to 1902. 

Sōseki was born in the same year as Shiki, and lived until 1916. Blyth’s reference is confusing, 

though, because the Meiji era ran from 1868 to 1912; consequently, in the second year of the 

Meiji period, Shiki and Sōseki would have both been toddlers. As much of a master poet Shiki 

may have been, I rather suspect he was not writing haiku at age two. We might conclude that 

Blyth’s anecdote is in error and the poem is indeed by Buson, but I think the error here is just 

limited to the reference to the year.  

 

A more trusted source on when the poem was written, and by whom, is If Someone Asks . . . 

Masaoka Shiki’s Life and Haiku, a book of Shiki’s haiku from the Matsuyama Municipal Shiki-

Kinen Museum published in 2001. This book, published in Shiki’s hometown, says that Shiki 

wrote the poem at age 28, which would have been around 1895. Here is this book’s version:  

 

me leaving 

you staying 

two autumns  

 

Another translation from Matsuyama, which I believe to be by Kimiyo Tanaka, is also available 

online at the Matsuyama University website where the poem appears as follows, attributed to 

Shiki:  

 

I am going 

you’re staying 

two autumns for us  

 

In his book Masaoka Shiki: Selected Poems (Columbia University Press, 1998), Burton Watson 

also attributes the poem to Shiki, with the accompanying explanation that matches the anecdotal 

information Blyth provided:  
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Taking leave of Sōseki (the novelist Natsume Sōseki (1867–1916), who at this time was a middle 

school teacher in Matsuyama. Shiki was leaving Matsuyama for Tokyo). 

 

For me, who go,  

for you who stay behind— 

two autumns 

 

What is to be made of the various contradictions in attributions? We may still wonder who really 

wrote the poem. Because Blyth’s and Watson’s translations are so assertively linked to a specific 

person who lived during Shiki’s life, how could the poem have been written in Buson’s time a 

hundred years earlier? Who really wrote this haiku, and when?  

 

Perhaps the romaji versions of the poems might reveal that the two poets merely wrote similar 

poems (a phenomenon I’ve referred to as déjà-ku). In comparing the romaji, however, the poems 

are not just similar but identical (except for capitalization), and nowhere is there any discussion 

about the amazing coincidence of two poets independently writing identical poems. Occam’s 

razor would have us believe that this is simple an attribution error. Hass’s book does not include 

the romaji, but Henderson’s, Blyth’s, Watson’s, and the Shiki Museum’s books do, and their 

being identical suggests, with other evidence, that the attribution to Buson is simply incorrect:  

 

Yuku ware ni todomaru nare ni aki futatsu 

Yuku ware ni    todomaru nare ni    aki futatsu 

yuku ware ni / todomaru nare ni / aki futatsu 

yuku ware ni todomaru nare ni aki futatsu  

 

Henderson  

Blyth 

Watson 

Shiki Musuem  

 

Even for those who do not read Japanese, it is easy to see that, where provided, the Japanese 

characters are identical, too. If the poem is Shiki’s, how did Henderson come to attribute the 

poem to Buson? Henderson died in 1974, so perhaps we will never know the answer to that 

question. Hass apparently used Henderson’s book as a source and merely repeated the error. In 

May of 2010, I wrote to Professor Hass about this issue, and this is what he wrote in response:  
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Thanks, Michael, for your note. I’m aware of the problem. I did my work on haiku over a stretch 

of years, so I don’t remember exactly how I came to perpetuate this confusion. I think I must 

have come across the poem in Henderson and had its provenance confirmed by Blythe [sic]—

when he was attributing the poem to Buson. I haven’t got definitive textual confirmation from a 

Shiki or a Buson scholar, but I am pretty sure the poem is Shiki’s. So I intend—regretfully, it is 

such an extraordinary poem—to cut it from The Essential Haiku in the next printing when there 

is one. Hope you are thriving!  

 

Bob 

 

 

However, there is more to the mystery. R. H. Blyth not only attributes the poem to Shiki, as 

already mentioned, but also attributes the poem to Buson, as alluded to by Hass. In the fourth 

volume of Haiku (1952), it appears as follows, including Blyth’s introductory sentence (page xxx 

(sic)):  

 

The following five verses are by Buson, showing the humanity of the artist-poet, much greater 

than usually supposed:  

 

Yuku ware  ni    todomaru nare ni    aki futatsu  

 

        I go;  

thou stayest:  

        Two autumns.  

 

Notice that the romaji is identical as on page 97 of Blyth’s A History of Haiku, Volume Two, but 

that the translation differs. What, indeed, are we to make of this?  

 

When I asked William Higginson for his opinion on this puzzle, he said that because a translator 

as esteemed as Burton Watson had so assertively connected the poem to a contemporary 

anecdote and explanation, he considered the matter to be at rest—that the poem must indeed be 

Shiki’s. Janine Beichman’s biography of the poet, Masaoka Shiki (Kodansha International, 

1982), does not mention the “two autumns” poem. When Donald Keene’s biography, The Winter 

Sun Shines In: A Life of Masaoka Shiki (Columbia University Press), was published in 2013, I 

wondered if it might address the issue, or quote the poem, but unfortunately it does not. 

However, the friendship between Shiki and Sōseki is made abundantly clear. Surely the  
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matching anecdotal explanations given by Blyth and Watson carry enough weight to lend 

credence to Higginson’s conclusion. Indeed, when I contacted representatives of the Shiki 

Museum in Matsuyama about this poem, they expressed indignation that anyone would 

misattribute Shiki’s poem in English. Their book of Shiki’s best and most appealing poems 

features just 115 out of more than 23,600 haiku that Shiki wrote, so their indignation at the 

misattribution of so prominent a poem is understandable.  

 

I believe we can safely conclude that Blyth’s original attribution of the poem to Buson is simply 

in error (although how he did that is still a mystery), and that Henderson and Hass repeated the 

same error, seemingly using the erroneous Blyth attribution as a source rather than the original 

Japanese. But I still remain curious how Blyth could have made the error in the first place. In 

2005, I invited R. H. Blyth’s daughter Harumi M. Blyth to speak at the Haiku North America 

conference in Port Townsend, Washington. I asked her if she might shed some light on this 

mystery, but she said she knew nothing about it, or her father’s translation process, and also 

suggested that the bulk of her father’s papers were not preserved. Blyth wrote much of his work 

on haiku while interned in a relocation camp for foreigners in Japan during World War II, so his 

access to original source material was limited (for more on this context, read Robert Aitken’s 

brief memoir, “Remembering Blyth Sensei,” in Tricycle, Spring 1998, also available online, with 

photos and the title of “Remembering R. H. Blyth”. However, given the accuracy and breadth of 

the remainder of Blyth’s books, his misattribution of the Shiki poem seems uncharacteristic—

greatly in the minority. Yet this misattribution has proliferated not only in books but now on 

numerous websites as well.  

 

Harold Henderson’s initial repetition of this error strongly suggests that Henderson specifically 

consulted Blyth’s first translation of this poem (published in 1952) when he wrote his 

Introduction to Haiku (published in 1958). Henderson’s earlier book on haiku, The Bamboo 

Broom (Houghton Mifflin, 1934), does not contain the “two autumns” poem, so Henderson’s 

first translation of this poem would appear to be from 1958. It seems reasonable to assume that 

either Henderson perpetuated Blyth’s original error or that both Henderson and Blyth consulted 

the same original but erroneous source—an über-source that I can find no evidence for. Blyth’s 

A History of Haiku (1964) is more recent than the four-volume Haiku set (1949–1952), so 

readers can view Blyth’s most recent book to be more reliable, and that Blyth took this later 

publication as an opportunity to correct himself.  

 

The discovery of this attribution error and the contradiction even in Blyth’s hallowed writings 

illustrates the fallibility of translators and their publishers, though of course readers should be 

forgiving. Because the poem is clearly Shiki’s, what this discovery means to the Haiku Poets of  
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Northern California is simply a small correction to the history of the organization and its long-

running reading series.  

 

What this discovery means to other readers of haiku translations, however, is a caution to be ever 

vigilant and wary—and to question even the most reliable translators. There seem to be a variety 

of problems to be wary of. For example, Keisuke Nishimoto’s Haiku Picturebook for Children 

(Heian International, 1998) incorrectly attributes an Issa poem to Matsumoto Takashi (I have 

written about this at ‘Two Books for Children’ ; the original Japanese version of this book does 

not have the error). Two other translators I know of who have perpetuated the error of attributing 

the “two autumns” poem to Buson are Hiag Akmakjian in his book Snow Falling from a Bamboo 

Leaf: The Art of Haiku (Capra Press, 1979) and Naomi Wakan in her book Haiku: One Breath 

Poetry (Pacific Rim Publishers, 1993). Though they provide their own versions of the poem, one 

wonders whether they translated from an authoritative original Japanese source or if they might 

have just reworked a previous translation, such as Blyth’s or Henderson’s—and now seem to be 

caught out in such a practice by the repetition of the attribution error (this reminds me of 

cartographers who deliberately add “errors” to their maps, sometimes called “trap streets,” to 

prove if they’ve been copied). One assumes, naturally, that a true translation would be made 

from the original text, but perhaps we should never make that assumption. At least Robert Hass 

admits in his book that he consulted other translations to make most of his “versions.”  

 

Here, too, is another version, much earlier this time, from Harold Stewart’s A Net of Fireflies 

(Rutland, Vermont: Tuttle, 1960, page 84), complete with Stewart’s ponderous title and 

inimitable rhyme, also attributing the poem to Buson:  

SINCE IT MUST BE SO . . .  

 

You must remain, I must depart,  

Two autumns falling in the heart.  

 

In a brief “Research Note” in Frogpond 35:1, Winter 2012, Charles Trumbull says that this poem 

was attributed to Buson in two editions of X. J. Kennedy’s college textbook, An Introduction to 

Poetry (1995, seventh edition, page 73, citing Henderson as the translator; and 1998, ninth 

edition, page 100, citing Hass as the translator).  

 

The attribution error is perpetuated in other ways, too, not even counting many online 

misattributions. In Lonnie Hull Dupont’s publication, The Haiku Box (Journey Editions/Tuttle, 

2001), she quotes Hass’s translation, attributing the poem to Buson. Thus the ripples spread out. 

Similarly, a search of the Internet reveals numerous repetitions of the Buson attribution error,  
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seemingly all by Westerners. One wonders where they got their information—or maybe it’s 

obvious that they consulted Hass, Henderson, or Blyth. At ahapoetry.com, Jane Reichhold 

actually attributes the same poem to Bashō, but that is probably an unrelated lapse in scholarship, 

yet I’ve seen this error perpetuated elsewhere online, too, usually citing Reichhold as the 

translator, but believing the poem to be Bashō’s. I suppose someone might as well attribute the 

poem to Issa, too, so that all the great haiku masters might be credited. In contrast, Japanese 

sources I’ve explored on the Internet have uniformly attributed the poem to Shiki, and do not 

make the same attribution error that seems to have begun with Blyth.  

 

The problem goes beyond the attribution of the Shiki poem. For example, David Lanoue has 

written in Modern Haiku (Volume XXXI, Number 2, Summer 2000) about Sam Hamill’s 

repetition of translation errors from Nobuyuki Yuasa, calling into question the method that 

Hamill asserts to have used: working from the original Japanese texts. Apparently, though, 

Hamill did not use original Japanese texts—at least not all the time. Little harm may come from 

many attribution or translation errors themselves, but the ease with which such errors are 

perpetuated in haiku should give us pause regarding other information we receive in English 

about haiku. English-language haiku poets are indeed in a vulnerable position in that we receive 

our perceptions of Japanese haiku largely through translators. If the translators are in error, we 

can too easily perpetuate the error, for we have few other sources of information—and 

sometimes no other sources at all. It is therefore not just the translators who should be vigilant 

with haiku, but readers also.  
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Shiki’s Winter 

 

The scent of plum blossoms and the clouds of cherry blossoms still delight the Japanese, today as 

in the Heian period, and many thousands, if not millions, of Japanese travel long distances to see 

the red autumn leaves; but poets hardly mention them any longer, preferring to compose haiku or 

tanka to describe the experience of living in a modern world. This was Shiki’s achievement.  

— Donald Keene, The Winter Sun Shines In  

 

We who write haiku have all heard how Shiki died young of tuberculosis, and how he was 

bedridden and in great pain for the last years of his life. But no book I’ve read before about Shiki 

and his haiku revolution makes the poet’s pain as real, intense, and extensive as does Donald 

Keene’s new Shiki biography, The Winter Sun Shines In: A Life of Masaoka Shiki . The book 

takes as its primary source Shiki zenshū, the complete collection of Shiki’s writings, in twenty-

five volumes. Keene’s book tells of Shiki’s life, including his samurai ancestry, his birth and  
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early years in Matsuyama, his being banned from public speaking at his high school because of 

political activism, his university days and an original desire to be a philosopher, his brief sojourn 

to China as a war correspondent, his friendship with Natsume Sōseki, the start of the Hototogisu 

haiku journal, and the critical writing that brought him quick fame in haiku circles. More 

importantly, the book covers Shiki’s reformation of haiku and tanka, and his explorations of 

fiction, haibun, Noh plays, shintaishi (longer poems, often Western in style), and kanshin (poems 

in Chinese). And of course, it covers his essays and critical writing, which is what really set him 

apart.  

 

As the narrative unfolds, readers are shown an ambitious young man who takes unconventional 

steps through education, changes his mind frequently, to the point of contradicting himself, and 

is often short-tempered and coldhearted, especially during his invalid years. We come to know 

that Shiki had no romantic interests, despite visiting Tokyo’s pleasure quarters. Keene explains 

that “The closest Shiki came to feeling love may have been with nature, the subject of much of 

his poetry” (37). Instead of committing to another person, Shiki seemed committed solely to 

poetry—although at first unsure of that direction. But eventually Shiki took an unspoken vow to 

poetry, and this vow manifested itself in an extraordinarily prolific career over a short period of 

time, nearly all of his poems and essays written despite intense pain and debilitation. Keene’s 

book is liberally sprinkled with sample poems, cleanly translated, but what makes them shine is 

understanding them in context—what was happening in Shiki’s life at each moment. What 

Keene writes of Shiki’s tanka is equally applicable to his haiku: “Their striking feature, the one 

the reader is most likely to remember, is their background: the terrible illness that confined Shiki 

to a sickroom and kept him from nature, the object of his worship” (135).  

 

Of course, the major event that happened in Shiki’s lifetime was the Meiji Restoration, which not 

only reestablished the emperor after centuries of shogunate rule, but also welcomed swift 

modernization when Western influence was finally allowed—after centuries of isolation. Shiki’s 

Western-influenced haiku revolution has given rise to the notion of a pre-Shiki aesthetic for 

haiku, but as Keene emphasizes with this book, perhaps there would be no haiku at all today 

were it not for Shiki. In Shiki’s time, much of the Japanese nation seemed drunk on Western 

influence, and soaked in all manner of Western arts, literature, clothing, trade practices, and even 

baseball, which Shiki loved. These influences helped to prompt Shiki to initiate his reform of 

haiku, and then tanka. Central to his haiku reform, as we know, was the concept of shasei, or 

sketching from life. What some of us may not have known was the source of this concept. It 

came from Nakamura Fusetsu, a painter friend of Shiki’s who had studied Western painting and 

concluded that art should “faithfully reflect whatever it portrays” (2–3), which Shiki applied to 

haiku. This approach helped other haiku poets get away from hackneyed traditional subjects, like 

cherry blossoms, to write instead of a broader range of modern, everyday subjects. This change  
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of focus had the effect of energizing haiku in Japan. Keene’s book devotes an entire chapter to 

shasei, which he says, “describes not the poet’s emotions on observing a certain scene, nor the 

memories the scene brings back, but what he has just observed” (97). Elsewhere, Shiki writes 

about objectivity, saying “If you see a flower and think it is beautiful, this is a quite normal and 

widespread reaction, so all you have to say is that you see a flower; it is not necessary to mention 

it is beautiful” (113). In 1921, this perspective would find a Western echo in T. S. Eliot’s notion 

of the “objective correlative,” which asserts that objective, external facts perceived through the 

senses will immediately evoke internal feeling. This is a fact of language that poets should trust, 

as with shasei, in writing poems with clear images—and it’s worth noting that Shiki was there 

before Eliot.  

 

The book tells us of Shiki’s many disciples, of Shiki’s disappointment that Takahama Kyoshi 

would not be his successor, and of the poet’s desire to explore a variety of literary forms. We 

also learn of the low state of Japanese literature at the time, providing fertile ground for Shiki’s 

reforms, and how deeply Shiki studied haiku of the past, even going as far as trying to classify all 

haiku written in the past—every last one of them (haiku poets were obviously just as obsessive 

then as they can be today). Shiki broke with Kyoshi, in fact, because Kyoshi would not commit 

himself to the same level of intense study of haiku that Shiki maintained. Instead, Kyoshi chose 

to focus primarily on the art of writing haiku, not the study of it.  

 

Shiki, of course, did both, and this intensity was no doubt why he was often short-tempered even 

with his mother and sister who looked after him for years when he became bedridden. This 

intensity, too, is surely what enabled him to continue writing, even extensively, while in 

excruciating pain from his illness.  

 

Ultimately, as Keene concludes, “Shiki’s importance can be measured in terms of the 

extraordinary popularity that haiku has enjoyed ever since he began his work” (201). Indeed, 

Keene emphasizes, Shiki “changed the nature of haiku and tanka” (201), and brought it into the 

modern world.  

 

Some miscellaneous notes from Keene’s book:  

 

1. Shiki experimented with Western-style rhyme in his longer poems. Keene says, “His 

experiments were not successful if only because rhyme is so easy in Japanese as to be hardly 

noticeable” (7; all words in Japanese end with a vowel or the 'n' sound).  

 

2. Keene quotes the following poem, “As I eat a persimmon / The temple bell tolls at / Hōryūji” 

(8). Keene says that a prefatory note explains that it was “composed at a teahouse near Hōryū-ji  
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[Keene is inconsistent with hyphenation], the oldest and most impressive temple in Nara” (8). He 

adds, though, that “it is probable that the last line was originally Tōdai-ji, another great temple in 

Nara,” and asks, “why should he have changed Tōdai-ji to Hōryū-ji?” (8). He explains that it was 

most likely because of the sound—not of the poem but of the bell itself. On a recent trip to Japan 

(during which I read Keene’s book), I had the privilege of standing under the huge Tōdai-ji bell, 

and cannot imagine that the Hōryū-ji bell could possibly have “a far deeper, prolonged resonance 

than Tōdai-ji,” but there you go. More significant, perhaps, is the point that Shiki had no 

reservations about changing the 'facts' for poetic effect.  

 

3. Speaking of sound, Shiki advised his students on many aspects of haiku composition, but did 

not discuss sound. Keene says, “to this day most haiku poets, unlike tanka poets, remain 

indifferent to sound” (9). This seems like a sweeping generalization to me, and I’ve found many 

poems, Shiki’s included, where the sounds, in Japanese, are clearly part of their appeal. 

Nevertheless, no evidence exists that Shiki ever discussed sound in haiku. Perhaps this was 

because haiku was primarily a written art, not a spoken one.  

 

4. Shiki learned English in school. In 1892, when the poet was 25, he seems to have been the 

first person to translate Bashō’s furuike ya into English. Keene reports that the following 

translation was part of an essay about Bashō, in English, in which Shiki says “If the rule is the 

best is the simplest holds good in rhetoric, our Japanese [hokku] must be the best of literature” 

and “We shall try to translate some of [Bashō’s] poems . . . to show the Japanese rhetoric” (32). 

Here is Shiki’s English translation: “The old mere! / A frog jumping in, / The sound of water.” 

This translation is listed first among the 135 versions in Hiroaki Sato’s One Hundred Frogs (New 

York: Weatherhill, 1995).  

 

5. In the year 1893, in which he turned 26, Shiki composed more than 4,000 haiku, “the most of 

any year of his life” (94). If we do the math, this averages out to almost eleven haiku per day—

an astonishing number, especially when sustained at that rate for an entire year. How many 

Western haiku poets have ever written at such a rate? I think only of Richard Wright, who wrote 

about 4,000 haiku in the last eighteen months of his life.  

 

6. Keene notes, in passing, that when Bashō used the word furuike in his old pond poem, the 

term “may have been invented by Bashō” (99).  

 

7. The text of Shiki’s first prose contribution to Hototogisu magazine begins with “If anyone 

should ask me of what use haikai was, I would have to answer that it serves no use whatever” 

(110). This brings to mind, of course, Bashō’s statement that “My art is like a fireplace in 

summer and a fan in winter.” Shiki’s claim also brings to mind the title of the Shiki Musuem’s  
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book about Shiki: If Someone Asks . . . Masaoka Shiki’s Life and Haiku (Matsuyama, Japan: 

Matsuyama Municipal Shiki-Kinen Musuem, 2001). This book takes its title not from Shiki’s 

prose but from the poem “if someone asks / say I’m still alive / autumn wind” (60). Does haiku 

really serve no use whatsoever? While Shiki remained alive, despite his descent from the winds 

of autumn into the winter of tuberculosis, haiku unquestionably sustained him.  

 

8. In today’s context of the influence of avant-garde gendai haiku, I find the following 

observation by Keene to be refreshing: “Shiki was fully aware that ingenuity, when divorced 

from feeling, quickly becomes tedious if not irritating” (111).  

 

9. Speaking of intelligibility, Keene writes that “One problem of composing haiku . . . was 

whether or not a haiku had to be readily intelligible. He [Shiki] advocated clarity of expression 

(inshō meiryō), but a haiku by Shiki, even one that seems no more than a sketch from life 

(shasei) expressed in simple language, may prove difficult for the reader to understand, 

especially if he has no previous training in haiku and knows little about the poet’s life at the time 

he composed the haiku” (114). This comment suggests the value of what I refer to as haiku’s 

“fourth line”—the name of the poet after the haiku, which provides biography, geography, 

gender, and other contextual information for those who know the poet. Keene also observes, in 

commenting about Shiki’s famous “fourteen or fifteen cockscombs” poem, that “Unless the 

reader knows the circumstances of its composition [written while Shiki was bedridden and in 

constant pain], it lacks emotional content” (115). Shiki’s haiku reeks of duende.  

 

10. The following quotations, presented with minimal commentary, may be of particular interest 

to haiku poets:  

“Shiki did not teach his pupils to be absolutely sincere in their expression of emotions or, 

conversely, to be interestingly ambiguous; he taught them instead to describe nature truthfully” 

(116). 

 

“Shiki, irritated by the smugness of the tanka poets, had resorted to mathematics to prove that 

sooner or later all possible combinations of thirty-one syllables would be exhausted. It would 

become impossible to compose an original poem” (126) And regarding haiku: “He had become 

convinced that a time was coming when all possible haiku would have been composed” (143). 

Keene then quotes Shiki in an essay about the future of haiku and the poet’s wish to broaden its 

subject matter to embrace the modern world: “It is true that individual poets bear the guilt for the 

monotony of the poems composed in recent times, but the narrowness of the scope of the tanka 

or haiku is surely also a factor” (143). 
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“Although most poets considered the haiku and tanka so dissimilar that no one could 

successfully write both, Shiki as far back as 1894 had stated that there was no basic difference 

between the two. He wrote, ‘Waka and haiku are the closest forms of literature. One could go so 

far as to say that apart from the difference in the number of syllables there is absolutely no basic 

difference between them’” (135–136). Shiki, of course, wrote both haiku and tanka extensively, 

and reformed both. 

 

When asked to comment on Bashō’s renpai (linked verse in the haikai tradition), Shiki replied, 

“The hokku is literature. Renpai is not literature and for this reason need not be discussed” (141). 

Keene adds: “Shiki’s contempt for linked verse succeeded in killing it as a medium for serious 

poetry, though it had flourished since the sixteenth century” (142). 

 

“Shiki was great because he appeared at a time when the haiku was threatened with extinction. . . 

. Shiki created a new kind of haiku that excited his generation and by making haiku respond to 

the new [Western-influenced] culture preserved it as a major element of modern Japanese 

literature. If Shiki had not composed his haiku and written his critical essays, the tanka and the 

haiku might, like the renga, have ceased to be living poetic forms and become no more than 

playthings of antiquarians” (199–200).  

 

If Keene’s biography has any shortcomings, they exist perhaps only because of my unfulfilled 

personal desires. For example, I wish the book had explored Shiki’s invention of the term 'haiku' 

in place of 'hokku.' Keene mentions this invention only in passing, in a footnote, but does say the 

term “was almost universally adopted” (211). One may ache to understand why. I also wish the 

book had addressed Shiki’s relationship to or opinion of Issa, or lack thereof. Issa is not 

mentioned once, and one footnote says “Shiki never considered any other haiku poet to rank with 

Bashō and Buson” (213). Maybe that’s the answer. On the other hand, it’s important to note that 

even Buson’s haiku was largely forgotten until Shiki praised him extensively, finding in his work 

the objectivity of his shasei approach to haiku. Keene also refers to Shiki’s discussion of 

“numerous examples of haiku, composed by quite different poets, that were almost identical in 

theme and imagery” (222). Because of my interest in what I call 'déjà-ku', or haiku that bring to 

mind other poems, I would have been interested in reading more about this. Furthermore, I wish 

Keene had presented Shiki’s famous 'two autumns' poem, and told the story of how Shiki wrote 

it for his famous novelist friend, Natsume Sōseki. This information, and any new insights I 

suspect Keene could have provided, would have helped to quell the misattribution of the poem to 

Buson, a problem begun by R. H. Blyth and perpetuated by Harold Henderson, Robert Hass, and 

other subsequent translators. Perhaps other readers will have pet subjects they also wish the book 

had addressed.  
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Some additional points about Keene’s book are that it contains extensive notes, running to 

twenty-nine pages, often with interesting contexts and asides, sixteen pages of photographs 

(including nine of Shiki, of over thirty known to exist) and samples of Shiki’s artwork (including 

a self-portrait that also appears on the book’s cover), a four-page bibliography, and an extensive 

index. The book is a fine companion to Janine Beichman’s previous Shiki biography of 1982 

(Beichman provides a back-cover blurb for Keene’s book, saying it is meticulously researched 

and has “a wonderful blend of brio and depth”). Indeed, Donald Keene’s The Winter Sun Shines 

In: A Life of Masaoka Shiki is a useful and readable book that everyone interested in haiku 

should read. As Keene says in his introduction, “one can say that no haiku poet is without debt to 

Shiki” (4). Haiku poets owe it to themselves to read this book to understand why.  
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Painting is poetry that is seen rather than felt, 

and poetry is painting that is felt rather than seen. 

 

This quote from Leonardo da Vinci is an apt introduction to Pamela A. Babusci’s second book of 

tanka, coming five years after A Thousand Reasons. Within the first few pages of A Solitary 

Woman readers will understand that Babusci is an artist as well as a poet. The book overflows 

with painterly tanka, including several about other artists such as Cezanne, van Gogh, and 

Picasso. Themes include romantic love, the poet’s childlessness, Babusci’s relationship with her 

parents (especially her mother), and her own experience with ovarian cancer.  

 

Gathered from over 40 publications and/or contests, the 146 tanka are presented two to a page in 

large, clear type. While this simple layout makes it easy on the eyes for readers and gives each 

poem room to breathe, it would be more aesthetically pleasing if the layout varied a little from 

page to page.  
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The dominant theme of A Solitary Woman concerns male/female relationships and the love 

shared, longed for, lost, and mourned.  

 

he tattooed 

his heart into hers 

slowly 

a crimson hibiscus opens 

scattering pollen  

 

 

he leaves 

this morning 

without touching her 

between sips of java 

a bitter taste  

 

Although the vast majority of tanka in this collection are written in the first person, there are 

exceptions, like the two just quoted. Even these third-person tanka feel, to me, as though they’re 

really about the author, and appear to reflect her own longing, loss, and loneliness. I can’t help 

but wonder if they were originally written in the first person, but changed by the poet for the 

purpose of variety or at the request of previous editors.  

 

Pamela Babusci is known for her candor, and approaches her topics with original metaphors and 

descriptions. Her tanka are intensely personal, as these examples demonstrate:  

 

what gives me 

more ecstasy 

a calla lily opening 

or your fingers 

exploring me?  

 

you altered my body 

to fit into yours – 

how gracefully 

the paper-whites bend 

towards the moon  
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In addition to the theme of romantic relationships, the unsatisfactory mother/daughter connection 

is also well explored. Among the twenty-some-odd tanka in this category, these two stand out as 

particularly honest and poignant:  

 

i cannot separate 

my feelings of love 

from hate 

mother on the horizon  

in her flowing white gown  

 

never living up 

to mother’s 

expectations 

now, i visit her grave 

in silence  

 

Other commonalities, beside theme, bind the poems in this collection. There are, for instance, 

over 50 direct references to colour. The word ‘white’ occurs the most often (12 times) with plain 

‘blue’ following close behind. ‘Red’ occurs five times but vermillion, scarlet, and crimson make 

if feel even more prominent.  

 

Flowers are also mentioned frequently: poppies, chrysanthemums, and asters among them. 

Babusci often uses them as metaphor and, along with a colour, establishes a mood. Think of the 

difference in your emotional reaction to red poppies, blue asters, and white chrysanthemums. 

Here’s a beauty that includes a flower and its colour:  

 

the intense white 

of chrysanthemums 

while making love 

i become 

a thousand petals  

 

The word ‘heart’ shows up 25 times – sometimes close to cliché, others times with a much 

greater degree of freshness. When published as stand-alone poems, many of the tanka are superb. 

In a relatively short collection, however, repetition becomes noticeable. Sometimes it’s wise, 

even necessary, to omit favourite tanka in order to avoid a ‘sound the same’ quality in a 

collection of work. That said, there are tanka in A Solitary Woman which use all three motifs 

(colour, flower, and heart) to good effect.  
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how translucent 

the heart 

of this pink waterlily  

& yours walled off  

like steel petals  

 

The attractive cover and the insightful introduction by David Terelinck lure us into this 

collection of tanka and the many enticing first lines of these poems (“her love was voiceless,” 

“as you undress me”, “after the affair”) continue to capture our attention. Unafraid to tell it like it 

is, Pamela Babusci invites us into her life. We feel her loss, loneliness, and grief, but also the 

intense love and passion of this award-winning poet.  
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As Amelia Fielden says in her preface to Conversations in Tanka, “Responsive tanka writing and 

linked verse composition have a very long and honoured tradition in Japanese literary life.” In 

English language journals, multiple-versed, collaborative works are published less often than 

stand-alone tanka, but that’s changing. Looking at Ribbons, the Tanka Society of America’s 

publication, responsive tanka were not even included until David Rice became the editor in 2012. 

At that time, only two or three were published per issue. In 2014 that number has grown to seven 

or eight.  

 

As for a definition of responsive tanka, I find it hard to pin down. The form appears, however, to 

be the result of two poets’ simple reactions to a word, phrase, or mood as they move from verse 

to verse. The connections can be quite obvious or, as found in good examples of renku, very 

subtle. Some poets consider a theme before they begin writing; others simply let it evolve as they 

write. According to Jan Foster, the responsive form opened up a whole new set of challenges for 

her. “Considering the thoughts of another person and replying to them, but carrying the 

conversation into a new direction, brought an added spice to the process of composing tanka.”  
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Following the preface, Patricia Prime offers an introduction to the book – its layout, themes, and 

many strengths. One thing I really appreciate about the format that Prime doesn’t mention, is the 

constancy of font. Responsive tanka generally state each poet’s name (one in regular font, one in 

italics) below the poem’s title. The font used in each stanza matches that used for the poet’s 

name. In Conversations in Tanka, Fielden’s poems are always in regular font, Foster’s in italics, 

rather than adhering to the way the poem may have been published originally. This makes it 

much easier for readers to identify each poet’s voice.  

 

The first section includes three conversations between the two featured poets, beginning with a 

44-tanka sequence ‘Loop Line.’ This is the longest poem in the collection – most having between 

five to fifteen verses. Some of the links are easy to identify; others are more intuitive – like 

renku, but without all the rules.  

 

like a stone glimpsed 

in the pond’s depth 

the memory 

of your face  

with each passing year  

 

that expression,  

those words when we parted,  

held no hint 

of needing to last forever – 

far off, a bird’s forlorn call  

 

Opening with a simile, Foster’s verse adds emphasis to the feelings of loss following a person’s 

death. Over time, even a very familiar face can become blurry in our memory. Fielden links her 

verse to the face in the previous one, skillfully turning from facial to verbal expressions. She then 

shifts away from human relationships to a bird’s call, while retaining the same sense of distance 

and emotion.  

 

Although I’ve read a number of Fielden’s books, this is the first time I’ve noticed her use of 

repetition.  

 

words, words, words –  

the Southern Cross sparkles 

way up high 

and a smile lights his face 

when I arrive home again   
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This verse seems particularly effective, not only for its use of a staccato style of repetition, but 

also for its sound effects. The alliteration of W’s (words, way, when), the assonance of long I’s 

(high, smile, lights, arrive), and the sibilance – especially in lines one, two, and four – tie the 

poem together.  

 

With so many tanka poets represented in this collection, it’s difficult to comment on only a few. I 

am, however, particularly fond of this one by Genie Nakano.  

 

I want so much more  

than memories … 

touch me now 

I am here, shoulders aching 

under a misty dove sky  

 

as well as this one by Jan Foster, much later in the book, but also concerning the sense of touch.  

 

that first touch 

soft as a dream 

the promise 

from looming thunderheads 

of drought-breaking rain 

 

 

The section titled Tanka Chains provides a stimulating challenge for Amari Konno and Amelia 

Fielden. Each tanka was originally published bilingually in English and Japanese – surely 

making the exercise even more difficult.  

 

rays  

of the summer moon 

illuminate 

a hidden dream 

in the depth of my heart  

 

heart to heart 

we lie these cool nights 

so many years 

since we ran together  

along deep-leafed trails  
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The last word in every tanka becomes the first word in the next one. Konno’s verse follows a 

tanka ending in the word ‘rays’, Fielden’s begins with ‘heart’ (matching the last word in the 

preceding verse), and Konno’s response to it will begin with the word ‘trails.’ The form provides 

a challenge for writers, yet is far less restrictive than rengay.  

 

Foster’s tanka continue to appear in italics when she’s in conversation with six other poets, as in 

this excerpt from the sequence ‘Tides’ written with Anne Benjamin.  

 

waves  

crash and surge – 

her first bikini 

all polka dots 

and goose bumps  

 

your breath 

ebbs on a sigh 

silence  

filled with echoes  

of questions left unasked  

 

I particularly enjoy Benjamin’s humour followed by Foster’s more serious response. Linking the 

two together are the one-syllable words in each of the opening two lines, yet the mood changes 

with the vocabulary and subject matter in the final three lines of each stanza – a delightful 

pairing! Conversations in Tanka concludes with tan renga and rengay by Foster, Marilyn 

Humbert, and Michael Dylan Welch. In two of the tan renga, there’s a verse for each season. 

This one by Welch and Fielden moves effectively from a literal seedpod serving as a rattle in the 

hands of a child, to the metaphorical straws which are unable to save a drowning adult.  

 

fading light – 

a seed pod rattles 

in the baby’s hand  

    clutching at straws 

    I repeat his words to myself  

 

Suffice it to say that anyone who enjoys tanka should find something appealing in this collection, 

with verses by other tanka poets including Owen Bullock, Margaret L. Grace, Keitha Keyes, and 

Giselle Maya. There’s not only quality in the writing, but also a pleasing variety in form and 

voice. Find a copy and enjoy!  

 


