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A Haibun in Memoriam for Hortensia Anderson 

 

June 24, 1959 – May 21, 2012 

by Sheila Windsor - England 

 

 

Chaffinch 

 

The news was expected, yet hit home. Morning now on auto. Snippets of memories. Blur of 

laundry. Words on a screen. Then, the enchanted garden. How you would love the fragrant sway 

of light and shade, through venerable branches gnarled, blossom gone except for apple still to 

come … and fruit later, the autumn your eyes will not look upon. The tortoises listen, so it seems 

to me, as I read out our poems to the sky… sapphire blue  

 

Back inside. The news still raw in the air. Punctuated. I track wing-beats to the open French 

doors, which now frame a hovering chaffinch, within reach, we are held eye to eye. It lights on 

top of the door for perch. I am out of thought, mesmerised. It leaves the door, hovers again, flies. 

Twice more at intervals it reappears.  

 

On my way to the sun I run a finger around the inkstone… my heart is light.  

 

mirror-pond our faces in the sky 
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Melbourne... 

down a bluestone lane 

my childhood  

 

Helen Davison - Australia  

 
 

 

kangaroos 

there  i  am 

in  mama's  womb  

 

Ed Markowski - USA  

 
 

 

cat's cradle 

in the photo, my mother 

my daughter's age  

 

Cara Holman - USA  

 
 

 

leaning trees 

the boy's passing whim to read 

the ancestry book  

 

Niklas Salmi - Finland  

 
 

 

tree stump 

my father tells me how  

to raise a son  

 

Gregory Hopkins - USA  
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wash tub bottom 

rusted out 

Mother's Depression stories  

 

Roger Jones - USA  

 
 

 

letters from the war — 

meeting my father 

before he was  

 

Pat Tompkins - USA  

 
 

 

Bethlehem children 

play marbles 

watched through crosshairs  

 

John McDonald - Scotland  

 
 

 

no kids of my own 

I keep the one I was 

alive  

 

Peter Newton - USA  

 
 

 

new citizenship... 

I take my time grating 

the ginger roots  

 

Nu Quang - USA  
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all that defines me babushka dolls  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

no doorbell 

on her birth mom's house... 

city of a million pines  

 

Tzetzka Ilieva - USA  

 
 

 

Parisian subway — 

even the announcer's voice 

sounds erotic  

 

Krzysztof Kokot - Poland  

 
 

 

Ulster ceasefire 

in London I duck 

at a car backfiring  

 

Marion Clarke - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

city dusk 

shadows 

overlapping  

 

Wahyu W. Basjir - Indonesia  
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goldfields... 

in the prospector's shaft 

shadow upon shadow  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

A mural 

of marching workers 

growing fissures  

 

Jack Galmitz - USA  

 
 

 

museum hall — 

bullets sound 

in silence  

 

Pravat Kumar Padhy - India  

 
 

 

iPad3 

the squelching sound 

of melon assassination  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

life before digital        a polar bear rug  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  
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the rising sun lights 

the underside of the moon 

election day  

 

Helen Davison - Australia  

 
 

 

stock market crisis — 

another cigarette 

in trembling hands  

 

Krzysztof Kokot - Poland  

 
 

 

through the door 

men seen dying 

in fictions  

 

Jack Galmitz - USA  

 
 

 

store vacancy 

a manikin's empty stare  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

a bald eagle... 

row upon row of headstones 

on the grassy hill  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  
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swift-running brook 

the line between 

theirs and ours  

 

Bill Kenney - USA  

 
 

 

sunset 

how quickly our shadows 

overtake us  

 

Gerry Bravi - Canada  

 
 

 

in her nose 

a diamond stud — 

the pain doctor  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

broken glass 

reflecting the pain 

of all involved  

 

Dan Brook - USA  

 
 

 

between breaths — 

smiling Buddha's 

incarnation  

 

Pravat Kumar Padhy - India  
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the smell of roses 

in my neighbour's garden — 

Valentine's Day  

 

Geethanjali Rajan - India  

 
 

 

Valentine's Day: 

with my girlfriend's dog 

a staring match  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

Valentine's Day... 

steam billowing 

from the scrum  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

another season's end — 

lately that feeling 

Swan Lake is leaving me  

 

Steven Carter - USA  

 
 

 

in a heartbeat 

the rise 

of a thousand wings  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  
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drifting swans... 

the riverbank dotted 

with snowdrops  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  

 
 

 

Zen circle 

the swallows return 

to last year's nest  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

across the canyon the chickadee-flickered light  

 

John Barlow - UK  

 
 

 

washing line — 

long-tailed tits line up 

with the clothes pegs  

 

Tessa Essex - UK  

 
 

 

plum blossom rain 

she hand-washes 

her delicates  

 

Aubrie Cox - USA  
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the south wind... 

when it parts the lace curtain, 

her gardener's voice  

 

Jeffrey Woodward - USA  

 
 

 

watching you sow 

row after row — 

the future in your hands  

 

Geoffrey Winch - UK  

 
 

 

sweet pea seedlings 

the trellis overrun 

       with sparrows  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

without a word 

she has brought me 

the soundless bluebell  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

ice melting 

on the windows 

my mother calls me by name  

 

Gregory Hopkins - USA  
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sneezing (alone) I watch a kigo melt  

 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg - Denmark  

 
 

 

spring breeze 

a wave to one 

not waving to me  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

spring-time 

one extra hour 

of loneliness  

 

Michael Henry Lee - USA  

 
 

 

spring equinox 

she winds the spaghetti 

around my fork  

 

John McManus - UK  

 
 

 

spring chill — 

queue at the noodle bar 

goes round the bend  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  
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egg drop soup 

how Grandma would pray 

for me  

 

Dawn Apanius - USA  

 
 

 

a Fabergé egg 

you ask for nothing less — 

I hatch a plan  

 

Geoffrey Winch - UK  

 
 

 

crown of thorns 

about to blossom... 

a phonecall from my mother  

 

Dawn Apanius - USA  

 
 

 

eastertime 

peep warriors 

in the microwave  

 

M. Kei - USA  

 
 

 

silence says it all — 

guest and host and 

Easter lily  

 

Ayaz Daryl Nielsen - USA  
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Jordan baptism — 

pure white egrets 

rise up  

 

John McDonald - Scotland  

 
 

 

touching the water — 

a meeting place when 

we come down to it  

 

Julie B. Cain - USA  

 
 

 

in the reflections 

of a rippling stream... 

I find myself  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  

 
 

 

 

the river when I just need to go with it  

 

Peter Newton - USA  

 
 

 

as if necessary... 

the sound of water 

in the bowl  

 

Jon Baldwin - UK  
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raga lalit the first thing painted is the clock  

 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg - Denmark  

 
 

 

gnomon's shadow... 

given time, my words 

rewrite themselves  

 

Autumn N. Hall - USA  

 
 

 

first day out 

the lengthening shadows 

of lambs  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

I clamber the hill 

guided by a sheep-line 

to the summit  

 

Patricia Prime - New Zealand  

 
 

 

mountains out of molehills — 

the sparrow continues 

on a shrill note  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  
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"paper beats rock" 

choosing paths 

down the mountain  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

beyond the edge of the page hummingbird  

 

Mark E. Brager - USA  

 
 

 

walking the back roads — 

a feral cat 

keeps its distance  

 

Jerry Dreesen - USA  

 
 

 

Basho meows 

for private reasons 

everyone understands  

 

Lucas Stensland - USA  

 
 

 

last night's rain — 

leading to my couch 

paw marks  

 

Geethanjali Rajan - India  
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rain-lashed bus shelter... 

recalling the man 

who undid ribbons  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

skipping stones 

three days  

since his last confession  

 

Aubrie Cox - USA 

 
 

 

hiding beneath 

submerged leaves 

the rest of the frog  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

spring rains 

each drop a window 

to the sky  

 

Máire Morrissey-Cummins - Ireland  

 
 

 

for a moment 

nothing 

but the rainbow  

 

Katrina Shepherd - Scotland  
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spring cleaning 

frost flowers blooming 

on my windshield  

 

Autumn N. Hall - USA  

 
 

 

crocuses 

circling the park 

a barefoot jogger  

 

Katrina Shepherd - Scotland  

 
 

 

morning breeze... 

cherry blossom branches 

repaint the sky  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

brisk winds 

rattle the windows — 

hay fever season  

 

Andrew Wenn - Australia  

 
 

 

wild broom in full flower a new pain in my chest  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  
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forsythia 

the golden ripples 

in his arm  

 

Katrina Shepherd - Scotland  

 
 

 

farm dam 

moorhen chicks play jacana 

on lily leaves  

 

Petrus Heyligers - Australia  

 
 

 

swimming 

with a chick on her back... 

Mother's Day  

 

Rita Odeh - Israel  

 
 

 

I wave 

until she's out of sight 

butterfly wind  

 

Cara Holman - USA  

 
 

 

late spring — 

all the attention 

a female house finch gets  

 

Tzetzka Ilieva - USA  
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watching women 

fish a chair from the creek 

belted kingfisher  

 

Andrew Shattuck McBride - USA  

 
 

 

deadwood 

the crows take in  

the sun  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

a belted kingfisher trills 

a lifeless tree 

no longer lifeless  

 

Andrew Shattuck McBride - USA  

 
 

 

birdsong 

a whip-bird cuts 

       through  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  

 
 

 

if not for its flight 

blue heron would not exist — 

evening shadows  

 

Craig W. Steele - USA  
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lily's scent 

the air heavy with 

cicada songs  

 

Leanne Mumford - Australia  

 
 

 

solar  eclipse  black  ants  crawl  into  a  yellow  rose  

 

Ed Markowski - USA  

 
 

 

eclipse 

a mother 

bares her breast  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

slap of a screen door 

sends me back to 

hollyhocks taller than me  

 

Bob Brill - USA  

 
 

 

pork and beans picnic 

we sit near the 

percussion section  

 

Helen E. Herr - Canada  
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feast over 

a second round 

of soft tuba notes  

 

William E. Cooper - USA  

 
 

 

lunch over 

she leaves her shape 

on the daisied lawn  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

white petals 

where her mouth should be 

tonguing honeysuckle  

 

Scott Owens - USA  

 
 

 

mid-summer 

gillyflower profusion 

she marries again  

 

Frances Jones - USA  

 
 

 

so loud 

in the morning hush 

sunflowers  

 

Ann K. Schwader - USA  
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methadone  clinic  clusters  of  ants  stuck  to  a  milky  way  wrapper  

 

Ed Markowski - USA  

 
 

 

casually parked 

on the shoulder of the road, 

black vultures  

 

M. Kei - USA  

 
 

 

peat bog pool 

the darkness beneath 

pond skaters  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

midsummer — 

the shadows of weeds  

reach out  

 

Ann K. Schwader - USA  

 
 

 

Queen Anne's lace — 

abandoned freight cars 

barely visible  

 

M. Kei - USA  
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summer heat — 

tying up the gate 

with dog chain  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  

 
 

 

skinny dipping 

more than water 

between us  

 

Jeff Hoagland - USA  

 
 

 

naked 

as far as I can tell 

moonlit stream  

 

Bill Kenney - USA  

 
 

 

whoop 

down the canyon 

white water  

 

Julie B. Cain - USA  

 
 

 

a gust of wind 

the dragonfly suddenly 

somewhere else  

Gerry Bravi - Canada  
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what's left behind river canyon  

 

John Hawk - USA  

 
 

 

morning sun — 

hypnotized 

by dancing dust motes  

 

Belle Shalom - USA  

 
 

 

through a wooden shutter 

light zigzags 

of a housefly  

 

Julie Bloss Kelsey - USA  

 
 

 

through the shutters 

a single fly 

carries the chug of boats  

 

Ashley Capes - Australia  

 
 

 

seaside cottage 

its lacy white curtains 

billowing  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  
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slack tide the long sigh of a coffee barge  

 

William E. Cooper - USA  

 
 

 

change in the wind — 

the sound of gulls  

receding  

 

Graham High - UK  

 

first rays of dawn — 

our path through the dunes 

is not yet in sun  

 

Graham High - UK  

 
 

 

poolside 

the quivering sunrise 

on my ceiling  

 

Quendryth Young - Australia  

 
 

 

covering the stains 

of last night 

the artist's beach  

 

Tiggy Johnson - Australia  
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fisherman 

casting shadows 

across the summer sun  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

midday 

a wasp hovers 

over the hand line  

 

Helen Davison - Australia  

 
 

 

the sandpiper in the lead sounding the retreat  

 

Peter Newton - USA  

 
 

 

dead gull picked clean 

the keel of its breast bone 

points out to sea  

 

Graham High - UK  

 
 

 

night blends into sea — 

lamps on the lobster boats 

suggest a skyline  

 

Graham High - UK  
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midnight jetty 

the sound of water 

slapping water  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

walking the beach 

beyond the lights I find 

myself alone  

 

Scott Owens - USA  

 
 

 

summer night 

illuminating the footballers' way 

white hexagons  

 

Niklas Salmi - Finland  

 
 

 

sticky night 

my sun-allergic sister 

spits fire  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

hot night 

the glow of cigarettes 

on front porches  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
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vacant lot 

children hunting 

for residents  

 

Jeff Hoagland - USA  

 
 

 

spider's supper   stolen by the boy's breath  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  

 
 

 

skink 

a bit of leaf litter  

darts away  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

name dropping the slither of a lizard's tail  

 

Eve Luckring - USA  

 
 

 

cabbage tree palms 

oscillating shadows 

dim her smile  

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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long dry spell — 

wind in the watering can 

howls for a storm  

 

Graham High - UK  

 
 

 

thunderstorm warning 

the insistent pleas 

of small children  

 

Julie Bloss Kelsey - USA  

 
 

 

with an umbrella 

hanging from my arm, 

I watch the bat  

 

Jeffrey Woodward - USA  

 
 

 

tsunami... 

a city hangs 

upside down  

 

Keith A. Simmonds - Trinidad & Tobago  

 
 

 

electric storm 

the black swan dips 

its beak into reeds  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  
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thunderstorm — 

the neighbor's alarm 

wails to itself  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

one drop of rain 

begins the many... 

you unbutton  

 

Jon Baldwin - UK  

 
 

 

double rainbow 

the call of a cuckoo  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

rainy season 

the smell of books 

from yesteryear  

 

Petrus Heyligers - Australia  

 
 

 

torrential rain 

I climb the stairs 

to a waterfall  

 

Carol Reynolds - Australia  
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funnel clouds 

the weatherman 

all worked up  

 

John Hawk - USA  

 
 

 

gales off... 

a wheelie bin overturns 

the shipping forecast  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

summer slump 

the neighborhood crows preen 

in ez-flow rain  

 

Frances Jones - USA  

 
 

 

the frayed edges 

of his walking cast — 

summer's end  

 

Julie Bloss Kelsey - USA  

 
 

 

recording session... 

a mosquito 

takes my note  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  
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shorter days...  

wizened grapes  

cling to the vine  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand 

 
 

 

in the one September foxglove flower and out  

 

John Barlow - UK  

 
 

 

narrow channel 

an osprey swallows 

an elver  

 

Alan S. Bridges - USA  

 
 

 

late summer clouds — 

      rough to the touch 

              her gravestone  

 

Steven Carter - USA  

 
 

 

a nip of autumn — 

moonlight slipping, slipping 

on the wind chimes  

 

Tzetzka Ilieva - USA  
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morning walk 

a squirrel chatters 

my name  

 

Andy Burkhart - USA  

 
 

 

fresh resin 

oozes from the cut pine — 

I inhale my gift  

 

Craig W. Steele - USA  

 
 

 

he promised 

the stars — 

wax wings  

 

Aubrie Cox - USA  

 
 

 

star-filled sky 

both of us wishing 

for something more  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  

 
 

 

starry night 

cold spots 

on the broiled eel  

 

Patrick Sweeney - Japan  
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lunar maria... 

the distance between us 

now visible  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

newly divorced 

another unused hanger 

in the wardrobe  

 

Wahyu W. Basjir - Indonesia  

 
 

 

broken box 

how everything comes back 

to Pandora  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

half a sentence 

I fold the dusk 

Into a napkin  

 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg - Denmark  

 
 

 

"the moon is full" 

a few things left 

to tell each other  

 

Peter Newton - USA  
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moonbeams enter the cheese shredder  

 

Niklas Salmi - Finland  

 
 

 

full moon — 

he makes light 

of my mood  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

moon and eucalypt 

blank A4 

shushing  

 

Kevin Gillam - Australia  

 
 

 

low moon a moth among stars 

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

moon walking 

wet clover 

between my toes  

 

Aubrie Cox - USA  
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driving home 

eyes firmly on 

the moon ahead  

 

Tessa Essex - UK  

 
 

 

sickle moon the fiddle a little sharp  

 

Bob Lucky - Ethiopia  

 
 

 

sickle moon 

time does not heal 

all wounds  

 

Andy Burkhart - USA  

 
 

 

five o'clock shadow 

the old wolf 

   is out again  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

collapsed cathedral — 

  red hot pokers 

    pointing skyward  

 

Anne Curran - NZ  
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church grounds... 

pitching fallen branches 

into the bonfire  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

carefully strung 

round the old fence post 

blackberry vine  

 

John Hawk - USA  

 
 

 

raven's raucous caw 

all the black things of this world 

nagging at me  

 

Autumn N. Hall - USA  

 
 

 

Halloween Night 

something orange 

parked in our place  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

bedtime stories just trail off wood smoke  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  
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chimney fire 

ghosts 

in the smoke  

 

Joanna M. Weston - Canada  

 
 

 

northern lights 

a child runs screaming 

from the ghost train  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK  

 
 

 

chapped lips 

the wind whispers 

in the barley field  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  

 
 

 

bikers silently follow the bagpiper  

 

Alan S. Bridges - USA  

 
 

 

last ballad 

of the bullfrog 

autumn rain  

 

Aubrie Cox - USA  
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rain 

slanting down on treetops 

the wood's dark halls  

 

Nick Sherwood - UK  

 
 

 

falling leaves — 

I make another deposit 

at the bank  

 

Roger Jones - USA  

 
 

 

settling 

into retirement 

autumn leaves  

 

Jeff Hoagland - USA  

 
 

 

hospital stay — 

outside my window 

another leaf falls  

 

Geethanjali Rajan - India  

 
 

 

Veterans Day — 

finding a sparrow 

in the leaf pile  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  
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autumn gusts 

weaving 

my way home  

 

Neal Whitman - USA  

 
 

 

without hands 

without weapons 

Autumn wind  

 

Gregory Hopkins - USA  

 
 

 

Rust Belt 

an empty house at the end 

of autumn  

 

Bill Kenney - USA  

 
 

 

fog everywhere the mountain  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

snowy afternoon 

a slow accumulation 

of desire  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
 

 



A Hundred Gourds 1:3 June 2012 
 

54 
 

 

 

anticipation painting my winter toes red  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

in the cold 

lovers kiss: 

scarves of breath  

 

John McDonald - Scotland  

 
 

 

winter darkness 

I talk my way into 

an unshaven night  

 

Lucas Stensland - USA  

 
 

 

winter moon 

caught in the crossfire 

of grackles  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

leaden sky 

our cat vanishes 

with Santa's sleigh  

 

Nu Quang - USA  
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the snow harriers reintroduced to the dream  

 

John Barlow - UK  

 
 

 

holidays end 

the factory girls' yield 

of gossip  

 

Ramesh Anand - Malaysia  

 
 

 

Twelfth Night... 

much of the glitter 

gone from his card  

 

Helen Buckingham - UK  

 
 

 

kissing his forehead 

for the last time 

snow on the mountains  

 

Máire Morrissey-Cummins - Ireland  

 
 

 

grief 

the third pint 

taking the edge off  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK  
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what remains 

of the sympathy flowers 

bitter water  

 

Michelle Schaefer - USA  

 
 

 

another winter... 

my father's garden seat 

still creaking  

 

Marion Clarke - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

fresh snow 

I pause and contemplate 

my footprints  

 

Gerry Bravi - Canada  

 
 

 

snow so smooth 

  I find another field 

  to cross  

 

Alexander B. Joy - USA  

 
 

 

listening to silence 

a sky full  

of snow 

 

Cara Holman - USA  
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winter solstice 

nothing left to talk about 

outside the weather  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

snow flurry a reading from the Book of Job  

 

Mark E. Brager - USA  

 
 

 

opening the blinds 

the eyes 

of snowmen  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

snow Buddha 

  can't bring myself 

  to kill it  

 

Alexander B. Joy - USA  

 
 

 

the slide 

  of the trombone 

        playing in snow  

 

Michelle Schaefer - USA  
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heavy wool blanket 

the jazz station's 

reception  

 

Lucas Stensland - USA  

 
 

 

metal roof 

the sound of snow 

changing to rain  

 

Alan S. Bridges - USA  

 
 

 

yesterday's snowfall 

turns to slush 

    his divorce  

 

Joanna M. Weston - Canada  

 
 

 

midwinter morning — 

after the hoar frost 

cobweb stars  

 

Tessa Essex - UK  

 
 

 

waves breaking — 

craggy pines cling  

to the headland  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand 
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on the fast train — 

nearby trees 

smurr the landscape  

 

Helen Davison - Australia  

 
 

 

the night train 

coming into view 

softly falling snow  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - USA  

 
 

 

a row of grim faces 

on the last bus home... 

winter moon  

 

Barbara A Taylor - Australia  

 
 

 

that lonely moon 

in an endless sky... 

seagull cry  

Rita Odeh - Israel  

 
 

 

deep in the barrel 

a remembrance 

of apple picking  

Mark E. Brager - USA  
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Fukushima (a gogyoshibun)  

 

Taro Aizu - Japan 

 

 

Many residents living near the Fukushima Atomic Power Plant fled after the radioactive leak. 

Young parents with children or babies sought safe shelter away from the area. But only the 

elderly people remained.  

 

Even though  

residents want to flee, 

they can't move anywhere, 

having no jobs, no houses, 

except in Fukushima. 

 

In particular, old farmers near the plant did not wish to seek refuge elsewhere, even if they were 

wealthy. They neither wanted to learn new dialects, new customs nor leave their neighbors and 

friends. They remained to live out their last years.  

 

Though officials say 

"Flee from your village!", 

old farmers refuse  

as they want to stay peacefully 

in their hometown, 

 

Fukushima  
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Out of Print 

 

Steven Carter - USA  

 

 

Something breathes between these words, reaching out to me, making me feel like a stranger – 

no, an interloper. I'm trying to write my own canticle of the sun, dwelling on how such a fierce, 

many-fanged, celestial beast can produce delicate pinks, yellows, and lavenders, as dawn 

slouches over hill and dale to be re-born. As usual, words fail.  

 

cold colors– 

strange nostalgia 

for hills I've never seen  
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Summer Destination  

 

Anne Curran – New Zealand  

 

 

Early one December morning, my mother circled an advertisement for a holiday bach at Muriwai 

beach. The bach was a white, wooden cottage set back in the midst of lush bush. From there, it 

was a short walk along the main road to a beach with dangerous surf and an endless stretch of 

sticky black sand.  

 

In long summer evenings, I accompanied my father with his surfcasting rod to a rocky outcrop at 

the end of the beach. I watched him bait and throw his line, and then climbed to the crest of the 

hill behind the rocks to breathe in the view. Other evenings, I walked the beach.  

 

miles on miles 

of sand to walk on 

promise of sunset  

 

I was entranced by a pottery shop. It was nestled into the bush tacked onto a bach. It showed the 

work of Peter Sinclair, a popular New Zealand broadcaster. His pottery was sold by his mother. 

As story goes, sales went down one day when an elderly tourist died at the shop, and his body 

was temporarily left covered on the front lawn.  

 

scrimping coins 

from pockets – 

a Madonna souvenir  
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Verboten 

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 

 

My mother tells me of my father's grandmother. How Bertha recounted her trip to America. 

Reliving the voyage as an old woman. Describing the effects of the rolling sea. Of the nausea she 

experienced as a young woman, heavy with her first child, no more than a child herself, at 

seventeen. At the time, my mother thought it odd, funny even, that Der Ma could have recalled 

an incident that had occurred more than half a century earlier as if she were speaking of a 

journey made only yesterday.  

 

old wives' tales  

we exchange our stories  

with the wind  

 

"Perhaps," my mother says suddenly, "you come by your gifts naturally." She is speaking now of 

language, not of memory. "Der Ma was a linguist," she adds with a flourish. It is an old, high 

compliment, passed down through the generations of my family. But I am not a linguist, I want 

to say. Not like Der Ma. I know a little French, a little Spanish, a little unutterable German, but I 

don't deserve such a title. To be known by such a title . . . What must that be?  

 

forbidden words 

on the tip of my tongue . . .  

her six-pointed star  
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Breakers  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 

 

Never under-estimate the relationship a man has with his car. I remember my Dad shedding a 

tear when he had to let Mary go. That dove-grey Morris Minor had been through some scrapes 

and my sisters and I had cheered her along many of the steep coastal roads of North Wales. My 

father never saw the like of Mary again and I never thought I would, either. Bricks and mortar 

don't make a home. Sails, masts and rigging don't make a ship. There's a vacant space outside the 

house today where a white Vauxhall combo van should be and the heart of this family is 

strangely heavy.  

 

here and there 

a passing place for memories 

on the narrow road… 

unwinding to the first breath 

of mountain air  

 

Today my husband said goodbye to an old friend. Clarice was part of his life before I knew him 

and I can safely say, had she not been, he and I would not be together now. She was a constant 

source of strength and was his companion on a road trip a few years ago, when he was working 

through some difficult times. The two of them visited many of the stone circles of England over 

a ten day period. It was a time of adventure, a spiritual journey. She asked little of him and was a 

good listener and shared his taste in loud rock music She provided a home for my husband when 

he was driving 400 miles a week to be with me and my children while we were saving up to get 

married and looking for a house near to where he worked.  

 

deep winter 

a cross on the map 

to mark our longing 

frost blown like spindrift 

as the miles dissolve  
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Caught  

 

Seren Fargo – USA  

 

 

Uncertain of itself, the spider wraps another layer around the motionless fly.  

 

tangled 

fishing lines – 

again he tells me 

he's afraid 

I will leave him  
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The Perfumed Frog  

 

Hannah Hall - Canada  

 

 

As I prepare for this afternoon's visit, I recall the first tea party I hosted. My guests were several 

stuffed animals and a reluctant frog. On the menu were raspberries picked from our neighbour's 

bushes and water, as I did not like tea. A Campbell's Soup can with a bouquet of dandelions 

graced the kitchen table. I applied a dab of perfume that I had made from crushed flowers, to 

myself and each guest.  

 

Today the guests will be my sister and the three "porch princesses" with whom she plays golf 

every Wednesday. She describes them as having perfect hair, the latest in golf attire and 

concerns about tan lines and broken nails. Instead of comparing golf scores, they sit on the 

clubhouse porch and compare their husband's faults.  

 

menu planning 

the teddy bear suggests 

worms  
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Shadows  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 

 

Pallbearers carry her small casket through the back door and into the garden, through a field of 

tall grass and into the cemetery.  

 

dust to dust… 

an eagle's shadow 

circles us  
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Just Looking  

 

Bob Lucky – Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 

 

 

I'm walking down a road near the New Delhi railway station, checking out the sidewalk 

booksellers. There's an assortment of tattered paperbacks, pornography in Hindi, and comic book 

versions of the Ramayana.  

 

morning tea break 

the fortune teller's 

paan-stained smile  

 

On the ground in front of me, I see a warped, mildewed copy of Eric Newby's A Traveller's Life 

and pick it up. Inside the front cover I look for the inscription my wife, who was not yet my wife, 

wrote to me almost thirty years ago. I left the book on a bus in Rajasthan.  

 

safe deposit box 

a ten rupee note rolled up 

in my wedding band  
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All That We Have  

 

Heather MacDonald – Canada 

 

 

In cancer's last stages, my mother sat in her wheelchair outside a trendy bakery while my father 

was inside buying bread. It was a mild, sunny Saturday in October and their neighbourhood was 

bustling with shoppers. A little overdressed, Mom took off her hat and placed it, open-end up, in 

her lap. Chemo treatments had left her mostly without hair, making her look even more tiny and 

vulnerable. As she waited patiently for my father, a passer-by glanced briefly down at her and 

dropped a coin into her hat.  

 

autumn sun 

she lifts her face and smiles 

last rays  
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Guilford Lake  

 

Charlotte Mandel – USA 

 

 

A young boy named Ken sat upon the stone wall at lake's edge today, fishing for bass, catching 

only sunnies and throwing them back. One came up deeply hooked and when the boy tugged, 

worse happened – it held. I saw that he had no sense of how to extract the hook gently – as I 

might work an earring through my ear lobe – and much blood came upon the boy's hand, his left 

hand. Loosening the fish at last, he threw it back. Worried, though: "He's not dead, he didn't 

come back – if he dies, he'll float." "He'll heal," I said, almost sure of this. Telling myself you 

can't pity every damn thing that somebody hurts in this world. But I didn't like to see the boy left 

with a bloody hand. "Do you want me to get you some water to wash that or do you want to put 

it in the lake?" I gave him a leading question of choices.  

 

swirl of red 

on green current 

mouths wide open  
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Revisiting My Hometown 

 

Nu Quang – USA 

 

 

I'm walking in Cholon, Vietnam, but it doesn't seem like the city where I had lived for more than 

half my life. At a busy shopping area, I can't locate the stores where my sister and I once 

shopped. The people here stare at me as if I were a stranger – a foreigner. Feeling lost, I call her, 

give her the name of the building I'm in and she asks, "Where are you?" Then my alarm clock 

goes off. I switch on the lamp and realize I'm home in Seattle and remember my sister's words: 

"I've sold our mother's house."  

 

migrating nightjar . . . 

I look for Vesta 

on a half-moon night  
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Phantom of the Internet Journal  

 

Ray Rasmussen – Canada 

 

 

Dear visitor to this, my sanctuary. I know all looks well up there on the surface, where you see 

words, colours & forms that provide aesthetic pleasure.  

 

But here in this website's cellar, where I, as webmaster, dwell in the black magic of an arcane 

computer code called hypertext markup language, the very language that is used to create the 

words that you are this moment reading – down here, I see only configurations of symbols, 

numbers and letters, I see only black and white, strings of zeros and ones.  

 

Think of me as the "The Angel of the Webpage" just as the deformed Erik, dwelling in the cellar 

of the Paris Opera House, was spoken of as "The Angel of Music." Do I, like Eric, wear a mask? 

Of course. Here I am revealed:  

 

{!DOCTYPE html PUBLIC "-//W3C//DTD XHTML 1.0 Transitional//EN" 

"http://www.w3.org/TR/xhtml1/DTD/xhtml1-transitional.dtd"} {html 

xmlns="http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml"} {head} {meta http-equiv="Content-Type" 

content="text/html; charset=UTF-8" /} {title}Phantom of the Internet Journal{/title}{style 

type="text/css"} body,td,th { font-family: Georgia, "Times New Roman", Times, serif; font-size: 

14px; color: #000; }{/style} {/head} {body} {table width="940" height="800" border="0" 

align="center" cellpadding="0" cellspacing="0" 

background="images_general/bg_ricepaper.jpg"} {tr} {td width="836" valign="top" }{p 

align="center"}Phantom of the Internet Journal {/p} ...  

 

Do you look away from my real self? Do you pity me? You love my music, but not the spirit that 

creates it?  

 

for the hand of 

the beautiful reader 

a wedding ring  
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Frat Party  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw – USA 

 

 

We try hard to have a good time, to smoke and drink, to laugh at the dirty jokes, to play poker 

with the boys who prefer cards to dancing, to show an interest when talk turns to football or 

basketball, to be willing to kiss in the shadows and in the back bedroom.  

 

slow dancing 

under a full moon 

we call it love  
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Sister  

 

John Sullivan – USA 

 

 

Cancer. That fast. My sister's life expectancy drops by thirty years. I rarely see her. I don't even 

know the color of her eyes. Now, I want to be with her, tell her I love her, memorize every 

inflection of her voice, every gesture of her hands.  

 

summer brunch 

green eyes sparkle 

in rosary beads  
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a flock of seagulls 

wakes me from my dream — 

a grain of sand 

covered with mother of pearl, 

I sleep in an oyster bed  

 

Hortensia Anderson - USA  

 
 

 

shucking 

the inner and outer shells 

of fava beans 

I consider how much 

to let her in  

 

Lauren Mayhew - USA 

 
 

 

with me, she freezes 

. . . this cold morning 

sunshine on frost 

diamonds 

I would've given her  

 

Steven Carter - USA 

 
 

 

thinking of her body 

and its beautiful grammar 

while trains flash by 

I really wish I could visit 

certain regions twice  

 

Lucas Stensland - USA 
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not for nine years 

have the wild lilies bloomed 

in such profusion — 

that was the end of one life, 

is this the end of another  

 

Amelia Fielden - Australia 

 
 

 

the life I swore 

would never again disarm me 

comes in from the rain . . .  

the cat by the fire 

washing her face  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

this morning 

above ten thousand things 

again 

again 

the sun rises!  

 

ayaz daryl nielsen - USA 

 
 

 

the morning after 

three days of rain 

a sliver 

of sunlight on the floor . . .  

I slip through a crack  

 

Kenneth Slaughter - USA 
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this room of theirs 

a mishmash of themes 

and colors, 

photos of us kids 

anchoring the decades  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA 

 
 

 

apple tree 

scarred by the storms 

of fifty winters . . .  

each spring we look only 

at its blossoms' short-lived blush  

 

Dorothy McLaughlin - USA 

 
 

 

wondering why 

I kept these old love letters 

until today 

when I needed to know 

he loves me still  

 

Carolyn Coit Dancy - USA  

 
 

 

his pink roses 

are drooped and withered 

in the vase — 

I water them in the hope 

of reviving our passion  

 

Lauren Mayhew - USA 
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undercover — 

the paint salesman 

lures her on 

with sexy pastels 

for the bedroom  

 

Kirsty Karkow - USA 

 
 

 

no smile, no words 

until he notices 

the dove tree 

with its crocheted coverlet 

of creamy white flowers  

 

Amelia Fielden - Australia 

 
 

 

words of love 

travel on the breeze 

in darkness 

the scent of white lilac 

covers our nude embrace  

 

Hortensia Anderson - USA 

 
 

 

a branch 

bathed in light 

where the raven was — 

holding onto my desire 

to paint with colors  

 

Wahyu W. Basjir - Indonesia  
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Mother's Day 

my haiku tribute 

to the one 

who changed 

the color of my sky  

 

Nu Quang - USA 

 
 

 

in certain seasons 

the houses of the rich 

lay empty and still 

     we walk wooded trails 

     made artificially green  

 

Leslie Ihde - USA 

 
 

 

green hills 

the velvet lushness of summer 

caressing my skin; 

the years have not diminished 

this need of you  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA 

 
 

 

shall I take you there 

on a fine afternoon 

when a brook runs clear 

or farther yet where 

the ferns abolish summer  

 

Jeffrey Woodward - USA 
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five next week 

with the confidence 

of Jackson Pollock 

he slashes 

green across purple  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand  

 
 

 

gold coins 

sewn in her worn coat 

the child 

no one notices 

bound for a new life  

 

Lesley Anne Swanson - USA 

 
 

 

you cannot be 

a real traveler 

unless you have known 

the lassitude of evening 

uncertainty at dawn  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA 

 
 

 

the telltale's red ribbon 

escapes the neatly furled jib 

to flutter in the sun; 

I let my mind wander 

before work ties it up again  

 

M. Kei - USA 
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my shadow 

lugging a laptop 

to work — 

not the person 

I wanted to be  

 

Kenneth Slaughter - USA 

 
 

 

had the gods said 

your life for your unborn child's 

I would have given 

but they never asked me 

nor answered my silent prayers  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

wasted breath 

thinking of things 

beyond control 

            I recollect 

father's constant whistling  

 

Kala Ramesh - India 

 
 

 

how little 

we matter in life 

how small our voices 

compared to the west wind 

the crash of sea waves  

 

Joy McCall - UK 
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at my mother's house 

her stiff-legged dog follows me 

from room to room: 

empty chair, silent cane, 

broken routines  

 

Pat Tompkins - USA 

 
 

 

dad's number 

still in my mobile contacts 

i can't bring myself 

to delete it 

so much i'd like to say  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia 

 
 

 

mother 

who taught me to speak for myself 

why can't 

I break through 

this silence between us  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  

 
 

 

a place to start . . .  

after years of silence 

she tells me 

in a handwritten letter 

how I failed as a father  

 

Kenneth Slaughter - USA 
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this great urge 

to grubble in the earth 

seed catalogs 

strewn across the carpet 

and the garden not yet thawed  

 

Kirsty Karkow – USA 

 
 

 

bushels of grapes 

lined up ready for Grandpa 

to crush for wine; 

after forty years the old world 

still in his bones  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA 

 
 

 

Fifty years later 

learning a new language 

the same panic 

when the teacher calls on me 

hands and knees still bruised  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA 

 
 

 

I see my troubles 

converging like crows 

on a rooftop: 

I breathe 

and they all fly away  

 

Constance Campbell - USA  
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broken bridge — 

there's no going across 

to the old life 

for I'm walking where 

it's greener every day  

 

Kala Ramesh - India 

 
 

 

grey November 

a skiff of snow on the ground 

old women drink coffee 

grow nostalgic about their youth 

remember how they danced  

 

Sharon MacFarlane - Canada 

 
 

 

a rack of clothes 

all monochrome . . .  

like a woman 

with nothing to wear 

winter throws on another day  

 

Claire Everett - UK 

 
 

 

winter sun 

finally breaks through — 

my mother 

knew to cut my apple 

so I could see its star  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA 
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carrying secrets 

from one generation 

to the next 

i find my mother's diary 

and burn it  

 

Pamela A. Babusci - USA  

 
 

 

the word kal 

in Hindi means both 

what's gone 

     and what's to come . . .  

like wearing my six-metre sari  

 

Kala Ramesh - India 

 
 

 

two women 

sit across from each other 

at a street table — 

driving past, I remember 

when I laughed like that  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand 

 
 

 

leap year . . .  

knee deep in bubble wrap 

she pops 

the question 

he doesn't want to hear  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK 
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the flickering 

of rattlers' tongues 

between us 

just a glass partition 

and this telephone line  

 

Garry Eaton - Canada 

 
 

 

tongue-tied — 

long biographies penned 

in short paragraphs . . .  

you and I conveying 

this song of our tangled hearts  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

tangled branches 

move smoothly together 

in shadow 

our bodies forget 

the hurt between us  

 

Lauren Mayhew - USA 

 
 

 

you hand 

me your compass 

a dim view 

but once again 

I lead the way  

 

Terra Martin - Canada 
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this night 

beneath the crescent moon 

we make love 

the only sound the hoot 

of passing teenagers  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK 

 
 

 

long I have walked 

under clouded skies 

now Venus 

is at every turn 

and all roads lead to you  

 

Claire Everett - UK 

 
 

 

after the affair 

she rides a blue moonbeam 

straight into 

the poverty 

of his heart  

 

Pamela A. Babusci - USA  

 
 

 

my lover's voice 

washing over me . . .  

since I found haiku 

I pay attention 

to everything  

 

Claire Everett - UK 
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odd-shaped 

clouds on the horizon 

in my mind 

you have always been 

an incurable romantic  

 

Terra Martin - Canada 

 
 

 

I need to slow 

down 

even the dog-cloud 

that's running across the sky 

is taking its time  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand 

 
 

 

driving away 

in a borrowed pickup 

for the last time 

I hear him shouting 

he'll always love me  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA 

 
 

 

while I wait 

for you to return 

the clock ticks — 

why have I never noticed 

how loud it is?  

 

Joy McCall - UK  
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spring morning 

your call arrives too late 

for last rites — 

still I hold the phone up 

in case, just in case . . .  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA 

 
 

 

my fingers 

trace the scar 

along your sternum 

across the heart 

that wasn't yours  

 

Tracy Davidson - UK 

 
 

 

emperor moth 

fluttering at the window 

I'd swap places 

if you'd lend me your wings 

that I might fly to her  

 

Andre Surridge - New Zealand 

 
 

 

one by one 

black-naped monarchs unfold 

their wings . . .  

on this wintry night 

why do they enter my dream?  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada 
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on CNN 

a young Chinese man 

stands alone 

to block a line of tanks 

I stand behind him, watching  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

we have never 

bought a flag in 

my family; 

we receive them 

with the coffins  

 

M. Kei - USA 

 
 

 

you never imagine 

the name you give your child 

on a cancer ward bracelet, 

a prison file, 

a time-worn gravestone  

 

Dorothy McLaughlin - USA 

 
 

 

midday dark as twilight 

heavy rain 

soaks deep into the earth 

my brother 

lying in his grave  

 

Bob Brill - USA 
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what remains 

when life is over? 

a few memories 

some crumbling bones, 

cold ashes, dry dust  

 

Joy McCall - UK 
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Ayaz Daryl Nielsen – USA : 81 
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A Charming Young Woman's Funeral 

 

 

church funeral  

some guy handing out 

programs 

 

the cousin nobody knows — 

my sixth pallbearer 

 

no pockets – 

tissue hidden 

up grandma's sleeve 

 

my prom date 

explaining to his children 

a friend from another time 

 

somebody mentions 

they'd be claustrophobic 

 

bringing me 

to the graveyard 

a reservation in my name 

 

 

A rengay by Gena Henrich and Lucas Stensland, USA 

 

 
  



A Hundred Gourds 1:3 June 2012 
 

100 
 

 

 

The Same Person 

 

 

how she takes her coffee 

wondering if we know 

the same person 

 

giving his phone number 

until there’s nothing left 

 

the sun sparkles 

along this stretch of road 

hot springs 

 

broken flower pot 

who is that rapping  

at our backdoor  

 

everyone is hoping 

for a rain delay 

 

tips his hat —  

the sun sets at 5:54 

NYT 

 

 

A rengay by Gena Henrich and Lucas Stensland, USA 
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The Scent of Pine 

 

 

evening sky 

the moon cradled  

in the ginkgo's branches  ch 

 

the scratch of pencil 

on paper    kc 

 

hushed dawn 

bird tracks 

in the snow    ch 

 

fallen fence post 

counting out pills 

for the day    kc 

 

a hawk scatters 

the flock of starlings   ch 

 

cloud cover 

the scent of pine 

from the wood pile   kc 

 

 

 

A rengay by Cara Holman, USA and Kirsten Cliff , NZ 

Composed via email 2/22/12 to 3/12/12 
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Turning a Corner 

 

 

morning amble 

a crow calls me out 

of my reverie    ch 

 

the back and forth 

of this rusty swing   kc 

 

crosswalk 

a mechanical voice 

tells me, please wait   ch 

 

turning a corner 

this wall of wind 

and my laughter   kc 

 

water spills 

over the rocks    ch 

 

in the pocket 

with my silenced worries 

this found feather   kc 

 

A rengay by Cara Holman, USA and Kirsten Cliff , NZ 

Composed via email 2/22/12 to 3/12/12 

 

 

 

Cara Holman and Kirsten Cliff met on a writing site on Facebook in 2010. After discovering that 

they shared a mutual interest in writing haiku, they began corresponding regularly, and 

supporting and encouraging each other’s efforts. This is their first collaborative verse together, 

and Kirsten’s first ever rengay.  
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Enjoy the Blossom 

 

 

special children 

celebrate his birth – 

a special child 

 

proud to be the  

hind legs of the donkey 

 

sometime Boswell 

seeking Dr. Johnson,  

must be straight 

 

who’d have thought those 

iron ships would float 

 

bracket fungi 

form a bracelet 

round a rotting trunk 

 

moonlit mounds of 

chiaroscuro cow 

 

on the wall 

some paintings of a wall, 

Tate Modern 

 

global warming 

melts the ice at parties 

 

cooking wine 

and dimps and dog-ends 

ah, when we were young 
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Margaret Thatcher 

curdling all the milk 

 

new beginnings 

underneath your feet 

the earthworms stir 

 

never mind the fruit 

enjoy the blossom 

 

 

A Junicho renku by John E. Carley, UK 
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Summer Visitors 

 

 

summer visitors 

the children show off 

marble-sized pumpkins   Mel 

 

careless laughter 

filling blue watering cans   Max 

 

at the Picasso exhibit 

a shadow 

crosses the wall    Ash 

 

fin the lake shallows 

someone has dropped eyeglasses  Mel 

 

the moonlight 

wanes 

on ranked hay bales    Max 

 

a quick spinal adjustment 

for the unfinished scarecrow   Ash 

 

the last chapter 

I trace letters 

on your back     Mel 

 

crumpling together 

on a bed of fallen leaves   Max 

 

not quite dawn 

rushing the bin 

to the curb     Ash 
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clack! the llama’s teeth 

meet in my migraine headache  Mel 

 

pasta al dente 

golden courgette flowers 

at dusk      Max 

 

tiles swept clean 

lean on the broom a moment   Ash 

 

 

 

A Junicho renku  

 

Composed via Private Weblog 

from August 13th 2010 – May 7th 2011 

 

Ashley Capes, AUS (sabaki) 

Melissa Allen, USA 

Max Stites, UK 
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Year of the Rabbit 

 

 

year of the rabbit - 

a fir branch sways 

its snowy tail     vs 

 

vanilla permeates 

the icy night     ba 

 

strange shadows 

gird the pond 

fly home! fly home!    im 

 

moving towards me 

your closed eyes    gn 

 

one woman’s kiss 

and two subway changes 

his lips still parted    im 

 

in the moonlight the grapes 

for a vintage year    cg 

 

shouting directions 

the wind 

batters an old sign    ac 

 

the streets of Pompeii 

forever empty     vs 

 

lightning 

sky to sea 

and back again    gn 
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inconsiderate rhythms - 

the roof-tiler at dawn    ac 

 

outside her workshop 

peach fragrance fires 

up hay fever      ba 

 

harlequin beetles 

brighten the carnival     cg 

 

 

Composed at Issa’s Snail 

December 30th, 2010 

March 2nd, 2011 

 

 

Ashley Capes (sabaki), Australia 

Graham Nunn, Australia 

Joseph Mueller, United States 

Barbara A Taylor, Australia 

Valeria Simonova-Cecon, Italy 

Claire Gardien, France 
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Leviathan 

 

 

such a big mouth 

on the sea 

but it can still whisper 

 

leviathan giggles 

under a baleful moon 

 

the swelling buds 

hold the secret of 

tomorrow’s look 

 

a peach of a girl 

sweeps the cherry petals 

 

every gesture flowing 

from the ink stone 

to the page 

 

choking, the thurible 

swings over the pall 

 

shakuhachi flute notes 

fold in the silence 

autumn deepens 

 

stick insect 

have you broken that wing? 

 

on the wall 

a postage stamp from 

somewhere coloured pink 

 

graffiti, flowers 

icing, bows and Kev 
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“All are winners 

in the Caucus-Race!” 

the Dodo says 

 

a scuttle of claws 

in the space between reels 

 

 

Leviathan – A New Junicho 

 
 

hokku – Ashley [gendai] 

wakiku – Andrew [cult: lit] 

daisan – kala [shasei] 

#4 – Vasile [shasei] 

#5 – John [cult: art] 

#6 – Mary [cult: religion] 

#7 – kala [cult: music] 

#8 – Andrew [shasei] 

#9 – John [shasei] 

#10 – Ashley [gendai] 

#11 – Lorin [cult: politics] 

#12 – Willie [cult: film] 

 

Composed at Issa’s Snail 

April 1st to 5th May 2011 

John Carley – England (sabaki) 

Ashley Capes – Australia 

Lorin Ford – Australia 

Vasile Moldovan – Romania  

Andrew Phillips – Australia 

Kala Ramesh – India 

William Sorlien – United States 

Mary White – Ireland 
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Plunge of Gannets 

 

 

southern swelter – 

beneath an oak’s deep shade 

friesian heifers 

 

synchronized plunge of gannets 

from the ocean’s rock pillar 

 

crowded platform 

as the train departs 

your face 

 

grandma’s stories more interesting 

than those in the child’s book 

 

a waxing moon 

on the rise above orchards 

sweet with fruit 

 

from the neighbour’s kitchen 

scent of pickling in the air 

 

her first day at school 

she shows me her new backpack 

and drink bottle 

 

sheets chill on this longest night 

with a half a bed empty 

 

Valentine’s Day 

the roses still bloom 

on his memorial bush 
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farmer’s market – 

guarding the cash box 

a bulldog 

 

in the shadow of a tree 

fallen cherry blossom petals 

 

peach trees  

in bloom beside plums 

he pats her rounded belly 

 

 

A summer shisan  

 

Rodney A. Williams, AUS: Verses 1, 3, 5, 8, 10, 12 

Patricia Prime, NZ: Verses 2, 4, 6, 7, 8, 9, 11 
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Hard Frost 

 

 

hard frost — 

dad waves and calls me 

by his sister's name 

 

winter garden, 

all the birds are flown 

 

a pinch of seeds 

forked into the ground 

at Buddha's feet 

 

the king is dancing still 

in old Siam 

 

 

Sheila, John, Sheila, John 

 

Yotsumono composed on Haikai Forum 

January 12th - January 14th 2011 

Sheila Windsor and John E. Carley, UK 
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Low Flying Ducks 

 

 

low flying ducks – 

everyone utters 

the same syllable 

 

somewhere there’s an ocean 

faintly white 

 

let trade winds blow 

I raise my cappuccino 

to the day moon 

 

their battered Vespas 

dance across the square 

 

 

Lorin, John, Lorin, John 

 

Yotsumono composed via E-mail March 2012 

Lorin Ford, AUS and John E. Carley, UK 
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Sparrow Chorus 

 

 

dabs of sunlight 

glitz the lonesome frog-- 

sparrow chorus 

 

finding sanctuary, 

water lilies 

 

here and there  

a virgin exits skyward 

with a flourish 

 

the baton’s descent 

into utter silence 

 

 

John, Carole, John, Carole 

 

Yotsumono composed via E-mail October, 2011 

Carole MacCrury, USA and John E. Carley, UK 
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Dog's Dream Records 

 

 

am I also alone 

in the parallel worlds? 

autumn rain 

 

the third moon glows 

a few degrees off zenith 

 

the roars merge 

as the departing ships 

fall into formation 

 

light years away 

their blood type is D 

 

lost a planet 

master Obi-Wan has. how embarrassing… 

how embarrassing. 

 

hand of a telepath 

warm to the touch 

 

amid the debris 

in the summer grasses 

a broken blaster 

 

marooned 

he tells me he’s a Leo 

 

terror stricken 

just realised her tentacles 

undepilated 

 

to the horizon and beyond 

the solar panels 
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nightingale song 

as short as the life 

of its battery 

 

hunting Easter eggs 

like Earth-born children 

 

caught by the wind 

over the replicant's camp 

cherry petals 

 

dog’s dream records 

in black and white 

 

the protein pills 

same as yesterday 

same as tomorrow 

 

in our age time travel 

is so exhausting! 

 

frozen frog 

the way they looked 

before the Wars 

 

my first moon walk – 

what a wonderful world 

 

 

an autumn Imachi renku 

by Vladislav Vassiliev, UK and Valeria Simonova-Cecon, Italy 
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Tomegaki by the authors: 

 

 

Dog’s Dream Records is not sci-fi for the sake of sci-fi, but rather an endeavour to imagine how 

the haikai genre will evolve in 300 years time, how the traditional Japanese poetics will be 

adopted by the future generations writing about their daily life. Today, such things as 

intergalactic travel, android factories, telepathy etc. are still products of our imagination and 

fantasy literature, but if you think about it, the classification of a literary work as science fiction 

only depends on the point in time when it is read. Many objects and topics of mainstream haikai 

written today (e.g. telephones, airplanes, movies, computers) would have been considered as 

science fiction 300 years ago, while today they are organically incorporated in our haiku and 

renku. And vice versa, think of Jules Verne’s “From the Earth to the Moon”. Hardly a complete 

fantasy by today’s standards. 

 

In our work we attempted to intertwine classic haikai poetics and emotions evoked by kigo of 

certain seasons with the objects and phenomena, unusual both for us and the poets of the Edo 

period. For example, in hokku the autumn rain, traditionally associated with melancholy, is in 

harmony with one’s thoughts about the parallel worlds. The topic of the waki is the Moon 

Festival, but the planet of the scene has three moons to be gazed at. The departure of the space 

ships in daisan intends to evoke the feelings similar to those we have while observing a flock of 

geese in the autumn sky. In the blossom verse, the cherry petals flutter over the camp of the 

clones, the artificially created human beings with a very short life span (about 6 years, according 

to Philip K. Dick) and severe identity crisis. 

 

There are also a few honkadori verses. The seventh stanza alludes to the summer grasses by 

Basho, and in the eleventh stanza we recall the famous frog in the old pond. One can also find 

that the fifth verse is a quote from the old master Yoda. 

 

The general mood of the renku is quite sad as it is a lament of our contemporaries (and 

descendants) over our world (both natural and human) that has been transforming irreversibly by 

new technologies and dramatic climate changes. A few verses, however are rather adventurous 

and one can feel anticipation of new and wonderful discoveries, some of which we might witness 

even in our lifetime. 
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Reveille  

 

 

reveille    his still tender blossom tattoo 

 

the uniform pristine the spots on the face without heads 

 

pretend it's not there the stain darker each day  

 

paper plane born on a fragrant breeze their starlight serenade  

 

broken bottles sparkle the pavement  

 

Scarface next door's tabby slinks into the tap-house bar  

 

Nag Champa curls an airy syntax  

 

aeons betrothed beyond space time and frame  

 

in a dusty shoebox only likenesses  

 

fat rabbit jelly mould the way the Mayan moon reflects  

 

glade green light and fairy tales 

 

'gone in search of Elrond ' any ears will do  

 

leafcutter bee redefines the rosebush  

 

saints in the arbour coat upon coat of  Magnolia Blush 

 

new city benches too narrow to sleep  

 

newspaper parse it shred it let the hamster have it  

 

drive home the radio changes itself  
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tarnished trombone a drop of oil the slide as good as new  

 

red light the icicle lengthens  

 

votive candles drip silent confessions to stone  

 

customs the diamonds don't show  

 

weighed up in a pawn shop the memories don't count  

 

blood moon their number by heart  

 

asylum window gaze a road lined golden with poplars  

 

invoke in whispers eye of Horus  

 

two thousand year old names scratched in a Pompeii latrine  

 

Pooh sticks pass under the bridge of time  

 

leaves raked larghetto crackle softly with Beethoven  

 

combs hair the colour of cobweb of mist  

 

chewing gum and whiskey midday mingle on his breath  

 

called from a poem leaving geese  

 

.... am I sitting in a tin can far above the world1 

 

lost in the supermarket amongst beans 

 

out of the Oxfam shop wearing somebody else's sweat  

 

wisteria spills over the neighbour's fence  

 

spring snow   we lift cupped hands to sky 
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Note: 1. Lyric by David Bowie 

 

 

an experimental Kasen renku 

Mark Windsor & Sheila Windsor, UK 

April/May 2011  

 

 

Reveille, is an experimental one-line Kasen renku by my son Mark and myself. Experimental in 

the sense that while we loosely followed the normal Kasen season path and other conventions, 

we inverted the normal long/short verse order and wrote, at least in the case of some verses, in a 

more “modern” than usual style.  
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Index of Renku Poets 
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Haiku - Wahyu W. Basjir, Indonesia 

Image - Irvan Kristanto, Indonesia 
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Johannes S. H. Bjerg, Denmark 
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Haiku - Bob Brill, USA 

Image - Emma Brill, USA 
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Haiku - Pris Campbell, USA 

Image - James Owen Shepard, USA 
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Haiku - Pris Campbell, USA 

Image - James Owen Shepard, USA 
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Haiku - Horst Ludwig, Germany 

Image - Beate Conrad, Germany 
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Kat Creighton, USA 
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Kat Creighton, USA 
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Kat Creighton, USA 
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Heike Gewi, Germany 
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Heike Gewi, Germany 
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Autumn N. Hall, USA 
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Tonka Lovric, Croatia 
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Beth McFarland, Germany 
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Beth McFarland, Germany 
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Violette Rose-Jones, Australia 
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Adelaide B. Shaw, USA 
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Adelaide B. Shaw, USA 
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Brendan Slater, UK 
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Brendan Slater, UK 
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Brendan Slater, UK 
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Brendan Slater, UK 
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Brendan Slater, UK 
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Haiku - Lucas Stensland, USA 

Image - Lindsay Pulver, USA 
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Haiku - Lucas Stensland, USA 

Image - Lindsay Pulver, USA 
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Barbara A Taylor, Australia 

 

 

(Haiga previously published April 3, 2012 in Daily Haiga) 
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Haiku - Christine L. Villa, USA 

Image - Jun Santos, Phillipines 
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Christine L. Villa, USA 
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Christine L. Villa, USA 
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Book Review: Nick Virgilio, A Life in Haiku 

 

Lorin Ford  

 

Editor, Raffael de Gruttola 

137 pages (plus 7 pages preface and introduction) 

Trim size: 5.5 x 8.5; 137 pp 

ISBN 978-0-9748147-3-5 

Publisher: Turtle Light Press, 2012 

Highland Park, N.J., 08904 U.S.A. 

Price: $14.95 

 

 

Nick Virgilio: A Life in Haiku will be one of the most welcome 

American haiku books to be published in the first half of this, the 21st, 

century. Several years ago, I attempted to buy one of the advertised 

remaining copies of Virgilio's Selected Haiku (1989), but was 

disappointed to receive no reply to my letter. That the work of such an 

important, pioneering haiku poet has remained out of print and 

unavailable to many of us who first became interested in haiku this 

century has amazed me. In producing this book, Rick Black's Turtle 

Light Press has addressed what I consider a major oversight, and does 

so with a significant difference: though many of Virgilio's most iconic 

haiku from his two earlier collections are included, most of the haiku in Nick Virgilio: A Life in 

Haiku are previously unpublished. This virtually guarantees that this book will also be in 

demand by those who are lucky enough to have copies of Virgilio's previous collections. 

 

If from herein I slip into referring to Nicholas A. Virgilio as 'Nick' it's because of the excellent 

editorial decision to include, along with the poems, introduction by editor Raffael de Gruttola 

and afterword by Kathleen O'Toole, a memorial tribute by Fr. Michael Doyle, a radio interview 

with Nick, two short essays on haiku by Nick and also his 'Note to Young Writers'. There is a 

well-selected array of photographs to boot, all with captions about Nick. The result is that the 

book conveys a sense of familiarity, even intimacy, with the poet and the man. One feels his 

warmth, his avoidance of pretentiousness and his sense of humour as well as his awareness of the 

pathos of life, his devotion to family and to the local community. One also senses the depth of 

his commitment to writing and promoting haiku.  

  

http://www.turtlelightpress.com/
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Nick's essay 'A Journey to a Haiku' makes no bones about the fact that his haiku result from a 

workman-like commitment to craft. In this piece he succinctly shows the development of two 

haiku he found unsatisfactory into one good haiku over much time and many drafts, and he does 

it in straightforward, sincere language that anyone can understand. He draws on both experience 

and imagination and has no qualms whatsoever of combining them until the poem feels right. His 

final version: 

 

where cattle graze 

   near the grassy battleground: 

      the grave mounds of slaves 

 

Such a tranquil scene… grazing cattle, grass flourishing on an historical battleground (a nod to 

Basho) but then the disturbing quietude of that last line. This is a discomforting haiku in a way 

that Basho's haiku are not. The layers of time, reaching back from the present to the American 

Civil War to one of the causes of that war, the abolition of slavery in the USA, are all present.  

 

(Reader, recall that Virgilio wrote all of his haiku long before Haruo Shirane delivered his 

ground breaking paper, 'Beyond the Haiku Moment: Basho, Buson and Modern Haiku Myths' 

(2000). Clearly, Nick Virgilio did not buy into the 'modern haiku myths' that were to be later 

exposed by Shirane) 

 

On reaching the last line, one is compelled to return to the first and realise that we rely on cattle 

as slaves for meat and milk, that underlying wars and battlegrounds there have always been 

motives of trade and that soldiers, too, are a sort of trained slave. There is a darker side to 

Virgilio's reflections that sets him apart from the typical American patriot. There is no cloying 

sentimentality in any of his war-related haiku, including those written for his brother. He sees 

things more deeply. 

 

In the radio interview transcript, Nick again insists that "Writing is rewriting." He makes it clear 

that he couldn't write the many haiku about his brother who was killed in Vietnam until years 

after the heartbreaking news was delivered. 'This one took 20 years": 

 

telegram in hand, 

the shadow of the marine 

darkens our screen door 
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At the time, Nick had intercepted the Marine who'd been designated to deliver the telegram and 

got him to go and wait across the street until Nick had time to gather his family and see them 

settled. He then gave a signal for the Marine to approach the house. 

 

During the radio interview, after being overcome by emotion whilst reading a poem (not a haiku) 

dedicated to his mother, Nick cites a fragment of Wordsworth from the Preface to the Lyrical 

Ballads : "I believe what Wordsworth said about 'emotion recollected in tranquillity'… ." I have 

no trouble believing that Nick truly believed in, identified with and practised that oft-repeated 

declaration from the Wordsworth/Coleridge 'manifesto' (which, in its time, changed the 

perception and direction of English poetry) and that Nick understood it in his heart, as a man and 

as a practising  poet rather than as a scholar or literary critic might. Nick also demonstrates, in 

his speech and writing as well as his haiku, that other central idea from the Preface: that poetry 

should be written in the "real language of real men" rather than in artificial 'poetic' diction. 

Ultimately, it is a line from Wordsworth's 'Lines Written a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey', 

also published in Lyrical Ballads, that, for me, most characterises the achievement of Nick 

Virgilio's haiku: "We see into the life of things."  

 

lily: 

out of the water… 

out of itself 

 

after the bell, 

within the silence: 

within myself 

 

the sack of kittens 

   sinking in the icy creek 

      increases the cold 

 

hospital quiet 

I enter alone at twilight: 

the scent of lilacs 

 

       - for Richard Wilbur 

 

spentagon 

pentagony 

repentagon  
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I've chosen these haiku almost at random, and could choose many more as examples. A few 

moments of reflection on each will reveal the depth of the 'life of things' that Virgilio shows in 

his haiku. 

 

Of the haiku displayed on the cover of Nick Virgilio: A Life in Haiku, Cor van den Heuvel, in 

his 1990 paper 'Nick Virgilio and American haiku: Creating Haiku and an Audience', writes: 

 

"…the 'unknown flower growing through the helmet.' That haiku was originally published in 

1968 in Leatherneck Magazine, the official magazine of the United States Marine Corps. That is 

quite early in the history of the haiku movement, but what is even more interesting is that Nick 

wanted the poem to appear first in the Marine Corps magazine, not a literary magazine. … Nick 

was not afraid to take his poetry to the common man and woman, or the soldier and athlete, even 

the poor and uneducated–he felt anyone could appreciate haiku if they only would listen and be 

aware." 

 

It's high time that a new collection of Nick Virgilio's haiku was published. As well as the 

excellent content and editorial arrangement of the poems, this book displays the high production 

values that reflect the care taken with every detail, which one has already come to expect from 

Turtle Light Press.  
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Jouissance: The Poetic Achievement of Fay Aoyagi 

 

Jack Galmitz 

 

 

That we live in a post-industrial, post-modernist age is long settled. That ours is an age of the 

advancement and transformation of information and its retrieval is uncontested. It was Jean 

Francois Lyotard who first coined the term post-modernism and his position was that any 

knowledge that could be adapted to translation into quantities of information and 

computerization would survive, and that knowledge that could not be so channeled, knowledge 

for its own sake, would be abandoned. He noted:  

 

We may thus expect a thorough exteriorisation of knowledge with respect to the "knower," at 

whatever point he or she may occupy in the knowledge process. The old principle that the 

acquisition of knowledge is indissociable from the training (Bildung) of minds, or even of 

individuals, is becoming obsolete and will become ever more so. The relationships of the 

suppliers and users of knowledge to the knowledge they supply and use is now tending, and will 

increasingly tend, to assume the form already taken by the relationship of commodity producers 

and consumers to the commodities they produce and consume – that is, the form of value. 

Knowledge is and will be produced in order to be sold, it is and will be consumed in order to be 

valorised in a new production: in both cases, the goal is exchange. Knowledge ceases to be an 

end in itself, it loses its "use-value." ( The Post-Modern Condition, Manchester University Press, 

1984).  

 

Poetry, certainly since the end of didacticism, has been a socially marginalized activity, existing 

for the most part in institutions. Mainstream poets have garnered some attention in the modern 

age, but certainly not as conveyers of information, of knowledge as understood by Lyotard. 

Haiku, as a poetic form, has been even more alienated from a broad readership than its 

mainstream equivalents. Poetry, including haiku, has for a long time relinquished exchange 

value.  

 

Faced with the proliferation of knowledge in post-modernism and the subjugation of the subject 

as a mere nodal point through which pass the signs and codes of the social order and its 

priorities, poetry has taken, at minimum, two paths. The first is to appropriate the information of 

the computer age (called "flarf," where modern poets stitch together poems from the fragments 

of narratives found on the internet along with their own words), and what the critic Jennifer 

Ashton calls the "new imperatives to construct poems that appear to resist artifice, whether in the 

form of a commitment to sincerity, a lack of irony, a childlike innocence or wonder, artlessness,  
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etc." (Sincerity and the Second Person: Lyric after Language Poetry, Interval(le)s II.2-III.1 (Fall 

2008/Winter 2009).  

 

Unwrapping a package containing Fay Aoyagi's latest book, Beyond the Reach of My Chopsticks, 

I found myself beset by a bundle of signifiers. The cover painting/drawing by Chiyo Miyashita 

was done in soft pastel colors and intentionally reproduced the effect of childlike composition; it 

lacked dimension, its houses were placed on a curve rather than a flat surface to suggest the 

shape of the earth, the houses themselves-their windows- appeared to have faces, the sky was 

green, and the reflections of the houses in yellow water (without ripples or other signs of 

embodiment) did not always match the "original" houses. I stress that the "innocence" of the 

cover art is intentional, because Ms. Miyashita studied painting at the university level in Tokyo 

and is a sophisticated artist.  

 

The title of the book suggested a state of loss, of what could not be grasped (a state of infancy 

insofar as the world referred to was unreachable, unmanageable), of a world beyond the 

narrator's reach, perhaps also of what was foreign and could not be appropriated (Fay Aoyagi 

emigrated to America in 1982 and began writing haiku in English in 1995). Before reading the 

poems, I suspected that Ms. Aoyagi had adopted the persona of the "eternal girl," the puela 

aerterna in Jungian parlance. It seemed that Ms. Aoyagi was engaging in the new "innocence," 

with the aim of preserving the subject (assailed as an existent throughout the post-modern age) as 

a viable voice in poetics.  

 

I was eager to see if Ms. Aoyagi referred, as she often does, to signifiers of her new country, a 

kind of "fluffing," an inter-textualizing of the Other. She had demonstrated this tendency in past 

references in her poems to Dylan, to laundromats, to a banjo, canned soup, RSVP, Independence 

Day, Pearl Harbor Day, Oscar night, and other American cultural signs.  

 

Opening the book, I was not disappointed: the first poem represents the author's encounter with a 

mental image of an idea (what we call a word) that holds part of the Real, but not a very 

satisfactory part of it.  

 

cauliflower- 

another day without 

an adventure  

 

What can be more mundane, tasteless, without savor, than the idea of cauliflower? But, the 

author knows that when a signifier (cauliflower, in this case) becomes attached to a morsel of  
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reality, something of the Real eludes capture. For "everything that comes into our field of  

recognition by means of a signifier, something of it must remain imperceptible, unsymbolized. 

This is the Real." (Lacan, A Beginner's Guide, Lionel Bailly, Oneworld Publications, 2009). 

Hence, the narrator's dissatisfaction. She is looking for the Real, and this requires "an adventure," 

and risk taking is one of the qualities associated with the puela aeterna in her search for 

completion and maturation.  

 

The second poem in the collection gives the book its title and is quintessentially of loss and 

nameless desire:  

 

low winter moon 

just beyond the reach 

of my chopsticks  

 

Of course, the poem is not enclosed; there are multiple ways to read it. The low moon resembles 

a grain of rice or a sushi roll and the author plays with the fact that by perception it appears just 

beyond the grasp of her chopsticks. The ensemble of words may also refer to what exists just 

beyond her Japanese utensils, the world of the Other, as she is now in America, a foreign 

country. However, most compellingly, the low moon is the acoustic mental image of what Freud 

and then Jacques Lacan called The Thing: it is the object per se of loss, which attracts desire, 

although it is not itself the object of desire. "For Lacan, the Thing exists outside of language and 

the Symbolic- it is 'the first thing that separated itself from everything the subject began to name 

and articulate'" (Ibid).  

 

In her quest for wholeness, Ms. Aoyagi follows the path, the language of the unconscious. We 

see it in the poems' metaphors, as the unconscious, structured as language, often uses 

condensation, the joining of other ideas of things to produce a new idea.  

 

who will write 

my obituary? 

winter persimmon  

 

Or, in this darker identification of the author:  

 

inside of me 

a silkworm 

spits out the night  
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In these poems we can see the identification of the "ego," the objectifying of the ego with a 

withering persimmon (death) and with a silkworm that instead of spitting out silk spits out the 

night (death/sensuality). They are both powerful, beautiful poems and suggest that it is not 

merely the ego speaking [but the Subject (the self) as well.] With the first awareness of oneself 

as an identity, a unity, comes awareness of oneself as an object, too, so that the self is split. And, 

in a sense, the attributions one makes of this objectified "identity," are factitious; they exist in the 

Imaginary, the psychic realm where a story begins to unfold of who one is, through the eyes of 

others and oneself. As Ms. Aoyagi acknowledges, her past, her childhood was an experience of 

both beauty and unexpected pain, a split:  

 

thorns of roses 

I fold my past 

in half  

 

Yet, Fay Aoyagi, a woman warrior of the interior landscape, returns to where she can find the 

Self (beyond the Imaginary ego):  

 

shroud of moss 

I step into the land 

of the ancient tales  

 

To a covering that is usually associated with death and with the dark, Fay Aoyagi willingly 

leaves the "ordinary" behind and travels to the source of self, to the land of mythos, where signs 

and symbols and narratives will aid her in her quest for authenticity, for the stature of a true 

Subject (and not an imaginary ego). She goes back and deep into the psychic realms.  

 

In the next section of the book, Ms. Aoyagi continues to allow her unconscious to speak. We find 

this through her use of signifiers without definite signifieds (the acoustic idea and our thoughts 

of the meaning of the idea), where a chain of signifiers produces "childlike" comparisons and 

understandings of the world. Saying this, on the other hand, does not preclude the conscious 

intention of the author; actually, she is quite conscious of her art; it is, as it were, the persona of 

innocence that she adopts.  

 

There are a series of poems in this section that use the rhetorical form metalepsis; this figure of 

speech produces a transgression of the boundaries between distinct worlds and thus suggests awe 

and wonder (and fear and laughter).  
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rumble of the metro 

a queue of city crabs 

inches forward  

 

slow ceiling fan 

a town hall meeting 

of the pet shop goldfish  

 

handcuffed lobsters 

in the water tank 

A-bomb Anniversary  

 

The same transposition of realms noted above is related by the author to herself, thereby creating 

categorical confusion and further influences and modalities of the unconscious:  

 

summer's end 

I trade by wings 

for fins  

 

The aporia of identity, the transformation of a human being into a bird and then a fish, highlights 

the Imaginary, simultaneously leaving traces of a Self/Subject beyond the confines of the 

fictional nature of the ego. It is both. In a world of objects, we are objects, and the Ideal identity 

is shared with other entities. It is the realm of the unaccountable, the Symbolic, where beings of 

the mind leave traces of existence in the mud of the Real:  

 

spring mud 

I find a comb 

left by a nymph  

 

Most tellingly, the beings and objects of the world remind us of our first loss, the loss that 

initiates the quest for identity: the dyadic relationship to the mother, who is identical to the child 

in its beginning, who once lost is forever sought by means of following where she herself went to 

find fulfillment and wholeness and meaning (the name of the Father-the law of the world and its 

order and power). Here familiar sounds from nature are a path backward to the dyad.  

 

stepping stones 

the cicada chorus pushes me 

into Mother's house   
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Fay Aoyagi returns to this theme of the original relationship to the mother in the next section of 

the book. The ocean, for Carl Jung, was the embodiment of the unconscious, the mother from 

which consciousness is born, the womb of all being, and the French word for mother, mere, is a 

homonym for mare, the Latin word for the sea. It is a sea within, powerful, emotional, lively, 

without direction or security:  

 

inner ocean 

where a compass doesn't work 

winter rain  

 

In keeping with the childlike relationship of the dyad, Ms. Aoyagi again takes on the persona of 

the naïve, innocent, and in this case she includes inter-textualization:  

 

tea garden 

the Dr. Dolittle in me 

whispers to a turtle  

 

Just as Hugh Lofting, the author of Dr. Dolittle, had his character shun human beings and speak 

in the language of animals-a response of the author to the atrocities he saw in the trenches in 

WWI-so, Ms. Aoyagi, living in the modern world fraught with horrors, transforms herself into a 

version of Dr. Dolittle.  

 

She gives us insight into what the horrors are that direct her to the imaginary world of literature 

in the following poem:  

 

Nagasaki Anniversary 

the constellation 

we never see from here  

 

The constellation is that mushroom cloud that killed seventy-thousand people immediately and 

seventy-thousand later due to disease and radiation. It is something not recognized "here" in 

America (although it is, of course, taught in schools). In the last poem of this section of the book, 

Fay Aoyagi, for the first time, insinuates herself, albeit in the third person, as in control, as an 

adult with the will and freedom to choose just how she will live, what she will hold on to and let 

go of: it is an important moment in the book.  

 

in the pool 

she sheds everything 

she wants to shed   
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In the next section of the book, Fay Aoyagi returns to the scenes of childhood, memory and 

deeply felt yearnings for something lost that is unspecified. There are amongst the poems here 

some achingly beautiful identifications with the small other (Lacan's le petit autre as well as the 

Other (Lacan's le grand autre). In the dark, opacity of a perhaps partially frozen lake, she sees a 

passage to the past: it is like a Rorschach upon which she can project whatever she wishes:  

 

icy rain- 

at the bottom of the lake 

a door to yesterday  

 

In the beauty of apple blossoms, she finds the desire to aspire to fly, to participate in the Other, 

all that which is of the order that predates her existence and is exterior to her; it is a place where 

all things are stored; it is omnipresent.  

 

apple blossoms 

the highest bidder 

for my wings  

 

Interestingly, Fay Aoyagi herself, in an essay titled Dissection of the Haiku Tradition: Inner 

Landscape (cited in Modern Haiku 40:2, 2009), discusses being an expatriate and feeling the 

need to fill a hole in herself: she also discusses being a winged creature:  

 

"Subconsciously, I may need a thing to fill a hole in my soul. I think haiku is helping me to do 

this. I still want to be a creature with wings rather than a stationary plant. But I do not want to 

be a mosquito anymore. I would like to avoid being slapped and killed easily. It does not mean I 

am clinging to life. Because I am involved with haiku, my senses have sharpened. I hope I can 

sharpen them more by exploring life through haiku."  

 

Here are further examples of poems with a strain of longing for the past, or, something in the 

past that may hold the answer to the hole in her soul.  

 

my yearning to spend a night inside a tulip magnolia 

trailing an inchworm to a childhood summer  

 

And, perhaps, the most beautiful poem in the collection, with its associative relation between 

shapes and space, the metonymical aspect of dream work and the unconscious discourse  

a hierarchy of apples in moonlight  
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In the following section of the book, Ms. Aoyagi to a pastel-colored day, which reinstitutes the 

book jacket and its pastel appearance. And, in the poem she deliberately uses a word- password-

to refer to the means of entry into the world within things, the means whereby we find passage 

beyond ourselves into the grand autre.  

 

pastel-colored day 

a password 

for the budding willow  

 

It is the metonymic of qualities, here softness, delicacy, in discourse that allows us access to 

fulfill desire, to initiate desire.  

 

Insofar as the unconscious is structured and performs as language, it is synonomy of meaning 

that attracts love/eros to what is not strictly speaking a part object of a particular drive and 

function, yet institutes desire. In the poem below, we experience not only a love for the ocean, 

but a love for whatever is boundless, forever; a love that is never satisfied for an unattainable, 

uncircumscribed object:  

 

a "forever stamp" on a letter to the ocean  

 

There are moments when Fay Aoyagi sexualizes desire. It is a stage of development of a full 

human being that cannot be forestalled or forbidden.  

 

The fact that these moments are "slight" points to the fact that love and desire often do not 

cohabitate and there is rarely, if ever, a rapport.  

 

The ease with which the desire for love and sexual desire become intertwined and the 

possibilities for misunderstandings to arise are encapsulated in the very genesis of both things. 

The demands possible in both cases are almost bound to create confusion- the first, because it 

can only be answered in the fulfillment of the 'extra' of the demand (the effort put into making a 

really good meal, rather than just one that will quell hunger), and the second because as there is 

no justifiable need attached to the demand-why should it be answered, except as a proof of love? 

It is not uncommon that it is the 'giver' of the sexual favor who is in search of love rather than the 

recipient, and unless there is perfectly matched lust on both sides, there is almost bound to be 

disappointment. (Lacan: A Beginner's Guide, Ibid, pg. 144-5).  
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Furthermore:  

 

The individual man and the individual woman in a joint sexual act is each pursuing a form of 

enjoyment that is distinct from and irrelevant to the other's: the object of the man is different 

from the object of the woman. (Ibid, pg. 151-2).  

 

Here are some examples from Ms. Aoyagi's poems:  

 

Independence Day  

I let him touch 

a little bit of me 

 

unexpected pregnancy 

she spits out 

watermelon seeds  

 

a hole in my sweater 

I ask him one more time 

what he meant  

 

As time passes, Ms. Aoyagi develops, matures into an awareness not only of the importance of 

existents other than her own, but to the fact that loss is ineluctable, that memory sustains, that 

"selves" that once were are now recognized as merely masks, personas of the ego, and not the 

real Subject/Self.  

 

these stones 

with a story inside- 

autumn deepens  

 

Valentine's Day 

how many ghosts 

do I keep in the hat box?  

 

Halloween- 

I dress as the self 

I left somewhere  
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Further, there is a sense of history developed in the author, one that has already been recognized, 

but now more aware of the world pre-existing her and its storms and unmentionable horrors. In 

the following poem, Ms. Aoyagi gives us a vivid, moving image of the atom bomb shadows of 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki:  

 

Hiroshima Day- 

I lean into the heat 

Of the stone wall  

 

It is through the unstated that the power of the stated appears; the understatement detonates the 

unseen facts.  

 

Finally, for the mere joy of it, my favorite poem of Ms. Aoyagi's:  

 

Ants out of a hole- 

When did I stop playing 

The red toy piano?  

 

There is a spring kigo here in ants and this may have some bearing on the tiny, unturned sound of 

a toy piano. On the other hand, there is the line of red ants and the red piano with its line of keys 

that connects the images to form a whole. Whatever it is, it is the smallness and the wonder of 

tininess of ants and children and toys that combine to set the poem apart and make of it a petite 

object of desire.  

 

In the end, Fay Aoyagi manages through her fulfillment as a poet to reach maturation, 

wholeness, and joy. The fantasies of childhood though they remain as a part of her are no longer 

the whole of her. Though some things are unattainable, she has reached what Jacques Lacan 

called jouissance, which is the enjoyment and usage of not attaining a goal, but a form of 

enjoyment derived from the usage of something in its legitimate (intended) way – the pleasure 

that comes with the functioning of the physical or psychological apparatus associated with a 

drive. It is a pleasure that is much more than one that eases a tension. It is completion. She has 

spoken her Self as Subject. Nothing more needs to be done.  
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An Interview with Jane Reichhold 

 

John McManus  

 

 

JM: Hello Jane, and welcome to A Hundred Gourds. We are very pleased to have you here.  

 

JR: Thank you, John, it is an honor to meet you and to get to know you better. I hope the readers 

of this delightful new haiku magazine will find us entertaining and informative.  

 

JM: I recently heard that you believe anybody is capable of writing a haiku. Have you always 

thought that, or is it something you have come to realize as you've become older and wiser?  

 

JR: John, I had to have that thought back in the 60s or I never would have had the courage to 

make my own first attempts. It was only in the 80s when I discovered the several haiku groups in 

North America that I realized that not every one agreed with me. Even they, with their power and 

powerful personalities, could not change my mind. If second-graders, with proper instruction and 

good models, can come up with the marvelous haiku they write, then I still think anyone can. I 

think the problem this statement causes with some people is the fact that they think everyone 

should write just as they do. If the verse does not meet their personal rules, then it is not a real 

haiku. We have to get over this inclination for a goose-step haiku world. The form, though the 

smallest in the world, is too big for that.  

 

JM: What was it that prompted you to make those first attempts back in the 60's?  

 

JR: On the close-out table at City Lights Books Store in San Francisco, in 1968, I found a Peter 

Pauper book of translations on sale for a quarter. Though I had been writing poetry since college, 

I felt that here in the Japanese way of writing poems was a new way of expressing poetry. Soon 

afterwards I was making a vessel on a potter's wheel that was still outdoors and just as I pulled 

the clay upward a bird sang out. At that moment I had the feeling that it was the bird's voice that 

caused the clay to rise. I realized that in this coincidence what I felt was the same kind of 

inspiration Japanese poets valued. From then on I read haiku when I could find a translation and 

I tried to write my own. I thought I was the only English person writing haiku until in 1980 I 

found out about the Germans, and through them, the English writers.  

 

JM: When you discovered them, which writers of English language haiku appealed to you the 

most?  
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JR: As soon as I began to study the haiku of others I vastly preferred those being published in 

English to those in German. I really wanted to learn how to write a real haiku and I desperately 

wanted instruction. At the time I had not yet found any book on the subject, so I studied the 

poems as published in Frogpond and Modern Haiku and Wind Chimes as if they were holy writ. 

I bought a leather-bound blank book and copied in my favorites. You have made me get it down 

from the top shelf, blow off the dust, and open the pages to that old book smell. Two haiku on 

the first page are from Helen J. Sherry, who is still a friend.  

 

migrating geese 

using only a wedge 

of sky  

 

(Modern Haiku 15:3)  

 

and  

yellow finch 

extending the color 

of forsythia 

 

(Modern Haiku 15:3)  

 

Then comes a page of Nicholas Virgilio's haiku topped with my then favorite:  

 

the old neighborhood 

with fresh paint and new faces: 

the whores up the street 

 

(Windchimes #27)  

 

but I quickly began to prefer haiku with strong associations as his haiku:  

 

the long winding road 

a run-over snake 

writhing in the sun 

 

(Modern Haiku 15:3)  
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Very soon the names of women out-numbered the males. Ruth Yarrow was an early favorite (and 

still is!) and her sequence "Down Marble Canyon" taught me so much about the importance of 

putting haiku together so that their individual greatness created a symphony of images. Ann 

Atwood's work, both as a haiku writer and translator of Guenther Klinge, was a guiding light.  

 

the child asleep 

still the soft crying 

of the rocking chair 

 

(Modern Haiku 13:1)  

 

Emily Romano, who still writes and publishes her haiku with computer graphics she creates in 

Lynx is here in these pages of early teachers.  

 

winter's end 

where a snowman pooled his wealth 

white crocus 

 

(Modern Haiku 19:1)  

 

I was always attracted by Alexis Rotella's quirky mind and felt she best understood the inner 

workings of a haiku though we later disagreed about caps and punctuation.  

 

As I daydream 

a sandpiper stands 

on one leg. 

 

(Brussle Sprout 6:1)  

 

I felt Anna Holly must have reincarnated from the lifetime of being Japanese as she so 

completely captured the essence of their poetry in her own haiku and later in tanka also.  

 

the iron ladle 

sparks on the well stone: 

the evening is cold 

 

(Modern Haiku 19:1)  
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I never forgot this one by Janice Bostok and was glad to accidentally find it in this book:  

 

pregnant again 

the fluttering of moths 

against the window 

 

(Tweed 3:2)  

 

And I could not fail to include Marlene Mountain with her one-liner:  

with rain I hear the old tin roof  

 

(Tweed 5:1)  

 

It is really hard to stop! Just now I saw Gerard John Conforti's"  

 

Hospital bed 

she holds my gift 

against her sleep 

 

(Modern Haiku 20:3)  

 

And just above it was Charles Dickson's:  

 

surly receptionist 

a vase of snapdragons 

on her desk 

 

(Modern Haiku 20:3)  

 

JM: I really enjoyed those poems Jane. Thank you very much for sharing them. At what point 

did you start to develop an interest in tanka?  

 

JR: It was from a study of haiku and then of renga in the early 1980s that brought me to tanka. 

When in Earl Miner and Hiroko Odagiri's book, The Monkey's Straw Raincoat, I saw the 

relationship between renga and tanka and realized that when writing the links in a solo renga I 

was almost writing tanka. I say 'almost' because, among all the greatly useful information I was 

receiving, in another book was Miner's comment: "Others are led . . . to think they can, as 

Westerners, compose a real tanka . . .[there are] techniques which demand our attention and a  
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respect that should freeze the anxious poetaster's hand." Being new to Japanese literature and 

culture, I took the commandment seriously because I saw almost no tanka being published in 

English. It was only in 1988 that Jack Stamm arrived to visit his friend in Mendocino and came 

to stay a few days with us. He told us about translating the tanka of Machi Tawara and how 

exciting it was to work with her contemporary style of the form. It was Jack, between concerts 

on his harmonica, who convinced me that it was possible to write a tanka in English and he left 

me Atsuo Nakagawa's book Tanka in English. It seemed a curtain had been drawn aside for not 

only me, but suddenly it became known that others were writing tanka in English.  

 

In my research for the book, Those Women Writing Haiku, I discovered that in Holland more of 

the women considered themselves tanka poets than haiku writers. They were writing tanka even 

though almost no one was publishing them.  

 

At the time I was publishing an unusual magazine called Mirrors. It was founded and based on 

the idea that its pages should reflect the being of the author. Each subscriber was entitled to one 

8 x 11 inch page per issue. However and whatever the person chose to publish on that page was 

in the magazine. It was the perfect place to bring the tanka, and renga, haibun, and haiga, that 

editors of haiku magazines were unable to accept. From issue to issue the amount of tanka grew 

along with the Americanized version devised by Adelaide Crapsey in 1911, called cinquains.  

 

By the later part of 1989, I had published a book of my early poems called A Gift of Tanka and 

Alexis Rotella had her chapbook, The Lace Curtain. With the tanka pages in Mirrors by Anna 

Holley, Pat Shelley, and George Ralph there was enough interest in tanka so I wanted to see and 

share the best tanka others were writing. That year I started the contest "Tanka Splendor 

Awards" hoping this would a rallying point for tanka poets. I was not interested in ranking the 

poems with first, second and third places, but wanted to present the tanka in an anthology that 

could be the basis for studying the best work currently being written. So the judges were 

instructed to pick 31 winning poems. The contest remained the only one to publish winners in a 

booklet, and by that feature to offer such wide range of excellent tanka for the twenty years.  

 

JM: I know this may be a difficult question for you to answer Jane, but do you prefer to write 

tanka instead of haiku?  

 

JR: I pick the genre according to my situation. If I am sight-seeing or observing others at an 

event or even just watching my own life go by, I will put my thoughts into haiku. If I am having 

feelings or am in touch with my emotions about something or someone, then I will pick tanka. 

Very often the haiku come to me so easily it feels as if some else had written them and I only 

need to write them out. Tanka tend to come more slowly and demand more work. That could be 

because it is harder to know exactly what I am feeling and how best to say it.  
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I can almost see a diagram of how the haiku materials come from outside of me, but the tanka 

come from inside me and move out as words. It is possible for a haiku to open up or access a 

feeling that I want to express so I will take the haiku as it came to me and add the additional 

emotional stuff in the last two lines so that a singular situation will be in both a haiku and a 

tanka.  

 

JM: You have provided such wonderful resources for people to learn about haikai poetry through 

your essays and website. Do you think that because minimalism is in vogue at the moment it 

might pave the way for haikai poetry to become what is considered mainstream poetry?  

 

JR: John, I would do anything I could to get haikai accepted as a mainstream poetry genre! I 

have considered becoming a harlot – instead I give away for free the lessons in Japanese genre 

poetry. At times I think the acceptance of haiku as an English poetry genre is a process and I 

cannot really push the river. However, as I see the problem I feel it lies with universities. As long 

as they turn out poets who think haiku is that cute 17 syllable child's toy from Japan none of 

them will take us seriously. We need professors who understand that haiku in English is a 

valuable showcase for poetic work which is different from its Japanese forbearer and teach it as 

such. Randy Brooks at Milikin University and David Lanoue in Louisiana are beacons in a dark 

night. We also need editors of established publishing houses to have this knowledge so they can 

feel confident in picking the authors and poems for their more prestigious books.  

 

JM: In haiku composition the use of kigo is essential for some poets whilst others deliberately 

write haiku without one. What are your thoughts on the use of Kigo in English-language haiku?  

 

JR: The use of a season word in a haiku can be a big help. Many new-comers' haiku are very 

short or seem to have only two images. Adding a seasonal reference can often help 'nail the 

haiku down' into the reality with a nature image and give the poem the essential third line/image. 

Even for other writers, the addition of a seasonal reference can add realism, punch, and interest. 

As with any good tool or technique, the over-use of season words can bring on boredom – how 

many "spring rain" haiku can you read or write in a year?  

 

Also, I have a problem with using season words as springboard or 'inspiration' for new haiku. 

This practice often leads to unrealistic combinations of images or what are pejoratively referred 

to as 'desk haiku.' I much prefer haiku that spring from an interaction between the author and 

nature-nature or human-nature.  
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I dislike the arguments over whether 'spider' is a spring kigo or an autumn one or the critique of a 

haiku based on whether there are "too many" kigo in a poem or pointing out that the kigo do not 

match. This seems mostly a waste of words better spent in writing haiku instead of putting down 

the works of someone else.  

 

I do find kigo an excellent way to organize large amounts of previously written haiku. 

Understanding and using the principles of a saijiki (as I did with A Dictionary of Haiku where 

over 5000 haiku are in one book) can be very helpful for others to find haiku on a certain subject 

or even to find a haiku when one can only recall part of it.  

 

I think proponents for the use of kigo can go too far when they state that haiku must have a 

season word or it is not a 'real haiku.' There are many excellent haiku out there that are surviving, 

and doing very well, without a kigo. However, this idea is a major one within the Japanese 

tradition and is partly what separates their haiku from those written in English.  

 

JM: Do you view English-language haiku as being completely separate and different to Japanese 

haiku?  

 

JR: I think it would be impossible for English haiku to be completely different from Japanese 

since we still share the name of the genre and so much mutual history now. And we will never 

get everyone writing in English to make the same changes at the same time. I see a continuum. 

There will always be people pushing the boundaries and writing short poems that at first glance 

have very little to do with haiku in either language. At the same time will be others doing 

everything possible to make their own work as close as possible to that of the Japanese masters 

four centuries ago. We are poets; not soldiers. The Japanese have done a far better job of 

education in the haiku field so the results of their haiku writers are much more homogenous.  

 

If I had gotten my dream, my wish, that English haiku be taught in universities so teachers would 

have a similar basis for their own work and that of future students, there might have been a 

clearer line between the two genres as our changes would have been codified. As it is, we are 

mostly do-it-yourselfers, so each of us has taken inspiration and education from a wide selection 

of Japanese translations – some faithful and some not even poetical to end up with this mish-

mash poetry that seem easy to ignore.  

 

JM: Are there any particular trends or developments in western haikai poetry that worry you?  
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JR: My first answer was an immediate "no" and then I realized that I have been "on a mission" in 

the past couple of years about the shape of a haiku. Yes, I understand and accept our not 

counting syllables but I feel the poem should maintain the shape with short, long, and short lines. 

I now manage to get upset when I see a haiku like:  

 

falling from the wreath 

frost 

flowers  

 

It would be so easy to switch the lines around to give:  

 

frost 

falling from the wreath 

flowers  

 

It is nothing new to learn. It just means being aware of the shape of a haiku in any language and 

a little more time spent in revising. By the way, this sample haiku was taken from my book, A 

Dictionary of Haiku, published in 1992.  

 

JM: With that preference for haiku with short/long/short lines in mind what do you make of the 

number of one-line haiku that regularly appear in many of the best journals?  

 

JR: Sometimes writing a haiku in one line is a marvelous device. I think a one-liner that allows 

the reader several different places to make the breaks and changes meaning with each variation is 

an excellent addition to a haiku writer's toolbox. An example would be Penny Harter's:  

mallards leaving in the water rippled sky1  

 

I find one-liners less interesting when the haiku has the breaks clearly indicated by syntax. Then 

the poem is only a three-liner saving space. And example would be:  

 

tracking the cliff-bound beach the noon clouds  

 

The biggest problem with one-liners is when they are used by newbies or the unskilled with the 

fragment and phrase practice and the one-line haiku becomes a complete sentence as in:  

 

while walking on the beach I lose my car keys  
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JM: The English-language haikai community seems to have more active poets from America 

than anywhere else. Do you think this could be purely due to the size of the population in the US 

or do you think that there's some other reason for this?  

 

JR: Oh John, this question upsets me for some reason. Could it be that we are louder and more 

noisy? Probably! I think that if someone could do a haiku writer-per-total-population study the 

statistic would not be that much different for the US or other countries. This would not be easy to 

study as the people we know as 'haiku writers' – due to publication in the many venues – are only 

the very small tip of the iceberg. I truly believe that, hidden from us, is a vast number of people 

who know of haiku, and try to put their thoughts into the form, without any understanding of 

what we may think of the genre. Our very 'noisiness' works to keep them silent.  

 

JM: Since haiku evolved from 'haikai no renga' do you think it is important for poets to take time 

to study and practice renku and renga?  

 

JR: I would hope that poets study and do renga for the sheer joy of doing collaborative writing. It 

is a pleasure like none other. I think doing renga makes one aware of the shifts, leaps, and 

methods of linking that is absolutely necessary for writing sequences. It also teaches tolerance, 

patience, the art of forgiveness, the delight of watching another person's mind at work and 

thankfulness for the abundance of the earth. My hope is that people will use the word "renga" 

when referring to Basho's work (as he did) and all the Japanese poems done before 1744. If one 

feels the need to designate collaborative poems after that date with a different term, we all could 

use the term "linked poetry" in English which is the exact translation of renku. Only while 

speaking Japanese is there a need for the word which has been mistakenly, and continually, 

foisted off on us.  

 

JM: Jane, thank you so much for your time and for sharing your thoughts. It has been a pleasure 

to work with you.  

 

Note:  

 

1 The Monkey's Face, Fanwood, NJ: From Here Press, 1987, p. 21. Found on: 

http://simplyhaiku.com/SHv2n5/haikuclinic/haikuclinic.html in the "Haiku Clinic #3: From One-

line Poems to One-line Haiku" by William J. Higginson. 
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A Review of Sandra Simpson's Breath  

 

John McManus  

 

Breath by Sandra Simpson.  

Piwakawaka Press, Tauranga.(2011) 

p.b. $NZ17 including p&p.  

Elsewhere contact the author: nzhaiku@gmail.com  

ISBN 978-0-473-19150-4.  

 

Sandra Simpson's first collection of haiku is an attractive paperback, perfectly bound and offers a 

solid sampling of her published work. The book has a brief introduction outlining Sandra's own 

poetic approach to writing haiku and offers the reader a good idea of what to expect in the pages 

ahead.  

 

Sandra believes that an observation of a moment is at the heart of haiku. Within a number of the 

moments Sandra shares with us throughout her collection, there's a real focus on the small things 

that often go unnoticed . . .  

 

fat spatters of rain  

the pulse  

in a sparrow's throat  

 

slicing papaya 

the swing 

of her black pearls  

 

There is of course other aspects to her finely crafted poems. For instance there are poems which 

employ a concrete effect . . .  

 

country 

war 

memorial 

no 

higher| than| a boy|  
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poems which employ a wicked sense of humour . . .  

 

winter wedding — 

the dressmaker's mouth  

full of pins  

 

400-year-old windows 

thicker at the bottom 

all the female cousins  

 

and poems which strike a more sombre tone . . .  

 

the old hurts 

resurfacing — 

bluebell sky  

 

magpie song — 

counting the lines 

on my neck  

 

Whilst reading through Breath one cannot fail to see Sandra's talent. Her juxtapositions are 

striking, her language is brief, but musical and she never fails to transmit the emotion of the 

poem to the reader. I applaud Sandra for her hard work in producing this delightful collection. It 

was well worth it!  
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A Commentary on Jim Kacian's "just past mauve" 

 

Jim Sullivan  

 

 

 

just past mauve            paddling hard for a dark shore (haiga)  

 

                       - Jim Kacian, tinywords 11.3, 28 December 2011  

 

There are several themes in this haiku and I would like to break them apart one by one. The 

surface level has a person on a canoe or kayak with the sky a shade of purple or pink (a 

picturesque sunset on a body of water) and the paddler is heading "hard" for a dark shore. Sunset 

in the west, darker shore in the east, maybe storm clouds, it is time to get off the boat and out of 

the water.  

 

This word mauve and the phrase "just past mauve" speaks to me of another image. I have only 

every heard the word mauve used in discussing interior wall colors or the color of a woman's 

dress. Mauve to me connotes culture and civilization and the way well-off people live. The 

author clearly avoids the words red sunset or something similar. A dark shore has mystery and  
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maybe mayhem lurks close to the distant shore. Someone is paddling hard away from the 

cultured and predictable world toward the unknown darkness. That someone is not drifting, not 

floating, but paddling hard. Good and evil ride the tide.  

 

And the more I read this haiku I am reminded of a poem by Dylan Thomas and this line:  

 

" I pray. Do not go gentle into that good night. Rage, rage against the dying of the light."  

 

The light is fading, there is a purple/pink sunset, do not go there. Paddle hard for a distant shore. 

You are not ready for dying, even the mysterious and the unknown is a better alternative.  

 

And to set the commentary rolling in a different direction, suppose the "just past mauve" refers 

to the paddler. He has had it with culture and home building (he is past mauve) and wants more 

wilderness in his life. He is paddling hard for some unknown adventure. This haiku has multiple 

levels, leads the reader on various journeys, and reflects well on the poetry of well crafted haiku.  
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Jack Galmitz's Views: A Preview  

 

Beth Vieira  

 

A king has the blind men of the capital brought to the palace, where an elephant is brought in and 

they are asked to describe it. "When the blind men had each felt a part of the elephant, the king 

went to each of them and said to each: 'Well, blind man, have you seen the elephant? Tell me, 

what sort of thing is an elephant?" The men assert the elephant is either like a pot (the blind man 

who felt the elephant's head), a winnowing basket (ear), a plowshare (tusk), a plow (trunk), a 

granary (body), a pillar (foot), a mortar (back), a pestle (tail) or a brush (tip of the tail). The men 

cannot agree with one another and come to blows over the question of what it is like and their 

dispute delights the king. The Buddha ends the story by comparing the blind men to preachers 

and scholars who are blind and ignorant and hold to their own views: "Just so are these preachers 

and scholars holding various views blind and unseeing.... In their ignorance they are by nature 

quarrelsome, wrangling, and disputatious, each maintaining reality is thus and thus." The Buddha 

then speaks the following verse:  

 

O how they cling and wrangle, some who claim   

For preacher and monk the honored name!  

For, quarreling, each to his view they cling.  

Such folk see only one side of a thing. 

(Udana, 68–69). 

 

 

The Buddhist version of this Indian parable turns the blindness of the men into something 

metaphoric about how they cling to their views without seeing where they stand and how that 

stance works in relation to others who also have views. The Jain version, which concludes that 

all the blind men are correct, promotes a kind of knowledge that might be called "weak 

relativism," where views are equally valid no matter how much they conflict with each other. 

The Buddhist version of the story might be called "strong relativism" for contrast because the 

problem is seeing "only one side of a thing" and taking that as the whole. The tale, an admonition 

against sectarian views, implicitly suggests that if the men stopped clinging to their own views 

and cooperated instead, they might come closer to seeing more of the elephant, in a sense 

overcoming their own blindness.  

 

The task of layering and corroborating views, though laborious and communal (perhaps never 

complete), is a form of strong relativism that Nietzsche called "perspectivism." Though not  
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developed as a systematic epistemology, it, like interpretation, is privileged in Nietzsche's 

approach: "There is only a perspectival seeing, only a perspectival "knowing"; and the more 

affects we allow to speak about a matter, the more eyes, different eyes, we know how to bring to 

bear on one and the same matter, that much more complete will our "concept" of this matter, our 

"objectivity" be. (Friedrich Nietzsche, On the Genealogy of Morality: A Polemic. trans. 

Maudemarie Clarke and Alan J. Swenswen. Indianapolis: Hackett Publishing, 1998.)  

 

Views, the collection of work by Jack Galmitz, shows the power of allowing perspectival seeing, 

the layering of views, to accumulate on a topic that might be a bit like an elephant in miniature—

contemporary haiku. Like the blind men in the parable, people cling to their own views of haiku 

even though they have grasped just a part. Galmitz in tandem with fourteen poets follows 

Nietzsche's lead to allow "more affects…more eyes" to the matter.  

 

Through interviews, book reviews, and critical pieces, Galmitz covers the poetry and larger 

concerns of a broad range of writers: paul m., Peter Yovu, Chris Gordon, John Martone, Ban'ya 

Natsuishi, Tateo Fukutomi, Tohta Kaneko, Robert Boldman, Marlene Mountain, Grant Hackett, 

Richard Gilbert, Dimitar Anakiev, Mark Truscott, and Fay Aoyagi. Each writer appears in 

exquisite specificity, as if Galmitz can disappear into each's shadow and yet at the same time be 

so active that he pulls them into the spotlight to take a fine-tuned look at the work each does.  

 

As in Nietzsche's perspectivism, there is no forced effort to systematize the results. Galmitz 

resists trying to define or categorize via abstraction, and instead he moves along with each poet 

to focus on minute details as well as broad concerns, a combination appropriate for the genre of 

haiku. Even the very notion of what the genre of haiku is, too often taken for granted, is actually 

up for examination and questioning. For the most part, more traditional definitions of haiku are 

left by the wayside as rule-bound and restrictive rather than generative and expansive.  

 

But that might be too simple a way to put it. Rather it is clear that relinquishing a pre-conceived 

idea about haiku outside of the actual work of active writers, who come close to grappling with 

that very question in almost every poem, produces a fuller picture. It is left to the reader to take 

up the layering of these views and see haiku as a living and changing practice pursued by a 

variety of artists.  

 

One way Galmitz characterizes what poets do is to invoke Wittgenstein's notion of "language 

games." In part, the idea of language games was formulated to account for non-referential, 

definition-resistant tendencies in language. Language games account for multiplicity, lack of  
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fixedness, and use or activity, where meaning is analogous to a move in a game.  

 

And Galmitz shows again and again how to be a good player, willing to travel with the word's 

uses through "a complicated network of similarities, overlapping, and crisscrossing" 

(Wittgenstein, Philosophical Investigations, 66). In many cases, we see him in between words, 

examining the spaces that define the lines of poetry, or parts of language such as dashes and 

letters in what Blake would call the "minute particulars" of creative labor.  

 

Galmitz explores the effects of breaking up language with poems such as this one by John 

Martone:  

 

winter coat 

& gloves 

he's 

an 

other 

sparrow  

 

Like other lineation effects, this poem creates multiple meanings. Here the deliberate lack of a 

hyphen produces the word "other," which might be said to stand for the possibility of othering 

not only in this particular poem but in each of the poems that focus on the slippage created by the 

concrete layout of the lines.  

 

Attention to this level of creative labor not only gives us a strong sense of each poet; it also gives 

us what Tohta Kaneko calls "shiso" or "existentially embodied thinking." As Galmitz explains in 

"The Romance of Primitivism," the term is related to, yet also opposed to, an emptier concept of 

ideology. Whether it is the experience of the poet represented in the poem or the experience of 

the poem as represented by the poet, embodiment figures in these essays as part of the creative 

labor of the language game.  

 

We can see embodiment from a concern with the form of the poem on the page. This concern is 

especially critical in concrete poetry, where the shapes of the words on the page are resonant 

with the way meaning emerges. Minimalist Mark Truscott gives us one of the many poems that 

plays with the effects of concrete poetry:  

 

SQUARE 

which is 

which is  
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The repetition in the poem calls forward what might be called the iterative effect of language, an 

effect seen in other forms in several of the poets. For instance, Chris Gordon creates serial 

poems, all with a repeating line. Three series are looked at carefully: Invisible Circus, Chinese 

Astronauts, and the Crow. Two examples from Invisible Circus show the delightful language 

game created by Gordon's serial approach:  

 

Your watch stopped when 

You bought your ticket to 

The Invisible Circus  

The Invisible Circus 

Goes from town to town 

Never really moves  

 

Gordon's own off-the-cuff remark, "Caveat emptor: Don't go to the Invisible Circus!" playfully 

cautions the reader to be alert, for as the investigation of the poetry goes on, we see the workings 

of the unconscious. As the title of the piece suggests, even the quotidian is superlative.  

 

Repetition figures in a different way in the monostichs of Grant Hackett:  

 

The spirit of the bell delivers a cry : : I stare into this world without peace 

The spirit of the bell delivers a cry (I stare into this world without peace) 

The spirit of the bell (I stare into this world) delivers a cry (without peace)  

 

Hackett calls these transformations "Innerweavings," which Galmitz connects to one-line haiku 

poetry and also demonstrates the way the lines open up to possibilities that reject closure.  

 

The visceral effects of language in repetition are just a few ways that some of the poets deploy 

embodied thinking. Even though there are points of overlap among the poets, as there would be 

in any language game, the poets take up these techniques for different effects and with different 

backgrounds. The tension inherent in written language between the visual and aural poles comes 

into play in many of the poems.  

 

"Typology & Poetry: Richard Gilbert Experiments" pulls this concern to the foreground with 

close readings of poems such as this one:  
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a drowning man 

p 
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a  

 

A striking poem made all the more elusive by the typographical layout, which has the effect of 

slowing us down so that we almost gurgle out the letters as if we too are drowning.  

 

At the same time we have poets like Peter Yovu, who, even though he makes use of the visual 

effects, admits that he prefers to read poems aloud. So at the aural pole we have poems like this:  

 

mosquito she too 

insisting insisting she 

is is is is is  

 

Though delightfully onomatopoetic, Yovu pushes the effects of sound in language, in Galmitz's 

words, as "somewhat dissociated from its meaning." An example of this dissociative effect is the 

following poem:  

 

millionating beast 

quadramillion hooves 

drum down the groundskin  

 

The poet creates neologisms to carry a large part of the effect of the poem through sound.  

 

Sometimes when we follow these pathways into the poetry, the language games take over and 

leave the players without clear-cut agency over what they are doing, either as poets or 

interpreters. Instead of a sense of loss of control, these moments are presented as exhilarating, for 

they let in something larger, whether the unconscious, multiplicity, or a set of specific concerns 

(social, political, spiritual, natural). For instance, paul m. emphasizes how the creative process 

takes over: "I allow myself the freedom to follow the poem, and let it dictate its own structure."  

 

The lack of certainty and multiplicity of meanings celebrated in this collection brings us back to 

the power of taking a perspectival approach, one that layers differing views. One of the central 

interpretive concepts might be best represented by the word aporia. From a Greek word that 

means "impasse," aporia has been used by such post-modernists as Jacques Derrida, Paul de 

Man, and Luce Irigaray in close textual readings to show a key moment of indeterminacy that 

usually results not just in a layering of meanings but in the impossibility of making a  
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determination. More radical than poetic ambiguity, aporia throws into question how meaning is 

made in the first place, again an uncertainty that is welcomed with exhilaration rather than a 

sense of loss. In a reading of a poem by Richard Gilbert, Galmitz concludes that again we 

encounter "an example of poetry as highlighting aporia as its central purpose; its playing with the 

deficiencies of language as its starting and ending point."  

 

Though Galmitz does not claim that each poet is self-consciously post-modern, he does use post-

modern thought to examine the poetry and to characterize the contemporary language game of 

haiku-informed writing. Jean-François Lyotard makes several appearances in Views as one of 

the influential post-modern theorists. Lyotard advances a notion of "metanarratives" that are 

quasi-mythological beliefs about human purpose, human reason, and human progress—parts of 

Modernism that are challenged by post-modern discourse. Lyotard in fact suggests that a 

pragmatic approach to experimentation and diversity be assessed in the context of language 

games, which is precisely what Galmitz seeks to do in Views.  

 

So far we concentrated largely on the formal properties of poetry though as we've seen a lot more 

is at stake, especially about language and meaning. Post-modernist thought challenges many 

assumptions that might be taken for granted not only about language and meaning. Three topics 

stand out in this collection: nature, politics, and subjectivity. Though the topics overlap, each can 

be held up for partial viewing, often with the unexpected effect of aporia when it comes to an 

attempt to make definitive declarations.  

 

Nature might be the most fraught topic since it is of course the most naturalized. This problem is 

compounded by assumptions about the genre of haiku, that it is a form of "nature poetry," with 

the tradition of using seasonal words, kigo, as well as descriptions of nature. These assumptions 

are taken on directly by Tohta Kaneko with a surprising revelation: the idea of an objective 

sketch attributed to Masaoka Shiki and then imported as a formative concept for Western haiku 

is actually based on a complete misunderstanding. While true that Shiki used shasei, "sketch," it 

was actually a student, Takaham Kyoshi, who advocated something "objective," which Kaneko 

calls "obedience to nature," to the poetry of "birds and flowers." Furthermore, Kaneko points to 

the "corrupting influence of modernism, insofar as it separates man from nature, sets them at 

strife." He instead uses the category ikimono, "living beings" in a way that allows for a less 

restrictive view.  

 

It's important to let Kaneko's point sink in since the misunderstanding he foregrounds has 

influenced so many Western haiku writers. Though paul m. at first seems to align himself with a 

more traditional view, his interaction with Galmitz in his interview leaves us with something  
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more complex. In relation to the "veneration for the venerable age of the universe," Galmitz 

playfully calls paul "a man with a visa," which captures what the title of the essay seeks to catch 

in "discarding the dividing line" between subject and object. Somewhat outside as a visitor, but 

allowed permission with a visa, paul m. can produce poems with or without explicit reference to 

himself, where the reader still feels the qualities of the poet.  

 

small plot of land 

the same sun 

I was born under  

 

sun on the horizon 

who first 

picked up a stone  

 

Both poems can be said to line up with acts of veneration, and yet there is also the voice of 

questioning: both who am I? and who are we? The first question arises from the contrasts of 

huge expanses of space and time and the smaller awareness attributed to the "I." In the second 

poem, another ageless question hints at potential for destruction and aggression, a thing all living 

things share. Galmitz characterizes paul m. as "not only a man 'in' the world, but a man within 

which is the world." Not only does it address what may be a false dividing line, but it may be the 

most beautiful distillation of what it means to be an artist.  

 

Though this description is far removed from a moment at which paul recites one of Galmitz's 

poems, for me it echoes at this very moment.  

 

Inside of me 

Bison are stampeding 

Across the caves  

 

The bison are simultaneously natural creatures, wild and furious, and yet they are art, the famous 

cave paintings. Whether out of veneration or violence or a combination of both, that primordial 

moment of the creation of art moves not just in caves but also through the poet, whose "inside" 

echoes the container of the caves. Galmitz is also "a man within which is the world."  

 

"The world should not lie useless. It should be scooped up in the hands and sifted through the 

fingers and scored with the ridges of the palm." This sentence introduces his essay, "The 

Cultivated Field: Tateo Fukutomi's Straw Hat." Cultivation, what we do with nature, brings new 

worlds into being, not without memory of the old.  
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In a field 

where buried axe-heads surface 

tree spirits assemble  

 

At such intersections, Galmitz muses, "we find our responsibility." And yet this sense of 

awareness is not overly moralized. In fact, similar to cultivation, it is a process that takes 

continuous labor and attention, even in the face of great odds:  

 

Memory of the atomic bomb 

every time the wind pulls off my hat 

I put it back on  

 

While Galmitz calls this haiku tragi-comic, it also emphasizes the action involved in cultivation, 

something that requires constant attention and repetitive action, here in cycles of memory, like 

that of the fields. But the wind blows in both places.  

 

Cultivation of nature in the form of domination is just the beginning of the view of Dimitar 

Anakiev's work. Galmitz highlights a speech by Anakiev in which "capitalist haiku" is called out. 

This type of haiku turns out to be "dominated by dehumanized topics of nature." With some help 

from such neo-Marxist writers as Theodore Adorno, we get a clearer picture not only of the 

domination of nature but also of the actual separation of human from nature as ideological 

results. Later in the piece, we see how the human use of nature for ideological purposes is deeply 

embedded in the politics of war for Anakiev:  

 

In the Balkans 

at the calling out of "rustic" 

swastikas sprout  

 

The rural areas are not merely "rustic." They are where the far-right thrives on the basis of what 

Anakiev calls "goat's milk" philosophy, which symbolizes connection not only to the land but 

also to an ideology. A doctor as well as a film-maker and poet, Anakiev became one of the 

"Erased" during the war, a whole group deprived of identity, civil rights, passports, and respect. 

It is no accident then that the most passionate calls for politics in haiku come from Anakiev, both 

in his statements and in his poetry itself.  

 

A big field of 

cultural struggle: hens 

are laying eggs again  
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Cultural struggle engages the poet in the social and political worlds that he already inhabits and 

is witness to. Galmitz turns to Adrienne Rich, who has called for poetry to take on its role as a 

social practice and to articulate the language of public pain. The poems of Anakiev serve not 

only as testimony to his own experience, but they serve a project of cultural memory for the war 

in the Balkans and also for World War II with German domination.  

 

Mittleeuropa: 

in the grey cloud 

a shadow of death  

 

It is hardly surprising that Anakiev finds excitement in Richard Gilbert's Poems of 

Consciousness in the development of "international haiku," something that embraces democracy 

and resists authority. 

 

"Haiku as a protest" is shared by the poet Marlene Mountain as a partial summary of her life's 

work. Experimentation with the form and use of techniques like cut-up and crosswords is a 

strong feature of her work. But it is as a unique voice in feminist politics that underwrites so 

much of what she does. Mountain seems to create her own woman-centered language because it 

is clear that even language is not gender neutral:  

 

thousands of women gather and talk in spite of language  

 

To give a sense of how Mountain works with and against language to carve out a feminist 

politics, Galmitz cites this sequence from "womancrativa":  

 

i am no beginning i am no end 

i am chaoscoswommos 

from my womwomb all is 

from my gynitals all flows 

birth of wom harvest of wom 

shesharing I will make myself into ourselves 

sheyes again I will shegive a big birth  

 

When challenged in an interview about her insistence on feminist politics and throwing haiku 

into the political realm, she gives this tongue-in-cheek response: "Haiku can be a lot more than 

pears and yellow windows." And she finally answers by explaining that she is not "stressing the 

political" but rather "recognizing its existence."  
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A moment of particular interest occurs when Galmitz reproduces a letter by Haruo Shirane, 

author of the magisterial study on Basho, Traces of Dreams. Shirane writes of Mountain's work, 

"Great poets don't stick to the rules; they make their own. You belong in that company." He adds 

that "constantly seeking new horizons, new words, new emotions" is constitutive of the "haikai 

spirit." Since, as the saying goes, "the personal is the political," I want to turn next to the topic of 

subjectivity and the "new horizons, new words, new emotions" found there in so much of the 

work of Views. Any traditional notion of a "self" that is in complete self-possession and is self-

creating and self-sufficient is undermined throughout the collection, whether by post-modern 

challenges to the production of this kind of subjectivity or by recourse to "othering" in language 

that takes the form of explicit references to psychology.  

 

Galmitz uses the notion of an archetype, that of the Trickster of Native American mythology, to 

show the workings of the serial poem on the Crow by Chris Gordon:  

 

a last few tricks ask the crow 

a second glance at your wife the crow 

cheats at love but not at cards the crow  

 

Galmitz shows that the Trickster in the figure of the crow "transmutes the quotidian and thereby 

aids us in keeping alive." And true to the effects of the unconscious, Gordon cannot say 

definitively whether he is using the archetype or not. The unconscious figures prominently as the 

uncanny in Gordon's series on the Invisible Circus and as part of the surrealist irrational in the 

monostichs of Grant Hackett.  

 

These concerns all come to the forefront in the final essay of Views, "Jouissance: The Poetic 

Achievement of Fay Aoyagi." Galmitz uses two difficult post-modern theorists, Lyotard and 

Lacan, to read Aoyagi's book, Beyond the Reach of My Chopsticks. "Jouissance" is a critical 

term in Lacanian psychoanalysis. It pokes a little fun at the limited sexuality that Freud proposed 

in his drive theory since the release of tensions of that drive is only a crude version of the 

enjoyment and types of desire expressed by jouissance. Galmitz starts with the sense of loss that 

challenges this jouissance. In a haiku that lends itself to the title of the collection, Aoyagi writes  

 

low winter moon 

just beyond the reach 

of my chopsticks  

 

Galmitz ends a multi-faceted reading of the poem with this statement: "The ensemble of words 

may also refer to what exists just beyond her Japanese utensils, the world of the Other, as she is  
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now in America, a foreign country." Loss sets in motion the workings of desire, which is 

attached to objects that Lacan describes as the "little other" and the "big Other."  

 

Galmitz traces the workings of the unconscious from dark associations to this delightful one:  

 

summer's end 

I trade my wings 

for fins  

 

A moment of playful undifferentiation mimics the childlike world Lacan calls the Imaginary. But 

lurking all around these moments are the losses that accentuate them as precious. And poems 

often convey this loss in the form of lack or longing:  

 

my yearning to spend a night inside a tulip magnolia  

 

Though the poems of Aoyagi are intimate, she, like Anakiev, has the world of a war-torn nation 

lingering in her mind, with poems on the atomic bombs of Nagasaki and Hiroshima.  

 

Nagasaki Anniversary 

the constellation  

we could never see from here  

 

Hiroshima Day— 

I lean into the heat 

of the stone wall  

 

These losses are also "just beyond the reach of my chopsticks."  

 

Galmitz tracks a kind of development in which Aoyagi "matures into an awareness not only of 

the importance of existents other than her own, but to the fact that loss is ineluctable, that 

memory sustains, that 'selves' that once were are now recognized as merely masks."  

 

Halloween— 

I dress as the self  

I left somewhere  

 

The striking part of this realization, as evidenced in the Halloween poem, is that it remains  
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relatively untroubled. Perhaps this is because the particular subjectivity presented here is only 

momentarily attached to little objects of desire and can instead see these attachments from the 

perspective of the Other. Galmitz describes a moment of jouissance as "a love that is never 

satisfied for an unattainable, uncircumscribed object," about this poem:  

 

a "forever stamp" on a letter to the ocean  

 

Here Aoyagi might be articulating what it means to be a writer, its exhilarations along with its 

impossibilities, all sealed together in this message-in-a-bottle haiku.  

 

The challenges that face the writers are shared by the readers who receive these smallest of 

poems and attempt to decipher meanings inscribed on "a letter to the ocean." Luckily, the reader 

is guided by the openness and imagination of Jack Galmitz, who shows us how to play the 

language games of the poets and not foreclose on possibilities like the blind men with the 

elephant. The fourteen pieces that make up this collection of views demonstrate the power of 

allowing perspectival seeing to give us layerings of meaning rather than one singular message.  

 

 
Beth Vieira is a student of Zen, haiku, and 

Japanese. She received her PhD from Johns 

Hopkins University in Comparative Literature 

and Intellectual History. She was a professor at 

the University of California at Berkeley before 

resigning to pursue a career as a 

psychotherapist. She has published in Simply 

Haiku, Contemporary Haibun and The Heron's 

Nest. She has an essay on haiku in the journal 

fort da and a book-length collection of poetry in 

the anthology Burning Gorgeous. She lives in 

Santa Cruz, California, USA, where she spends much of her time with her first love, the sea.  

 

 
 

* Beth Vieira's essay was first published as the preface to Views, by Jack Galmitz and is 

republished here with the permission of both authors.  

* Views © Jack Galmitz 2012; publisher: Cyberwit.net; ISBN: 978-81-8253-314-1 
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Visual Innovation in Renku Poetry 
 

Seasoned With Chili – Bea Bereis, Simone Busch, Ramona Linke 

 

 

Suspended in the ether of the World Wide Web there lie many modern examples of text and 

imagery tenuously fabricated in the fashion of traditional Japanese linked verse. There you may 

find "hand altered" transmutations of digital photography (1), randomized, computer generated 

"haiku" phrases, web apps that convert and piece together musical sounds from color images (2), 

simple sequences of amateur snapshots, collaborations between painters and sculptors, multi-

discipline performing arts as renku mandala (3) plus a plethora of other brainstorms and, on 

occasion, mere gimmickry. The contrasts are plainly apparent between traditional Japanese renku 

method and modern imagistic technology, art and performance, though not all complement the 

art of human interaction with the written word.  

 

The question arises of whether or not to write of the structure and use of linking imagery as a 

wholly unique, separate genre. Where in the historical source literature of renku composition are 

instances of linked words and image in which the progression from one element to the next is 

distilled to the expressive choice of the participants? Precursors of visual art and linked verse in 

the manner of haikai expression are nearly impossible to find, although, with the rise of 

popularity of photo haiga during the previous decade, it was only a matter of time before a few 

committed artists broke ground using photo and haiku technique to create linked sequences. In 

March of 2009, our previous edition's featured artist, Linda Papanicoloau, in league with Jim 

Swift and Carol Raisfield, created a "graphic renga" of photo haiga, combining disparate pieces 

of work, new and old, to create a whole. Their effort transcended semantic constructions and tied 

the topics of written renku to iconic imagery. The twelve combined haiga of Icy Wind serve as 

an example of the emotive expressiveness of linking verses combined with images (4).  

 

Most haiga compositions, when thoughtfully produced, follow the school of thought which holds 

that any attached picture must not simply illustrate the written verse. Employing more than an 

extension of this technique, Bea Bareis, Simone Busch and Ramona Linke have combined their 

diverse talents to successfully merge voice and vision in creating Seasoned With Chili. 

Incorporating photographic imagery with relevant prose, our trio of collaborators offers a further 

rendering of the possibilities of dynamic flow inherent in linked verse.  

 

Each with extensive publishing credits of their own, Bareis, Busch and Linke blend their 

expertise as photographer/musician, creative writer/poet, and haijin/painter. Their artistic  
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influences combine to inspire a further depth of emotional range to Seasoned With Chili, 

creating a resonance that merges the senses and informs our perceptions of meaning. Reading 

and viewing this composition, one is immediately presented with striking impressions that 

stimulate the mind's eye. A new dynamic is brought to the reading of haikai linked verse by 

introducing symbolic photography as a means to further propel the "renku wave".  

 

A group loyalty is revealed in the construction of the piece. By prior agreement, the initial focus 

is on the text over image. This team of authors approach their renku composition seriously, 

achieving a variety of implications without upsetting the unity of the entire text and its diverse 

subject matter. Each individual stanza remains part of a cohesive momentum where no one verse 

overwhelms another. Maintaining the mystery and strength of the original German composition, 

the progression pleases and surprises, as exemplified by the quiet introduction of the 

hokku/wakiku pair:  

 

curfews 

. . . someone opens 

the monastery gate 

 

to the state parlor 

a scent of baked apples 

 

Continuing this cogent motion, the daisan effectively breaks away from the opening verse, with 

subsequent verses supporting the jo-ha-kyu movement throughout each side of the shisan. 

Serving as more than mere markers, seasonal references inspire complexity, humor and wisdom 

in imaginative scenes. Fresh blossoms emerge as metaphors for love, thunder belies calm 

endurance, while the moon provides its eternal backdrop to a moment of fleeting poignancy. 

Modern references mingle with timeless settings that fuse notions of nature and humanity. 

Careful reinvention of mood and feeling is pronounced throughout the progression of the renku, 

familiarizing the reader with scenes from life on a grand scale while at the same time elevating 

the mundane, all the while evoking poetic responses at once intimate, revealing and subtle.  

Within their notes, the authors describe a reliance on "loose" translations from the original 

German language(5). The purpose is to better enable the transference of mood and feelings that 

transcend linguistic and cultural boundaries. The verses generate a syntax that endeavors to 

remain approachable and familiar, yet, either by intent or by accident; the translations provide a 

pattern of calm reverberations throughout, affecting the prosody of the piece while keeping the 

poem grounded in the present. This synchronous rhythm is at first indistinct, dispelled somewhat 

in the contemplation of each image's suggestiveness. With a closer reading, metrical cohesion  
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becomes more evident between each successive verse, allowing the progression of the poem to 

build to an uplifting conclusion.  

 

Verse topics segue from place, to person, to landscape and back again, although three major 

geographical locations are mentioned in the space of five verses. Some might regard this as 

upsetting the standard renku rules of intermission, i.e., prohibitions about the use of similar 

words or phrases in close proximity without adequate space to lessen any impact of repetition, or 

as the Master Basho might have put it, "taking a step back". Basho was not one to adhere blindly 

to technique or rules though, nor is the mention of three specific locations a spoiling affect for 

me.  

 

It could be that the imagery carries the day, retaining the poem's momentum while adding extra 

textural elements by allusion. Through visual association, the ingenuity of juxtaposition is 

enhanced, allowing an additional source of deeper meaning. A new and exciting parataxis is 

created, lending allusive connotations that are at once atmospherical and compelling and which 

intersect in a space in the reader's consciousness.  

 

No explanations are offered for the choices of supporting imagery— why a certain photo was 

chosen or exactly where they were taken— although photographer Bareis credits the use of a raw 

digital photographic format to best display a richness of detail to each photo, all of which are un-

manipulated but for the color choice in one of the photos. By using the lowest lens aperture 

whenever possible, Bareis brings details in each image sharply to life, creating enticements of 

texture and instilling a tactile, sensory experience to the reader's perception. In many instances 

depths of field are elongated, sometimes indistinct, suggesting purposefully mutated and dream-

like illusions. These choices heighten a sense of the ephemeral to the poet's and reader's vision 

alike.  

 

At times one is tempted to view the photography as a journey unto itself, yet its strength reveals 

a simplicity that colors the emotional impact of the written verses without overwhelming the 

scenes that the poets Linke and Busch so carefully present. Human figures are absent from the 

photographs, inviting the reader to place himself within the picture. This enhancement of 

conceptual dimension allows the arousal of associations of poetic juxtaposition on the reader's 

own terms. As a thought provoking piece of art, the addition of visual imagery enables a 

recontexualization of the written words and phrases to further the appreciation of a multitude of 

allusions held within.  
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But, enough of rules, jargon and literary wonkery. The important question is, "does the poem 

work as an example of haikai-no-renga?" With the reflections of vivid visual imagery and prose 

that appeal to thought and feeling, the movement of Seasoned With Chili maintains a pleasurable 

pace that appeals to the eye and ear as well as to the appreciation of prosody and linking 

technique. I would claim that the combined images and text of Seasoned With Chili insightfully 

creates a progression of renku wave encompassing a full array of the poets' meanings and 

opening the door wider to innovation in linked haikai verse.  

 

William Sorlien, Renku Editor  

 
Footnotes: 

1. "Dialogue with No Word," Nakamura Rieko and Anzai Toshihiro; Renga.com, September 

2007. 

2. "Generative Visual Renku: Poetic Multimedia Semantics with the GRIOT System," D. Fox 

Harrell and Kenny K. N. Chow, Hyperrhiz, Summer 2009. 

3. "Kaleidoscopic Mandala," Arawana Hayashi, Yumiko Matsuoka, Allen LeVines, Shokan 

Tadashi Kondo Society for the Arts, Religion and Contemporary Culture, November 2000.  

4. "Icy Wind: a twelve tone graphic renga," by Jim Swift, Linda Papanicolaou and Carol 

Raisfield – first published Simply Haiku 2009, vol 7 no 3. 

5. The original German version of "Seasoned With Chili" is published in Volker Friebel's 

monthly haiku selection at Haiku-Heute.de – http://www.haiku-heute.de/Archiv/Chili-fuers-

Dinner/chili-fuers-dinner.html  

 

 
  

http://www.haiku-heute.de/Archiv/Chili-fuers-Dinner/chili-fuers-dinner.html
http://www.haiku-heute.de/Archiv/Chili-fuers-Dinner/chili-fuers-dinner.html
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Notes and Biographies:  

 

"My photos are taken with a digital SLR, model Olympus E420. Generally I choose the smallest 

aperture as possible to get a shallow depth of field, because I like to "paint" the background of 

the photo. All my pictures are taken in raw-format in order to develop the photos for myself. In 

this shisan the photos are not modified and processed at all with one exception: The color of the 

flute picture "Le nozze di Figaro" was changed. All photos are cropped for right size. The last 

photo of the shisan, the one with the window and the half-closed shutter, is taken in South Tyrol; 

all the others are taken in Germany."  

 

Bea Bareis  

 

"Ramona Linke and I started to create this shisan in November 2011 in German. We both are 

passionate haiga artists and love to write linked haikai poetry as well; therefore it was a small 

step for us to try it out. We decided to only use the photo art of Bea Bareis because we aimed to 

have a certain visual unity in this work. The poetry came first and after each line we chose a 

photo that fit the words, without explaining them, but, that could exalt the imagination of the 

viewer. All the communication was done via email as Ramona and I live too far away from each 

other to meet. It took us one month of concentrated work to get the shisan finished. Afterwards 

we made a translation into English which is rather more loose than literally correct, to maintain 

the spirit of the poetry. The German version is published by Volker Friebel's monthly haiku 

selection in German at Haiku-Heute.de"  

 

Simone K. Busch  

 

Ramona Linke was born in 1960 and lives in Saxony-Anhalt (Germany). She began writing 

haiku in 2003. She also writes tan-renga, renku and rengay, takes photos and paints in sumi-e, 

aquarelle, and other mediums. Ramona blogs at http://haiku-art-rl.blogspot.com/  

Simone K. Busch was born in 1965 and currently lives with her family near Bonn, Germany. She 

has a university degree in business administrations and is trained as a teacher for creative 

writing. She writes short stories, poetry and for some time also haiku and haiga. Lately, she 

become involved in writing linked haikai poetry. 

 

Bea Bareis was born in Mannheim in 1965 and grew up in Berlin. She lives with her family in 

the Rhine Valley between Bonn and Koblenz. Bea studied music in Berlin and works as a flutist. 

She teaches the flute, piano, and regularly performs with the "Schaffrath Trio", in a duo with a 

harpist, and in various other chamber music ensembles. Four years ago she revived her passion 

for photography and enjoys creative work together with Simone K. Busch. The original German  

 

http://haiku-art-rl.blogspot.com/
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version of "Seasoned With Chili" is published in Volker Friebel's monthly haiku selection at 

Haiku-Heute.de – http://www.haiku-heute.de/Archiv/Chili-fuers-Dinner/chili-fuers-dinner.html 
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