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Welcome to A Hundred Gourds. Our journal's name is taken from a haiku by Chiyo-ni (1703–

1775), who is widely regarded as one of the greatest haiku poets of the Edo period:  
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Haiku in India  
 

Introduction 

 

Haiku is thriving in India. Conferences and festivals are held, haiku is beginning to be introduced 

at college level and of course, we’ve been reading haiku written from India in international haiku 

journals for a long time. One thing is clear from this feature: in India, there is a growing haiku 

community and a network of haiku practitioners from India’s various regions.  

 

Kala Ramesh and her haiku students and friends provide us with some glimpses of haiku as it is 

practised, taught and discussed in the multi-faceted, culturally rich country that is India. AHG 

thanks Kala and all who generously contributed to ‘Haiku in India’.  

 

- Lorin Ford, haiku editor  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Ready to start out on a ginko: Kala Ramesh and students from the Symbiosis Centre of 

Management Studies, Pune. 

 

Photo by Harshil Patel.  
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Haiku and Classical Indian Aesthetics  

 

– Kala Ramesh  

 

Haiku seems to have become a new mantra in India. If you tell people you’re into haiku, you’ll 

see stars in their eyes!  

 

Indians are slowly, but surely waking up to its beauty and the reasons are not far to seek. Haiku 

is about nature’s creative force and if we read the Rig Veda, all we see are verses in praise of 

nature. Imagine one of the oldest civilisations known to man, before there was language as we 

know it now– when the sun was not called the sun neither the moon nor the earth were known by 

their names. Probably, all that men and women did was to marvel at the colours and the wonders 

around them. It’s not surprising that nature was worshipped and adored in the Vedic period.  

 

Hindus and Buddhists believe that all Creation is composed of five essential elements, The 

Panchabhootam. With death, everything is transposed into these elements of nature, balancing 

the cycle of evolution.  

 

The five elements are: 

Ether - Akasha in Sanskrit- is associated with sound 

Wind -Vayu – is associated with sound and touch 

Fire - Agni - with sound, touch and form 

Water - Jalam - with sound, touch, form and flavour 

Earth - Prithvi – is associated with sound, touch, form, flavour and smell 

 

This classification and this thinking are woven into the fabric of our daily activities. It’s widely 

used in all art, including poetry, literature, dance, music, painting and even Ayurveda – a system 

of traditional medicine native to India.  

 

To this, add that core ingredient of haiku – the art of suggestion. The famous Bharatanatyam 

dancer Rukmini Devi Arundale said that Abhinaya in dance – the rendering of the various 

emotions through body and facial expression –needs to be mere suggestion, anything more 

becomes drama.  

 

It would not be a far stretch to say with haiku we’re touching base with our roots. Haiku poetry 

fascinated both Rabindranath Tagore and Subramanya Bharathi – revered poets from Bengal and 

Tamil Nadu – at the beginning of the last century. A recent phenomenon in our haiku landscape  
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has been Prof. Satya Bhushan Verma, a professor emeritus of Jawaharlal Nehru University. He 

was chosen for the Masaoka Shiki International Haiku Prize in 2002, and he shared the prize  

money of one million yen with the American poet, Cor van den Heuvel. Haiku in regional 

languages such as Hindi, Marathi, Telugu, Tamil and Punjabi is gathering momentum.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo by Bhavani Ramesh.  
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The Hyderabad Literary Festival, January 2013 

– Kala Ramesh 

The Hyderabad Literary Festival had two haiku sessions running along with mainstream poetry, 

something not generally seen in literary festivals in India. But Surya Rao, the man behind HLF 

has always encouraged haiku. So it came as no surprise that Gabriel Rosenstock, the famous 

Irish poet, was requested to conduct a full day haiku workshop on 19th of January.  

 

 
 

The Hyderabad Literary Festival haiku masterclass with Gabriel Rosenstock.  

 

Photo courtesy of Surya Rao.  

 

Gabriel made a brilliant start with poems from Jane Reichhold’s Basho: The Complete Haiku. 

Each poem was written on the whiteboard and discussed. He kept away from rules and just 

encouraged participants to give voice to their feelings and emotions. Later in the afternoon, 

participants tried their hand at haiku. Over all, it was a very satisfying session and a day well 

spent.  
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Gabriel Rosenstock encouraging participants to give voice to their feelings and emotions in 

haiku.  

 

Photo courtesy of Surya Rao.  

 

On the concluding day of this three day festival we had an hour of haiku and raga. How does one 

read haiku to an audience? Can it ever get to the level of a performing art? 

 

To create a good ambience I had switched off all the lights except the table lamp. The Power 

Point presentation was also in softer shades giving the haiku that subtle touch. I did not want to 

have the presentation like a haiga (artwork embedded with a haiku) nor to have the haiku poems 

linked as in collaborative poetry, renku. Here I wanted each poem and each voice to stand alone.  
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A haiku is over almost before we begin. To give the listener something to hang on to, haiku poets 

have experimented with reading their work to music. I heard a video recording of Jack Kerouac 

reading "American Haiku" in a program called Haiku and Jazz. Here the Jazz artist responded to 

the mood created by the haiku poem. In a few instances it seemed competitive too! This 

approach can be called as sawal-jawab (question and answer) of Indian classical music 

traditions, wherein a sitarist plays a piece and the percussionist (the tabla player) replies fittingly.  

 

But, what was attempted at Hyderabad Literary Festival was: Saath Sangath— playing together 

in unison, in harmony. Two artists performing side by side: as one comes into the limelight, the 

other remains subservient and vice versa. Five minutes of pure raga, played at the beginning by a 

classical bamboo flute musician Bapu Padmanabha, set a meditative mood. The audience was 

requested to immerse in the melody, to note the pauses and silences embedded in the raga, thus 

awakening those dreaming spaces integral to emotions.  

 

Three haiku poets, Gabriel Rosenstock, K Ramesh and I took turns to read our haiku alternately, 

twenty seven poems in total.  

 

 
 

K Ramesh, Kala Ramesh and Gabriel Rosenstock take turns to read their haiku to the 

audience.  

 

Photo courtesy of Surya Rao.  
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Each of us spoke about what actually triggered the making of our haiku poems, choosing to 

highlight a few. Here are some of our haiku: 

 

a cow looks over 

Caernarfon Bay 

without knowing why  

 

Gabriel Rosenstock  

 
 

 

the ocean in a raindrop inside my womb a heart  

 

Kala Ramesh[1]  

 
 

 

rustle of palm leaves ...  

fishermen play cards 

in the boat's shade  

 

K Ramesh[2] 

 
village fair … 

insects fly round and round 

a tube light  

 

K Ramesh [3] 

 
 

 

with his one good hand 

the scarecrow points 

to the moon  

 

Gabriel Rosenstock  
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morning raga  

a honey bee attempts 

to waken the bud  

Kala Ramesh[4]  

 

We ended with a composition in another raga, leaving the audience steeped in images and 

quietude. It was heartwarming to see them stay with us, for there were parallel poetry sessions 

going on and people could have simply slipped away to the next room.  

 
 

1. the ocean in a raindrop – Modern Haiku 43.3, Autumn 2012  

2. rustle of palm leaves –The Heron's Nest Volume XIV, Number 2: June, 2012 

3. village fair –The Heron’s Nest, Volume XIV, Number 1: March, 2012. 

4.morning raga - Shreve Memorial Library's Electronic Poetry Network July 2010 
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Haiku Utsav, February 2013[1] 

 

– Bhavani Ramesh  

 

The Haiku Utsav 2013 was held in Pune on 22nd and 23rd of Feb. Partly sponsored by the 

Symbiosis Institute of Liberal Arts, it was a wholesome two days spent in discussions, debates 

and detailing of haiku and other forms of Japanese poetry like tanka and haibun.  

 

The participants were as varied as it can get: teachers, doctors, artists, navy officers, advertising 

professionals and students from different parts of India – Pune, Mumbai, Chandigarh, Hyderabad 

and Chennai. Our ages ranged from a young 27 to a much wiser 65. It made for a rich exchange 

of thoughts; perspectives influenced by each individual’s journey.  

 

The first session on Saturday began with a bang. It was an introduction to haiku through Basho, 

Issa and Chiyo ni – the formidable pillars of haiku in the Japanese tradition. On paper, the 

session sounded as simple as a poetry reading of some of the best, but it took on a different 

dimension. Each poem was read, allowed to float around, pulled back through interpretations 

from the participants and then embellished with anecdotes by the well-known haiku poets 

leading the session, Angelee Deodhar (Chandigarh) and Kala Ramesh (Pune). Normally, 

appreciation of the masters happens in the privacy of one’s own thoughts. This session brought 

out new angles to each poem, at times surprising even the senior poets into saying, “oh I never 

thought of that, maybe that’s what he meant!”, driving home the lesson that no one interpretation 

of a poem is right and that good haiku only ‘shows’, and it’s up to the reader to ‘tell’.  

 

The second session was an introduction to ‘new ku’ by the young poet, Aditya Bahl (Delhi). 

Haiku has been evolving through the years, but the “new ku” steps totally away; not an evolution 

but almost a revolution! Highly confusing for all the seasoned poets, this session was probably 

the most volatile one with multiple points of view and argumentative yet fruitful dialogue. It 

opened our eyes to a contemporary type of haiku in form and structure that has its roots in the 

essence of haiku. A favourite with all the participants was:  

 

 

as an and you and you and you alone in the sea 

 

- Richard Gilbert 
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Paresh Tiwari and Gautam Nadkarni get down to some nitty-gritty haiku work.  

 

Photo by Bhavani Ramesh 

 

In the last session on day one, each poet took the floor for around 10 minutes and read out their 

poetry. Varied forms were shared: haiku, tanka and haibun. Day 2 began with haiku on our 

minds as we brushed our teeth! At 6.30am, the participants walked up the Bhamburda forest with 

a symphony of birdcalls and crunch of gravel for company. A break for breakfast, and then it 

was time for the Haiku Bowl. Each person put a haiku written by him or her into a bowl, albeit 

anonymously. Each haiku was picked from the bowl randomly and workshopped by the 

participants together, thus crafting it into a better version of the same thought. It helped teach 

haiku newbies the rules through examples. It made me notice the importance of each word, each 

pause in a form that is so bare-bodied and pithy. What worked for all these sessions was the 

openness of the discussions, the lack of hierarchy while chairing the session or expressing an 

opinion. Some examples of the workshopped poems are: 

 

 

turmeric moon – 

on each page of Ma's cookbook 

a smear of gold  

 

Sanjuktaa Asopa  
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Janmashtami 

mixed with His footprints 

my kitten’s paws  

 

Geethanjali Raja  

 
 

 

haiku bowl – 

the chocolate shared 

out of silver foil  

 

Angelee Deodhar  

 
if I kiss you now 

would I smell of 

fish and rice too?  

 

Paresh Tiwari  

 
 

 

sudden rain – 

umbrellas mushroom 

on the street  

 

Gautam Nadkarni [2]  

 
 

 

mountain walk 

the breathlessness 

after the chatter  

 

Bhavani Ramesh  
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The last session was a personal favourite where all the participants wrote a renku. The 12-verse 

Junicho was chosen for this year’s workshop. The joint sabakis – Rohini Gupta and Kala Ramesh 

– drummed down the list of words, images that could not be repeated. It got tougher once we 

were done with six verses, but there was a lively interplay of words, thoughts and everyone 

trying to make each verse even more beautiful. The entire poem moved from one person’s 

imagination to another’s and thus, flourished. The session was great fun, and brought out the best 

in each person sitting around the table. Our renku,  A Skylark Sings, is published in this issue of 

A Hundred Gourds.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Angelee Deodhar is not only an expert translator and a well-respected haijin. Here she 

gives Shernaz Wadia some hints about photography.  

 

Photo by Bhavani Ramesh 

  

http://ahundredgourds.com/ahg23/renku01.html
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The two days came to a triumphant close with a new haiku group formed – ‘IN haiku’ – for 

promoting, enjoying and sinking deeper into the beauty and intricacies of this art form. This was 

the 4th festival spear-headed by Kala Ramesh who with her enthusiasm and energy manages to 

make such events seem effortless. The Haiku Utsav made one sit up, take note of nature – it was 

almost like Wordsworth instructing us to all ‘stand and stare’.  

 
 

1. ‘Haiku Utsav, February 2013’ is a version of ‘Those three Little Lines’, first published in 

thealternative.in/arts-culture/haiku-utsav-those-three-little-lines February, 2013. 

2. sudden rain – First Place, Shiki Monthly Kukai, 2009  

 

 
 

  

http://thealternative.in/arts-culture/haiku-utsav-those-three-little-lines/
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Our new young voices - Symbiosis School for Liberal Arts, Pune 

 

– Kala Ramesh  

 

Symbiosis School for Liberal Arts Pune, a constituent of Symbiosis International University, has 

introduced haiku as one of the subjects offered in their Floating Credits Program. 23 

undergraduate students opted for the 30 hour haiku course module. As their guide, I decided to 

include both haiku and renku in the syllabus. I felt that the link and shift that we employ in renku 

would help newcomers to grasp the elusive haiku. As part of their final assessment the students 

were asked to create ‘kigo words’, suitable for Indian seasons, from their own experience:  

 

scorching winds  

 

“My hometown is Baroda, Gujarat - a place where summers are extremely hot. The heat is so 

dominant that even the winds that blow carry hot currents and when they touch your skin, you 

feel as if it burnt you. These winds are pretty harmful because exposure to them could cause heat 

stroke, even dehydration. My kigo word is ‘scorching winds’. ”- Krishna S. Gohil 

 

white rain/naked rain & wood chopping  

 

“Rains without the dark clouds. When it rains in the rainy season without dark clouds, on a 

bright day full of sunlight, it can be called ‘white/naked rain’. Wood chopping is mostly done in 

winter season for producing fire to warm the body. So ‘wood chopping’ can be considered as an 

activity for the winter season” - Disha Upadhayay 

 

sharbat  

 

“For me the word ‘sharbat’ (sherbet) symbolizes summer and especially the summer holidays 

when I was in school. This is so because, growing up in Delhi, I have experienced extreme hot 

summers and sharbat was the first thing I used to have at home after a long day of playing in the 

sun.” - Vinamra Agarwal 

 

cowdung cakes  

 

“In India, ‘cowdung cakes’ signify late winter in the month of January when people enjoy the 

festival of harvest. In rural areas, during this time, the ladies of the house use cow dung cakes to 

ignite the fire and then dance around it. It is auspicious to keep a cow dung cake in the centre of 

a rangoli (rice flour designs), which is usually drawn everyday outside most traditional Indian  
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homes.” - Lavanya TadepalliEach student was required to select the ten best haiku they’d written 

during the course. Haiku such as these were among those submitted for assessment:  

 

 

starry night 

a soft feeling in my hand 

of numberless sands  

 

Baek Sung Hui  

 
 

 

winter breeze 

rushing through the veins 

a numbness  

 

Kemy Danecha  

 
 

 

spring winds 

the cats try again 

to tidy their fur  

 

Kayva Kavuri  

 
 

 

quarry depth – 

pools of green  

mirrors  

 

Vinamra Agarwal  
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Two ginko walks were arranged for the students as part of this module. The first was led by Mr. 

Kiran Purandare – a nature trail through Taljai hills with bird vocalisation for which he is 

famous. The second ginko was at the Bhamburda forest. At 5.30 am on 16th February frantic 

telephone calls got students to their feet!  

 

More haiku were written during and as a result of these ginko:  

 

 

windy morning – 

dry leaves fall between 

our conversation  

 

Disha Upadhyay  

 
 

 

misty mountains – 

the road through valley 

a black Nile  

 

Gokul Krishna 

 
 

 

bright sunlight  

            a shadow beside  

the shadow of a friend  

 

Aviral Gupta  

 
white mites ...  

tunnelling their way through 

a city of sand  

 

Aditi Puri  
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10 haiku poems were sent by email to students and they were asked to write a critical 

appreciation of the haiku they liked best. I did get some outstanding responses:  

‘New Year’s Day’ 

 

New Year's Day  

the center of the chocolate  

not what I expected  

 

Carolyn Hall [1]  

 
 

 

“The phrase ‘New Year’s Day’ immediately suggests that this poem is linked to celebration – 

celebrating a new beginning, perhaps. It gets us thinking about the kind of celebrations the poet 

is talking about and whether the connotation is positive or negative. As we read on, the poet 

shifts our attention towards ‘the center of the chocolate’ which suggests something sweet and 

builds our expectations. However, we realize that the outcome is utterly disappointing. After 

reading this haiku, the first thing which came to my mind was that it’s the beginning of a new 

year, and the poet has certain expectations, probably from someone who is close to her heart and 

he/she has failed to live up to them. It can also suggest an unexpected rough patch in a new 

couple’s relationship. Overall, this haiku aroused a lot of curiosity within me and even after it 

ended; it kept me wondering about what actually went wrong. The poet successfully creates 

suspense through these lines and the simplicity of words makes it more emphatic.”- Ritika 

Moolchandani 

 

‘The Thief’ 

 

The thief left it behind:  

                       the moon 

                  at my window  

 

Ryokan[2] 

 
 

 

“I have chosen the above haiku because the three simple lines have a deep meaning in them. The 

10 words clearly define the poet’s thoughts.  
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The line "the thief left it behind" portrays the backdrop that the thief has come and robbed the 

house. But he has left something behind. Our minds go into the thought about what he could 

have left behind. The wild guesses the readers make is the essence of this haiku. The line "the 

moon at the window" shows that its night and the room is empty. The person can only see the 

moon at the window and nothing else because the house has been robbed.  

 

This haiku has put across the simplicity of the words used. It clearly shows what the poet is 

trying to convey. I got inspired by this haiku. Even I have used simple words to write my haiku.” 

- Kavya Kavuri 

 

‘Migrating Geese’ 

 

migrating geese – 

the things we thought we needed 

darken the garage  

 

Chad Lee Robinson [3] 

 
 

 

“A flock of migrating geese following their natural instinct to fly south represents an ordered 

sense of freedom. Humans driven by their need to accumulate material things, end up with a 

clutter that acts as a weight, holding them in one place. Robinson juxtaposes weightlessness with 

gravity, while contrasting the image of an illuminated, open sky with the shadowy interior of the 

garage.” - Aviral Gupta  

 

 
 

 

1. New Year’s Day - The Heron's Nest VIII:2 (2006). 

2. The thief left it behind - as translated in The Enlightened Heart : An Anthology of Sacred 

Poetry (1993) by Stephen Mitchell. 

3. migrating geese - The Heron's Nest XIII:1, March 2011  
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Haiku in India – Some Reflections  

 

 

Johannes Manjrekar went to school and college mostly in Mysore town in South India. He 

grew up rather multi-culturally, learning several languages. Johannes studied life sciences in 

college, receiving his Ph.D. in Molecular Biology and is presently teaching post-graduate 

courses in Biotechnology and Microbiology in M.S. University of Baroda in Gujarat, India.  

 

“Haiku doesn’t come easily to us. Despite the innumerable streams of Indian philosophy, today’s 

urban middle class culture is not big on subtlety or understatement. We like our spices strong, 

colours bright, judgments unambiguous. I don’t know to what extent this is rooted in older 

traditions, but it’s surely been sharpened to the point of banality by modern mass entertainment.  

 

To express ourselves in the terse language of haiku involves immersion in a mode of expression 

that does not come to us “naturally”. And how shall our haiku express our experiences in an 

Indian way, without losing that “essence” of haiku? This question goes beyond that of Japanese 

kigo, which do not correspond to the rhythm of nature in India.  

 

I’m also uncomfortable with claims that haiku is derived from Indian aesthetics and spirituality, 

because didn’t Buddhism originate in India, and isn’t the word zen derived from “dhyan”? I 

think the aesthetics of haiku evolved outside India, and to appropriate it as quintessentially 

Indian is misguided chauvinism of little help in evolving haiku “with Indian characteristics”. 

Those will have to develop from our lived experiences, not from cultural supremacist assertions.  

 

Nevertheless, there have been encouraging developments. While haijin in non-metros still have 

little opportunity to interact with others locally, there has been increasing contact through print 

media, internet forums and meetings such as those Kala Ramesh organised over the past several 

years. Of particular note is the thriving internet community of Punjabi haiku enthusiasts. It’s also 

important to recognise the efforts of Angelee Deodhar to make available Japanese haiku in Hindi 

and promote Indian language haiku.  

 

Indian haiku will continue to grow and hopefully achieve greater popularity, but in the near 

future it seems destined to remain a peripheral activity. We look forward to the time when this 

situation changes.” – Johannes Manjrekar 
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Angelee Deodhar, an eye surgeon by profession, lives in Chandigarh, India. Her work has been 

published internationally. She has translated six books of haiku from English to Hindi, notably 

the Children’s Haiku from around the World– A Haiku Primer.  

 

“Even after one hundred years after Tagore, haiku has not gained the popularity it deserves in 

India. English language haiku in India is slowly finding a foothold. Some poets are bilingual or 

multilingual but haiku written in one language does not get easily assimilated into another.  

 

One sees every recognized form of the English poem taught in schools all over India, but haiku is 

not taught nor is it a part of the curriculum. Unfortunately, India does not have any formal haiku 

association or club. Unless haiku is introduced into the schools it will not gain the attention it 

deserves. The language for the study of haiku in India will have to be English, so that Indian 

poets can communicate and share haiku with poets worldwide.” – Angelee Deodhar 

 

 
 

 

Kala Ramesh 

 

“I feel India has woken up to haiku in a positive way. Yes, it can never be as popular as 

mainstream poetry or writing. But haiku will soon find its place in India, just as art movies and 

parallel cinema will always have a niche in the world of Bollywood.  

 

I’ve seen young people’s eagerness to learn more about haiku when they were exposed to it. 

What’s exciting is to see them respond to their own cultural experiences through this art form. 

On that Saturday morning when I saw most of my under graduate students reach the foothills of 

Bhamburda forest for their ginko walk I was deeply moved. The next day, their professor said 

she couldn’t believe haiku and a nature walk could pull her students out of bed at 6 am.” – Kala 

Ramesh 

 
 

Kala Ramesh was invited to read her haiku and haibun poems 

accompanied to Indian classical bamboo flute at Pune Biennale, a ten-

day event to celebrate the hills through art, architecture and design this 

January.  

 

Having conducted five haiku sessions at Bookaroo, Festival of 

Children's Literature in Delhi last November, Kala has been invited 
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again to the Kashmir Bookaroo festival to be held in May 2013, where hundreds of children will 

be exposed to this art form.  

 

Her book titled “Haiku” published by Katha (Delhi) in 2010 was awarded the Honourable 

Mention for Best Book for Children: The Haiku Society of America’s Mildred Kanterman 

Memorial Merit Book Awards. She has three poems in Haiku 21: an anthology of contemporary 

English-language haiku (Modern Haiku Press, 2012)  

 

Kala is one of the founding members of the ‘IN haiku’ group. 
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From There to Here: Conversations with John E. Carley  
 

 

Striking up a conversation with John Carley will surely fall under the category of engaging, 

taking into account his often amusing and erudite mode of address. And, after a while, it 

becomes clearly evident the man has strong and considered opinions! 

 

I recall him once mentioning a "solipsistic" demeanor mistakenly deemed necessary for writing 

haiku. In context, at first I took that as explanation of his lifelong commitment to collaborative 

arts. Or, maybe, a disdain for poetry involving felines:  

“I’ve never really been one for swapping anecdotes about cats. And although people seem to find 

this counterintuitive, I have no particular interest in Japan apart from certain aspects of the 

literature. Personally I don’t see the problem: I’m fascinated by Moroccan percussion styles, but 

have no great desire to go and live in Morocco. I can play them in my own front room.”  

 

By word and example, however, Carley reveals a measureless intercultural acuity, though if 

pressed he merely exemplifies his fondness for the cuisine of Manchester's Curry Mile while at 

the same time, with utmost certainty, might forward the premise, "renku is not a Japanese art 

form, but rather a literary genre that has arisen in Japan". 

 

As we read, in the following pages, the chronology of origins, on through influences, 

benchmarks and some pertinent anecdotal info, we begin to understand the evolution of his 

thoughts on renku, grounded as they are in the historical catalogue of haikai literature.  

 

                                                                                                    – William Sorlien, renku editor  
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A Formal Greeting  

 

John has acted as a poem leader (sabaki) for more than a hundred renku sequences, many 

composed in more than one language. Several have been published in a host of international 

venues. His emphasis lies in that kind of collaborative linked verse composed after the style or in 

the school of Matuso Basho – Shomon haikai renga – a distinction he strives to make perfectly 

clear.  

 

Attending a renku composition led by Carley can be an education in itself. Generous and 

encouraging to a fault, Carley is quick to share a textbook knowledge of technique and nuance 

garnered over years of practice and study, at once citing example and historical method obscure 

to many and railing, tongue firmly in cheek, against those who have pretended an expertise in 

haikai-no-renga which they do not possess. Eschewing narrow interpretation and insufficient 

education in the art, his is a vision for truth in literary artistry. John has even been overheard to 

say, with no lack of commitment, "I don't care about renku. I care about poetry." In the end,  
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however, it is John’s humility that prevails. He allows that, “… if the sum of my experience 

amounts to anything it is for the reader to decide”.  

 

Keen to explore the possibility of revisiting earlier academic translations, Carley has recently 

been working on renku translations from Basho and his immediate school, both on his own and 

in league with Eiko Yachimoto of the internationalist renku school based in Tokyo called AIR 

(Association for International Renku), a working relationship that has lasted over years. In his 

own words:  

“These translations are informed in part by a desire to consistently emulate some features of the 

source text which have tended to be obscured –and not least the impact that a regular set of 

proportions and cadences has on the reading experience.”  

 

Previously, Carley served as renku editor, from 2004 through 2006, for the haikai journal Simply 

Haiku and has appeared frequently as an essayist for the World Haiku Review, The Journal of 

Renga and Renku, as well as in A Hundred Gourds and other journals. His Renku Reckoner is the 

most viewed and dog-eared source of renku diagram and aesthetics in the English speaking 

world.  

 

John Carley’s creation of the zip haiku form applies the discipline of fixed sound units of 

Japanese hokku to the broader utterance of English language haiku. It is “in part a genuine 

attempt to explore the nexus between Japanese poetics and English language prosody”.  

 

 

           black            beneath this puddle  

even darker down            the polar night [1] 

 

Carley recently constructed an abbreviated format of renku based on a Chinese precursor to 

Japanese linked verse, the Yotsumono , loosely translated as four things. The exercise proved 

successful, with broad acceptance by haikai authors and the release of the Little Book of 

Yotsumonos: [2]  

 

Picture Window  

Husk  

my hybrid primrose 

struggles in the sleet—  

picture window  
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the kestrel and I 

spare a passing glance— 

so to Autumn  

the busker’s melody 

Made in Ireland  

 

an empty husk 

its seeds flown away  

pikes and pennants 

waving bravely 

march on down the years  

 

sweet so sweet 

the touch of smoke 

the kiss of opium  

each gnarl a face 

in this blackthorn cane 

 

this idle life 

led solely in the mind  

— John Carley, Lorin Ford 

— John Carley, William Sorlien 

 

Currently John has begun work on a treatise with the working title The Book of Renku, an 

expansion and further clarification of a body of work and research spanning a period of nearly 

two decades.  

 
 

 

1. Haiku 21, Modern Haiku Press 2011 

 

2. The Little Book of Yotsumonos, Darlington Richards Press, 2012  
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Interview with John E. Carley  

 

Willie: Would you mind telling us a little about yourself, your origins? Our colleagues most only 

interact with you as you wield the "iron fist", leading unerringly through pages and progressions 

of linked verse, sometimes arduous, or, merely fleeting.  

 

John: I'm the quintessential representative of the only minority that isn't a minority. I'm a fair 

skinned, middle aged, middle class Briton with 1.0 wives and 2.2 children. I was raised in a 

fiercely Irish Catholic (read immigrant) community transplanted to the north of England by the 

old industrial revolution. My childhood was entirely spent trying to avoid adults beating the devil 

out of me. Literally. Turns out the problem wasn't Ashtaroth but Dyslexia. But at least I learnt an 

abiding hatred of anyone in a position of power. Myself, for instance, as sabaki.  

 

Willie: You've enjoyed many roles in the haikai field - gofer, cook, bottle washer - as well as 

journal editor and host of writing groups. Just what were some of those and what other 

credentials might you dare reveal?  

 

John: I once played bongos for the pope emeritus in a salon in the Vatican. And I recorded three 

takes of a performance poem for TV at 59.4, 59.2 and 59.7 seconds. My first vinyl single was 

banned by the BBC - a two-tone ska piece called 'Riot' (turns out they did). And I was formally 

given the Bengali honorific 'Kobi' meaning 'Poet'. Better than that actually, the Miah-Carley 

Charity Shield was the top trophy for the footie lads in Sylhet for a number of years. To the best 

of my knowledge they still contest it.  

 

The haikai stuff, I just did out of boredom.  

 

Willie: Would you name any mentors to understanding, and/or defining, your renku path?  

 

John: All the mad shouty loons of the Haiku Wars were a help as anything they said you could 

ignore. Of the serious people, William J. Higginson was an inspiration for his manner as much as 

anything. His attention to minor detail, such as truth, was commendable. As was his patience 

with idiots like me. I entirely disagree with his take on season words, but he never once 

threatened to burn my house down.  

 

The surpassing figure though is Nobuyuki Yuasa. The man's use of English is beautiful. His 

1966 translation of The Narrow Road struck me where it hurt. It was the scariest moment of my 

life when I got to write with him. How do you address someone who is quite literally venerable – 

“wotcha mate”? Yuasa holds the keys to the spirit of haikai. Technique is just a procedural 

matter.   
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Willie: You've been involved for some time in the translation of Japanese language renku from 

the original texts. We'd really like to know what you've been working on.  

 

John: Whatever my daughter tells me - she's the Japanese expert! Thanks to her caustic eye I've 

just finished another two kasen, Ume Wakana no Maki and Shimotsuki ya no Maki. That's Plum 

Flowers, Fresh Greens and November Frost respectively.  

 

The first is really interesting because it's an absolute dog's breakfast - cobbled together after 

extensive edits by what were effectively three separate writing teams. And yet it very nearly 

works. Some passages are excellent.  

 

The second is really pretty good throughout but notable for the maudlin sentimentality and 

general bogosity of Basho's religious verses. Of which there are too many. Each horrid in a 

different way.  

 

I'm not quite sure where to go to next with the translations. I'd been doing individual Shiki haiku 

for the sake of variety, both of period and aesthetics, but it turns out no one can be critical of 

Shiki so I've lost interest. I'm also not exactly in the best of health, so I don't really want to start 

something I can't finish.  
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Blasted Trees, photo art by John Carley 

 

 
 

 

 

From There to Here 

 

— by John E. Carley  

 

As a natural loner I might have been the kind of kid who lost himself in books, but dyslexia put 

paid to that. Poetry was a better bet – shorter and mnemonic.  

 

Writing was a challenge, but, given that I had good aural retention, I composed everything in my 

head. Tunes, songs, poems, perorations – one was very much like the other, looping around what 

passed for my mind while the sixties went from black and white to colour.  

 

To my surprise I made it to 20 years old, any faith in poetry having gone pretty much the same  
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way as everything else. Then a friend lent me a little book of Japanese in translation which 

mixed haiku poems with passages of prose. The culprit was one ‘Basho Matsuo’ as channelled 

by a man from Hiroshima called ‘Yuasa’. What I read struck a chord I didn't know existed. I 

didn’t write again for fifteen years.  

 

Not true. I was a musician. Good on percussion. Dodgy on guitar, but able to dash off lyrics with 

the disjointed fluency that only a disrupted education, free beer, and a promise of cash on the nail 

can secure. I was also quite good at foreign – looking foreign, acting foreign, communicating in 

foreign - including things like translating advertising copy, mainly from Italian to English.  

 

Of course, advertising is the bastard son of poetry – and a good deal more honest. At age thirty 

odd I washed up in the English scrublands, proudly role-reversed as carer to young kids, with 

nothing but a pile of dirty washing and too much time on my hands. I'll tell you what: why not 

write some poems?  

 

 

Chernobyl c 1990 

 

beneath a gently fissile sky 

we who know no fear 

offer up our children  

warm 

for Him to suck their bones 

 

Rage, rant, puff, pant. Pity the poor battered Amstrad. To be fair I knew that bathos wasn’t just 

the way I used to spell pathos. And though you can get away with murder as a Europop pap-

picker the longer an actual poem goes on the more it just goes to poo (a subject in which I was 

by now expert). Perhaps if I tried a few shortish ones?  

 

La Vecchia c 1991 

 

bulging belly 

bow legged black 

squats in the corner 

spitting sparks 

crackling strips 

of chestnut bark 

lei, si chiama 

la vecchia 
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dance of the shadows 

warmth of the wall 

curl of the smoke 

and the leaves in the hall 

split to the seams 

and the cackling sides 

lei, si chiama 

a vecchietta nera 

lei, si chiama 

la vecchia 

 

her, she’s called the little old woman in black 

her, she’s called the old woman 

 

Another way round the doleful soliloquising seemed to be to cut out anything meaningful and 

just go for a bit of badinage, old bean. The refrain above is in Italian. Like wot I used to speak.  

 

 

Au Lit c 1992 

 

allez, allez 

les tapis topis 

allez, allez 

au lit 

venez, venez 

souris de tapis 

maintenant on dit 

bon nuit 

go on, rug rats, to bed 

come on, carpet mice, now we say good night 

 

Poor children. It’s embarrassing enough to have your father sing lullabies, let alone ones written 

in a ghastly dog-French that purports to be Savoyard from the Val d'Août. Strangely, the children 

have grown up normal.  
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Bodger c 1993 

 

sap rising  

axe falling 

lathe turning 

bough forming 

old learning 

tap rooted 

sun shining 

- 

transmuted 

 

The poems I present here are all circa because every time the old computers backed up data the 

file creation date got re-written. This one is a bit self-consciously clever, but it has something. 

And get that ending: transmuted. It's all a bit cosmic.  

 

 

Cormorant c 1993 

 

the black christ stands 

spreading wings to the sun:  

oh let me be a fisher 

of fish 

 

Ah yes, sententiousness never really goes out of fashion. This deep little number is at least short. 

And note the pay-off - fisher / of fish - a line break trite enough to qualify the poem as a sort of 

proto-haiku. In my defence I still remember that cormorant.  

 

 

Scirocco c 1994 

 

skitter and turn 

dry leaves 

drifting and crisp 

 

a distant scirocco 

sings: sêche 

secco 
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the dust devils dance 

 

Sometimes a piece looks good even now. During the 90's I worked a lot on multiple-voice 

performance poetry which relied on the kinetics and phonics of drama. Scirocco is strong on 

assonance and alliteration too but it delivers as text, and the movement is conceptual.  

 

 

Curiosity c 1994 

 

curiosity 

killed the cat 

- but - 

better dead 

than dull 

 

In 1902 Basil Hall Chamberlain tried to explain what a haiku was by calling it a lyric epigram. 

Others thought aphorism might be closer to the mark. Curiosity is not really fish nor fowl either, 

but there is a certain direction of travel.  

 

 
– 

 

 

From There to Here (continued) 

 

— by John E. Carley  

 

Cinquain c 1995  

leaping 

squirrel looping 

across saturate lawn 

these short days could be better spent 

sleeping 

 

One of the attractions of a fixed form is that it confers legitimacy. And let's face it, if you were 

called Adelaide Crapsey you'd want all the legitimacy you could get. As my attention span 

shrank down past the Triolet I entered the weird world of syllabics.  
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Senryu c 1995 

 

esoteric forms 

are like being in the shit:  

the depth is crucial 

 

Sigh. It is 5/7/5. The genre is correctly identified. The line breaks are strong. Does any of this 

make a difference? No.  

 

 

Grigio Sterminato (Endless Grey) c 1996 

 

viral miasma 

perpetual rain 

- 

livid as zinc 

amorphic swarf stuff 

wads my cranial slaughterhouse 

grey 

 

Word association can be a powerful beast, and this poem seems to rattle a few chains. Is it just 

me, or is there the slightest hint of call and response here? Or perhaps better, of set up and 

amplification? This isn't exactly juxtaposition, but it does go some way down that road.  

 

 

Riddle you Round (a circular Tetractys) c 1996 

 

run 

River 

to the Sea 

your father Sky 

will lift you, tease you, riddle you round, so...  

 

It is sometimes not understood that when syllabics define the metre, the coarse measure, of a 

poem the broader rhythm will stand or fall depending on how well syllable length and amplitude 

are combined with pause structure. Whether or not that justifies the Tetractys or the Fibonacci 

series is another matter.  
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Drift c. 1997 

 

                                butterflies 

                       boats 

and sea weed ~ 

                       everything  

                                        drifts 

 

Concrete short verse. Determined as it is to shunt everything to the left, html has murdered an 

entire genre of poetry. But nobody cares enough to do anything about it. Ommmmm.  

 

 

Untitled c. 1997 

 

four geese sleeping 

a three legged dog 

two men, one shovel 

no particular order 

 

Unlikely as it may seem this poem takes observations in sequence. I had begun to assemble the 

raw material for a suite of long poems describing the local countryside. The happy coincidence 

of untitled proved that, with careful selection, the relationships between images might not need 

spelling out. So I'll justify that last line on the grounds of symmetry.  

 

 

Dunglark c. 1998 

 

dunglark 

wheelheap 

skybarrow 

 

wheelheap 

dungbarrow 

skylark 

 

skyheap 

dunglark 

wheelbarrow 
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wheelbarrow 

dungheap 

skylark 

 

Dunglark is an exercise in dyslexia. Experimenting with more compact verse I had begun to 

notice that certain combinations of words or short phrases could exhibit a kind of mobility or 

modularity which generated multiple readings. The realisation that poetry might well be non-

linear belongs to the blindingly obvious category of revelation: only blindingly obvious once it 

has been revealed.  

 

 

Trentina #2 c. 1998 

 

beyond the nothing 

blanket of hill-fog 

thought again begins 

to form - a pylon 

trees, some cows, a wall 

solid in my mind 

 

Una Trentina is Italian. It means something like A Sweet Thirty, the thirty in question being 

syllables, six lines, five to a line. I dreamt up the idea and wrote a score or more before realising 

that the five syllable line was too rigid to permit a natural turn of phrase. Form was dictating 

function. The particular poem itself may be of interest though. It was written on a foggy day and 

describes the moorland as it emerged from the murk. To that extent it is real-world observational, 

but the landscape works as a complex metaphor for the nature of cognition. Whatever that 

means.  

 

 

zip #12 1999 

 

my breath distends        the night's meniscus 

                 no thought          breaks the surface  

 

Ooops, another complex metaphor for the nature of cognition. Perhaps more to the point, this is a 

zip: 2 lines, 15 syllables, a floating line break, one caesura per line. Take an interest in syllabics, 

ditto short imagist poetry, ditto flexible but fixed form, add any number of angry (and nasty, and 

stupid) people shouting that it is impossible for English haiku to be anything other than three 

lines of free verse, and presto, you get a zip. This haiku analogue, as I referred to it, was so well 
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received that I was accused of racism. If there’s anyone out there who can explain how, can they 

please get in touch. Actually no, don’t bother, I don’t care either way.  

 

 

zip #1 1999 

 

slowly I search     a field of flowers 

       find nothing     but beauty 

 

Of course the solution to the haiku/not haiku conundrum lies more in execution than in subject 

matter or verse form. But, in so far as it is not trying to be a complex metaphor for anything in 

particular, #1 here is probably more haiku-like than #12. That pay-off line-break is still contrived 

as hell though: nothing / but beauty. Ughh!  

 

 

Para-thematic Quartet, the first four of Winter 2000 

 

not a living thing 

in this flat white sky,  

a jackdaw calls 

 

tinsel round the nut-roast 

once again 

 

Santa spies 

a cute young elf 

beneath the mirror ball 

 

Windows™ crashing 

on the stroke of twelve 

 

The millennium bug. So much for all those experts. If non-standard approaches to haiku were 

controversial so was the status of linked verse. On the basis of moths and flames I found myself 

drawn to experimentation, in this case with words like para-thematic. 

 

 

zip tanrenga #4 2001 

 

                              at my back     the sunset 

and the slow wave of the city     breaks 
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blowing free     the grey hairs     bid goodbye to me 

 

Lots of people writing haiku in English also wrote tanka. Perhaps it was the greater level of 

juxtaposition between the two parts that directed me more towards solo tanrenga - a pointer to a 

later preference for linkage based on the Basho school.  

 

In order to write zip links I had to invent a short stanza. In terms of form it's gratifying to see 

that, with the passage of time, the long stanza really does seem to work. As to the short...  

 

 

Tobacco Road, closing movement 2002 

 

Uncle Arthur 

bladder bursting 

fiddles 

with his button flies 

 

the taste of cockles 

vinegar 

and wrack 

 

in the bulkhead 

rows of rivets 

burn away 

the morning dew 

 

a fractal city 

spinning webs 

of math 

 

somewhere 

down Tobacco Road 

a click 

on 'interracial' 

 

immortal 

as the King 

of Rock and Roll 
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These four and three-liners are Quatrain and Tercet, according to my archive notes, complete 

with caps. More to the point though, Tobacco Road is a solo piece, and the overall structure is 

free form, but the style of linkage and continual evolution are straight out of the Big Boys' Book 

of Basho. What we see here is link and shift, the sine qua non of Shomon haikai no renga.  

 

So begins my lost decade. In a trice I had abandoned solo verse, seduced by the puzzle of the 

fragmented way linked verse had struggled out from Japan.  

 

There's no need to go into the grisly details. The internet is full of my bleatings and 

pontifications. There are even some elsewhere in these pages. But a couple of matters arising 

may be of wider interest. One is collaboration itself. Poetry isn't necessarily a lonely furrow. If 

you haven't tried writing collaborative verse I urge you to give it a try. Like everything else in 

life it can sometimes fall flat. But a good experience will be a revelation.  

 

 
–> 

 

 

From There to Here (continued) 

 

— by John E. Carley  

 

Yotsumono: Summer Solstice 2011 

 

summer solstice — 

low tide clams 

siphon our footsteps  

 

pools of shadow 

leach into the ocean  

 

hour after hour 

penitents offering 

sin after sin  

 

and even now the 

sweetness of her breast 
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In an attempt to facilitate said collaboration I came up with the Yotsumono - a four verse renku 

sequence where two people alternate to create a short but complete piece. Here verses # 1 and #3 

are by the excellent Carole MacRury. I'm at #2 and #4. The poem appears in the Little Book of 

Yotsumonos - on sale via an internet connection near you.  

 

Other than naked self-promotion, Summer Solstice highlights the other general point, that of 

phonics. Somehow the field of haiku has been invaded by anti-poets who hate themselves and 

their language - in fact all language. They sound plausible enough, but the reasons adduced are 

invariably based on a specious depiction of Japanese poetics. I know this because, during my lost 

decade, I realised it was impossible to get a grip on renku theory without a close analysis of 

Japanese prosody. So I bit the bullet, bedpost, carpet, dog, etc., and got on with it. From my 

experience I'd say that French was easier. But Japanese more interesting.  

 

There aren't too many irrefutable facts in life but here's one: you can't seriously write haiku, 

tanka, renku - or any other genre of poetry for that matter - if you're not prepared to weigh how 

and why you use words. Given my own interest in fixed and semi-fixed forms I believe I can 

advance a cogent theory of how, even using three and two line stanzas, we can achieve the same 

outcomes in English as were central to the historic evolution of the Japanese source genres. If 

you put "supple stanzas" + carley into your favourite search engine that should do the trick.  

 

 

The Hawker's Goose, last six of ha 2012 

 

they calculate  

just how they can get by 

those city dwellers 

 

an unexpected birth 

my daughter pleased 

 

in the hurly-burly 

of New Year's Eve, at last  

four bells ring out 

 

the ignorant man's letter 

jumbled up 

 

one good thing  
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about friendship is  

the lack of need for debt 

 

with next door’s racket 

sleepless, evening moon 

 

At a pinch those same theories might hold true for verses in translation too. At least give some 

indication of how the originals feel. Here we have Basho, Yaba, Ko'oku, Rigyu, Yaba and, 

finally, Basho again riffing on some universals. It's from the Kasen The Hawker's Goose. All my 

own work. Apart from the originals.  

 

 

November Frost, first four of jo 2013 

 

November frost — 

standing motionless 

a line of cranes 

 

the winter morning sun 

affects one so 

 

green oaks and cypress,  

a mountain hut 

caught in a rain of leaves 

 

the ox cart drags on 

shedding trails of salt 

 

With thanks to my daughter for advice on some knotty issues of Japanese grammar here are 

Kakei, Basho, Jugo and Tokoku hitting a more classical note with the opening of the Kasen 

November Frost (Month of Frosts) . Yes, the second verse really is that awful.  

 

Well, so much for twenty-three years. From There to Here is definitely a record of progress, but 

more in the sense of pilgrim's than in the inevitable march of. The good news is that I won't be 

writing for too much longer. The bad news, that I leave you with a poem.  

 

 

zip #254 2011  
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      by the time I      reach the gate post 

          another leaf      has fallen 

— John Carley,                                           

Rossendale, Lanacashire, U.K.  

April, 2013  

 

 
 

 
 

 

Green man and John Carley, Port William, Galloway, Scotland 
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rising with the sun  

the scent of sugarcane  

steeped in dew  

 

Sheila Bello - Canada  

 
 

 

flooded bog 

a deadwood isle 

of scarlet cups  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

 

Moomba 

the smile of the skier 

river wide  

Jennifer Sutherland - Australia  

 
 

 

shooting star too late to wish  

 

Seánan Forbes - U.K.  

 
 

 

 

rising tensions        a pattern of stars        on my 

back  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  
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Orion's belt 

a few neurons 

hold me together  

 

Barrow Wheary - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

autumn … 

the drayman shoulders 

the first keg  

 

Claire Everett - U.K.  

 
 

 

last day in work … 

the bowl's throwing lines 

smoothed away  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

dishes washed 

the farthest hill 

still rimmed with gold  

 

Annette Makino - U.S.A.  

 
 

northern lights 

in mother's house 

the psychedelic sofa  

 

S.M. Abeles - U.S.A.  
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daydreaming 

before a sleepless night 

the onset of fall  

 

Ernest Wit - Poland  

 
 

 

no need to talk …  

a loon’s clear yodel  

reeling out stars  

 

Ferris Gilli - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

border checkpost – 

the highway moon slips through 

in a veil of clouds  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

peak hour … 

a flock of sparrows pass 

the evening moon  

 

Ramesh Anand - India 

 
 

 

crescent moon 

from an open window 

a flute arabesque  

 

Neal Whitman - U.S.A.  
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the moon pauses 

between a gap in the trees – 

half an answer  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

the solace of verities shadowless moon  

 

Susan Diridoni - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

on the porch 

… a chair rocking 

the waning moon  

 

Diana Teneva - Bulgaria  

 
 

 

off ramp 

I roll into the fog 

of my hometown  

 

S.M. Abeles - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

request stop – 

without asking 

the driver gives me a song  

 

Helen Buckingham - U.K. 
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night fog 

always a question 

unanswered  

 

Deb Koen - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

first homecoming … 

the silence lengthened 

tree by tree  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

family visit – 

I polish the tops of the 

zen garden stones  

 

S.M. Abeles - U.S.A 

  
 

 

Zen Garden 

a cat 

raking the sand  

 

Julie B. Cain - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

autumn forest 

the sound of woodwind 

in my earphones  

 

Ernest Wit - Poland  
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berry picking 

the Sunday distance 

of bells  

 

Ann K. Schwader - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

between me  

and the juiciest blackberries 

a puff adder  

 

Elizabeth Howard - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

liquidambar...  

the colour 

gone from my hair  

 

Jo McInerney - Australia  

 
 

 

spiraling leaf fall 

through beams of copper sunlight 

her laughter lines  

 

John Hawkhead - U.K.  

 
 

 

yellow leaves 

two hedgehoglets snuggle in 

to the fleece  

 

Katrina Shepherd – Scotland  
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unpicked apples 

we promise 

to keep in touch  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

late autumn 

my fear 

of falling  

 

Bill Kenney - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

stumbling across 

her obituary 

my shortness of breath  

 

John Hawkhead - U.K.  

 
 

 

after her funeral 

the duck shooter's 

constant call  

 

Kirsten Cliff - New Zealand  

 
 

 

old man down the road  

              dancing all night 

in spite of him  

 

Marian Olson - U.S.A.  
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dried corsage 

almost dust now … 

the way we were  

 

Deborah P Kolodji - U.S.A  

 
 

 

stoking the fire – 

her death 

sinking in  

 

Máire Morrissey-Cummins - Ireland  

 
 

 

departing moonlight – 

               old leaves 

    crunch under foot  

 

Mandalsa Thaman -–India 

             
 

 

clatter of branches 

one day my bones 

will speak for themselves  

 

Barrow Wheary - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

ending on a minor chord 

layers  

of the unseen  

 

Julie Warther - U.S.A.  
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snuffing the candle 

a sudden press of darkness 

about my shoulders  

 

John Hawkhead - U.K.  

 
 

 

restive night 

winds tunneling 

round the house  

 

Robert Davey - U.K.  

 
 

 

waking from a dream … 

the humpback’s tail slips down  

into the sea  

 

Chase Fire - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

gray light 

the ripple of 

a dream  

 

Ann K. Schwader - U.S.A. 

 
 

 

locked outside all night 

my bicycle 

squeaks  

 

Brian Robertson - Canada  
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wind in the pines – 

if only everything 

were as easy  

 

Michael Dylan Welch - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

morning stillness 

the windbreak trees 

relax their leaves  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

pausing … 

everything 

just is  

 

Asni Amin - Singapore  

 
 

 

evensong … 

a sudden absence 

of sparrows  

 

Mark E. Brager - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

tsunami wave … 

the stillness 

before the sky breaks  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  
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tearing-down of home – 

my grandpa lifting up 

the graven year stone  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 
 

 

first breath of winter weighted sky  

 

Ann K. Schwader - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

peppermint essence – 

we talk of tomorrow 

as if it were real  

 

Angela Terry - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

deserted harbour … 

a gull waits for her ship 

to come in  

 

Asni Amin - Singapore  

 
 

 

next to the 

empty feeder – 

the needy  

 

Joseph M. Kusmiss - U.S.A.  
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winter morning 

a blackbird flies through 

my loneliness  

 

Dietmar Tauchner - Austria  

 
 

 

winter rain 

I fall asleep 

holding myself  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

mask dance rehearsal – 

peering from the cupboard 

a row of gods  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

snowy morning 

the travel guide's page 

on karma  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - U.S.A. 

 
 

 

cloudy morning 

suddenly unsure 

which cup is mine  

 

J. Zimmerman - U.S.A.  
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expressway...  

the winter sun we raced 

now at my window  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

in the pond 

carp follow 

the pale wintry sun  

 

Boris Gregoric - Croatia  

 
 

 

six hour flight 

a two-year old learns 

the word suitcase  

 

Tricia Knoll - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

freezing night 

... the stream's heart 

has stopped  

 

John McDonald - Scotland  

 
 

 

lagging my landlord no heat lost between us  

 

Helen Buckingham - U.K. 
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steeping tea 

the time it takes 

to say it all  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

after the diagnosis all the camellias' heads drop  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

white horizon 

recycling all the words 

for "snow"  

 

Mark E. Brager - U.S.A.   

 
 

 

recurring headache 

remembering to side-step 

where I slipped last year  

 

Marion Clarke - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

ice glazes the window … 

       our forks clinking 

       out of sync  

 

Charlotte Digregorio - U.S.A.  
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the pomegranate cut in two my winter  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada 

 
 

 

hunger moon 

he asks what made me 

let the fire die  

 

Margaret Dornaus - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

year’s end 

my last paycheck 

flies into Santa’s bag  

 

Nu Quang - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

battle preparation 

the combined whoosh  

of both grans' umbrellas  

 

Marion Clarke - N. Ireland 

 
 

 

after the ice storm 

branches heavy 

with evening light  

 

Ben Moeller-Gaa - U.S.A.  
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winter walk 

my beard heavier 

after each breath  

 

Michael Rehling - U.S.A 

 
 

 

face yoga as close as i’ll be to a lion  

 

Bill Cooper - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

settlers’ museum 

a bewhiskered gent 

at the touch screen  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  

 
 

 

his snoring wakes me drifting snow  

 

Polona Oblak - Slovenia  

 
 

 

snowy street 

people in scarves 

swirling around  

 

Alan S. Bridges - U.S.A.  
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snow on cobblestones – 

a woman drags a child 

on a sledge  

 

Juliet Wilson - U.K.  

 
 

 

snowdrifts      the snug fit     of his      bootprints  

 

Claire Everett - U.K.  

 
 

 

resolutions – 

new snow on the old 

quickly melting  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - U.S.A. 

 
 

 

winter sunset 

the mockingbird’s 

stolen song  

 

Matthew M. Cariello - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

dawn chorus … 

listening for the poets 

among them  

 

Aron Rothstein - U.S.A.  

 
  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

66 
 

 

washing thalo 

from the sable brush … 

blackbird song  

 

Claire Everett - U.K.  

 
 

 

rosy sunrise 

beyond the hills 

the western isles  

 

Joseph M. Kusmiss - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

snatches of cloud 

on the summit pass – 

mist swallows the hawk  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  

 
 

 

migrating birds … 

resisting the urge 

to nest  

 

Elena Naskova - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

jade leaf – 

bearing the weight of the wren 

without bending  

 

Ruth Holzer - U.S.A.  
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Lent – 

pruning back 

the privet hedge  

 

Alan S. Bridges - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

Women’s Day 

eating  

leftovers  

 

Hema Ravi - India  

 
 

 

sudden cold snap – 

nightmare  

of the lost checks  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

worm moon 

the deep secrets 

of small things  

 

Ann K. Schwader - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

worm moon 

this is the night 

she turns  

 

Seánan Forbes - U.K.  
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sunlit mist 

a closed meeting 

on transparency  

 

Bill Cooper - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

melting snow 

a patch of garden 

grows all day  

 

Brad Bennett - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

wind  

through the snowdrops  

the Angelus Bell  

 

John McDonald -–Scotland 

 
 

 

leaving the weir's 

    white noise 

woodland path  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

carpet of green 

on last week's brown 

wild flowering hope  

 

Aron Rothstein - U.S.A.  
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sunburst releasing the stone curlew  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

spring breeze – 

shedding her coat  

for freedom  

 

Karen O'Leary - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

white cherry petals … 

her family gathers in spirit  

for the wedding  

 

Kirsten Cliff - New Zealand  

 
 

 

 wren nest 

in the wedding trellis 

we leave the ribbon  

 

Nan Dozier - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

a shred of blue the tui’s back  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand  
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the warming breeze – 

a motorbike 

pokes out of its garage  

 

John E. Carley - U.K.  

 
 

 

the first spring rain 

splashing the back alley 

welcome, earthworms  

 

Boris Gregoric - Croatia  

 
 

 

clouds sail east 

a tethered kite 

tugs at its tree  

 

William Hart - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

daylight lengthening 

all the colours return 

to the coleus  

 

Katrina Shepherd - Scotland  

 
 

 

warm eggs 

in cold hands 

Coltrane in the barn  

 

Nan Dozier - U.S.A.  
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Spring morning :  

a snail blazing a trail  

on my windowsill  

 

Keith Simmonds -Trinidad & Tobago  

 
 

 

spring thunder 

a parakeet drops its 

cherry blossom  

 

Ramesh Anand - India  

 
 

 

rain-blurred window 

a hummingbird lands  

on the feeder  

 

Peggy Heinrich - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

spring stroll 

I close and open 

the umbrella  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 
 

 

out on a limb 

the wood thrush 

and I  

 

Jeff Hoagland - U.S.A.  
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in that one glance a forest of reveries  

 

Robert Epstein - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

 

dad's eighty-fifth 

in his eyes the young man 

I didn't know  

 

Aron Rothstein - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

spring tides 

the doctor keeps wiping 

his nose  

 

Stella Pierides - Germany  

 
 

 

out of hospital ...  

the scent of jasmine 

welcomes me home  

 

Petrus Heyligers - Australia  

 
 

 

mostly on the way 

to being a photo – 

one last spring  

 

John E. Carley - U.K.  
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playing "the green frog" 

                            her springtime eyes  

 

John J. Han - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

morning laughter the smell of mint  

 

Matt Hetherington - Australia  

 
 

 

 

his new iPad 

a glint of frog green 

in my eyes  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

wall shadows 

the light from a passing car 

cuts off the rabbit’s ears  

 

Elena Naskova - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

Easter 

a crown 

of scones  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  
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low spring sun 

the funeral parlour's 

      open door  

 

Thomas Powell - N. Ireland  

 
 

 

perhaps a smile 

beneath the burqa … 

red lipstick  

 

Asni Amin - Singapore  

 
 

 

stranded in time future lovers  

 

Adrian Bouter - Netherlands 

  
 

 

white peony 

the milliner orders 

more silk  

 

Claire Everett - U.K.  

 
 

 

 

skipped generations the Irish in his eyes  

 

Margaret Dornaus - U.S.A.  
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the dog’s whimper … 

I stumble across 

his online porn  

 

Margaret Dornaus - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

divorce hearing – 

nothing on the surface  

but a duck's butt  

 

Rita Odeh - Israel  

 
 

 

spring breakup 

sometimes a country song 

says it best  

 

Ferris Gilli - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

no one 

knows 

this rose 

 

really  

 

Michael Rehling - U.S.A.  

 
 

mother’s conversation 

the chinese lanterns nod 

in the rain  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  
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another spring 

hosing down 

Buddha  

 

Bill Kenney - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

ladybugs swarm 

not a Buddha 

in sight  

 

Susan Diridoni - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

edged with wildflowers their latest fight for custody  

 

Stewart C Baker - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

you and i 

soap bubbles on 

a baby’s horizon  

 

Robert Epstein - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

toddler’s posy 

the golden curls 

of laburnum  

 

Quendryth Young - Australia  
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absent parents 

the primary colors 

of escaped balloons  

 

J. Zimmerman - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

endless green we run to the edge of twilight  

 

Mark E. Brager - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

homeless ...  

a bee drifts asleep 

on a poppy  

 

Rita Odeh - Israel  

 
 

 

moss bed … 

a moonbeam sits 

on my lap  

 

Alegria Imperial - Canada  

 
 

 

graduation day 

in the window a drop of rain  

slides down my face  

 

Alan S. Bridges - U.S.A.  
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a quasar plays god where my thoughts start a war  

 

Dietmar Tauchner - Austria  

 
 

 

peace flowers … 

halfway over the crag 

half a rainbow 

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

as I reach out for the 

half ripe Singapore cherry 

a squirrel scolds  

 

Angelee Deodhar - India  

 
 

 

painted turtles 

swamp sun anointing 

the log of them  

 

Marian Olson - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

dandelions  

beyond the wind 

births of stars  

 

Helga Stania - Switzerland  
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bird-watch 

I communicate with 

different vowels  

 

Pravat Kumar Padhy - India  

 
 

 

 sunbirds peck 

the tumbling river notes … 

evening raga  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

  

 

blue wren 

a speck of summer sky 

lands at my feet  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

the ocean 

spills its secrets – 

two sandpipers  

 

Deborah P Kolodji - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

a woodpecker 

circles the tree 

crabwise  

 

T.D. Ingram - U.S.A.  
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cockle picking – 

her bag billows 

gathering the breeze  

 

Máire Morrissey-Cummins - Ireland  

 
 

 

this island life mostly rock  

 

Robert Epstein - USA  

 
 

 

tidepool anemones 

now all closed … 

a child's wet fingers  

 

Michael Dylan Welch - U.S.A 

 
 

 

nowhere I have to be …  

driftwood floats 

on the tide  

 

Cara Holman - U.S.A.  

 
 

cricket on the radio 

another year draws 

to a close  

 

Leanne Mumford - Australia  
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beach cricket 

another thunderous roar 

from the ocean  

 

Jan Dobb - Australia  

 
 

 

yachts mirrored 

across this stretch of water 

echoed voices  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
 

 

discarded fishing line 

on the sea wall 

my belly knots  

 

Grace Mckenna - Australia  

 
 

 

receding waters 

a shore crab scuttles 

over rusted metal  

 

G.R. LeBlanc - Canada  

 
 

 

lake foam 

careful seagulls 

step over it  

 

Michael Rehling - U.S.A.  
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rising temperature cicadas up the tempo  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

stick insect 

swinging on the wall … 

                          sleepless  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand  

 
 

 

rain clouds 

I can sense 

the southern cross  

 

Gary Couchman - Australia  

 
 

 

summer holiday a river runs through the tent  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

summer dawn 

her eyelids 

ajar  

 

Ernest Wit - Poland  
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even in your photo 

the itch 

of poison ivy  

 

Michael Dylan Welch - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

bruised words:  

she wonders WTF else 

he hasn’t told her  

 

Ed Higgins - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

respite from the heat 

we put our discussion 

on hold  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - U.S.A. 

  

 

summer storm 

my balcony sheltering  

clumps of coloured feathers  

 

Gary Couchman - Australia  

 
 

 

after the storm 

a hot cloudless day 

... apology accepted  

 

Gary Couchman - Australia  
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sitting heavily  

in its own reflection 

a dark blue hull  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
 

 

slack tide 

the long wait 

for pathology results  

 

Cara Holman - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

in the deep shade 

of the purple bamboo 

only bamboo grows  

 

Ruth Holzer - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

beneath the colour purple 

red and blue pixels 

in perfect marriage  

 

Helga Jermy - Australia  

 
 

 

Ferris wheel ride 

what no one tells you 

about life  

 

Peter Newton - U.S.A.  
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a friendship  

– pulling the oars 

in the doldrums  

 

Helga Stania - Switzerland  

 
 

 

saluting dress whites 

a pair of laughing gulls 

over the poop deck  

 

Julie B. Cain - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

old man  

by the beach path 

one wave after another  

 

Grace Mckenna - Australia  

 
 

 

thistledown scatters the visible breeze  

 

Michael Rehling - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

ripe peaches 

the kids and I share 

the sunlight  

 

Bill Kenney - U.S.A.  
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lunch in the band shell 

grade fours harmonize 

farting noises  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

with whoops of joy 

the rag pickers children ravage 

an overripe watermelon  

 

Angelee Deodhar - India  

 
 

 

watermelon moon the dark seeds of dawn  

 

Kath Abela Wilson - U.S.A. 

  
 

 

as we plunge  

    into the ice-cream  

       my teeth recall Stonehenge  

 

Helen Buckingham - U.K.  

 
 

 

diving the reef ...  

horse-eye-jacks 

fill the circle of light  

 

Julie B. Cain - U.S.A. 
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high tide 

ashes 

with my tears  

 

Robert Henry Poulin - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

old whelk shell 

spiraling back 

                      to nothing  

 

Duncan Richardson - Australia 

 
 

 

after siesta 

strains of my guitar 

from the other room  

 

Maeve O'Sullivan - Ireland  

 
 

 

fallen tree 

the murmur of a forest stream 

among the branches  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 
 

 

night clouds – 

knowing only 

some of the lyrics  

 

Julie Warther - U.S.A.  
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A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

91 
 

 

eggshell light 

the frangipani drops 

one blossom  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  

 
 

 

nakedness … 

the morning after 

cyclonic rains  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

monsoon season 

footstep by footstep 

I drown my past  

 

Seánan Forbes - U.K.  

 
 

 

no painful memories 

as excess baggage 

what rain feels like  

 

Angela Terry - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

forest woodpile 

a blue-tongue 

leaves its tail behind  

 

Jennifer Sutherland - Australia  
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new grave 

the tail of a lizard 

wriggling  

 

Quendryth Young - Australia  

 
 

 

a patina of mould 

on my pepper grinder 

sunset’s glow  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  

 
 

 

imagine a bowl 

mirroring the desert – 

listening for rain  

 

CaroleAnn Lovin - U.S.A. 

 
 

 

continuing drought 

the pinto swells its belly  

against the girth  

 

Ferris Gilli - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

parking lot 

the smell 

of horses  

 

Dietmar Tauchner - Austria  
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bracken ridge 

the farmer shoulders 

his scythe  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  

 
 

 

firebreak 

the joey wrapped 

in a green blanket  

 

Cynthia Rowe - Australia  

 
 

 

blackened landscape 

a child at the refuge 

paints in red  

 

Quendryth Young - Australia  

 
 

 

sunset 

through the open door 

a whiff of night  

 

Jo McInerney - Australia  

 
 

 

lingering sunset 

the rosella’s calls 

fainter and fainter  

 

Sandra Simpson - New Zealand  
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a stone      skips            past              middle age  

 

Peter Newton - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

splitting a geode  

the surprise of 

gray rock  

 

Pat Tompkins - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

carting stone 

pausing to ponder 

the weight of the earth  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

across legislation 

the passing shadows 

of parliamentarians  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada  

 
 

 

eight hundred metres 

with the last lap my shadow 

takes the lead  

 

Rachel Sutcliffe - U.K.  
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hand in hand 

our shadows 

do the same  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

at the summit 

still I can’t reach 

the sky  

 

Rachel Sutcliffe - U.K.  

 
 

 

oxygen tank 

we blow out her 

birthday candles  

 

Nathalie Buckland - Australia  

 
 

 

orchid tree 

the drifting scent 

of traffic  

 

Stewart C Baker - U.S.A  

 
 

 

slow loris 

large eyes filled with sadness 

for this life  

 

John J. Han - U.S.A.  
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end of summer 

two bent feathers 

in an empty pool  

 

Shirley Lu - Australia  

 
 

 

another haiku 

composed before sleep 

wind-tossed leaves  

 

Peggy Heinrich - U.S.A.  

 
 

 

new pope guessing – 

from the neighbour's chimney 

grey smoke  

 

Sheila Bello - Canada  

 
 

 

the last vote            cast by the wind            white 

smoke  

 

Barrow Wheary - U.S.A. 

 
 

 

blue neon alone with our reflections  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  
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Rachel Sutcliffe – 93, 94 

Jennifer Sutherland – 46, 90 

 

T 

Dietmar Tauchner – 58, 78, 91 

Diana Teneva – 50 

Angela Terry – 57, 90 

Mandalsa Thaman – 54 

Pat Tompkins – 93 

 

W 

Julie Warther – 54, 88 

Michael Dylan Welch – 56, 81, 84 

Barrow Wheary – 47, 54, 95 

Neal Whitman – 48 

Rodney Williams – 82, 85 

Juliet Wilson – 64  

Kath Abela Wilson – 87 

Ernest Wit – 48, 51, 83 

 

Y 

Quendryth Young – 76, 91, 92 

 

Z 

J. Zimmerman – 58, 77 
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Burial at Sea  

 

Susan B. Auld - USA 

 

 

The waters of the Gulf of Mexico glint far from shore at low tide. Wet sand seems to float in 

tidal pools. The sand memorizes my footprints—their depth, a measure of the grief I carry with 

the promise. I walk alone among dead and dying whelk. In a twist of seaweed, a starfish. Broken. 

Scarred. It is here where I choose to stop to keep my promise. 

 

sunrise on the bay— 

my mother’s ashes 

shimmer  
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The Prayer  

 

Magdalena Banaszkiewicz - Poland  

 

 

Sunday. The church's bell is ringing and I am still in bed. 

 

— Grandma, which prayer do you like most? — my grandson asks. Without waiting for an 

answer, he starts repeating:  

 

Angel of God, my guardian dear To whom God's love commits me here Ever this day be at my 

side.  

 

— You should always pray like this Grandma, you will get better sooner — he whispers, 

cuddling me.  

 

before surgery—  

picking feathers 

from my pillow  

 

 

 
  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

102 
 

 

Evolution  

 

Marjorie Buettner – USA 

 

 

They say the body changes every seven years; it is an evolution that seems quiet and unnoticed. 

Lately, however, there has been a movement internally toward some unknown cliff and I am 

standing at the edge looking down: I feel the wind in my hair and the heat of an unseen sun 

warming my aged skin and from a distance, not far from me and growing, the scent of my 

childhood home with its garden of roses in bloom wafts toward me . . . 

 

Chinese New Year-- 

the zig-zag dance 

of a snake in the grass  
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Daybreak  

 

Ellen Compton - USA  

 

 

Tendrils of smoke, tumbled brick, blackened stone. Wet stench of ash. . . . 

           they leave us bluebells 

where the altar was 

                 seventh spring  
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Tuateawa  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand 

 

 

imagining my pain  

in the dead  

pukeko 

 

a thrush  

flaps in a dust bath – 

middle of the road 

 

Around the bach, nikau fronds interlace. I sight bushwarblers, a bellbird and tui and hear kaka 

sqraaking. In the hedge by the lookout, manuka are flowering, its small, white, star-shaped petals 

glisten on this bright but intensely cold day. A gannet sheers away from the island below.  

 

Two kereru alight in front of me. They stay in the tree a while. Eventually, one takes off and the 

other follows. A bellbird’s chiming call sounds out. In other regions it has a different song, 

though with the same four notes.  

 

The sea suspires between rocks. A fishing boat moves into place. The white head of a female 

paradise duck drifts on the lagoon.  

 

collecting sticks 

the crack 

through the bush 

 

Coromandel beach 

an oystercatcher rests 

on one leg 

 

 

Notes:  

pukeko – swamp hen 

bach – New Zealand holiday cottage 

nikau – a native palm 

kaka – a native parrot 

kereru – woodpigeon  
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Fog on the Lake  

 

Steven Carter - USA  

 

 

Following a night of rain, lines of fog move slowly up the lake from south to north, obscuring 

half the Mission foothills, making the other half seem closer to the east shore and to me. 

 

Physicists tell us that what I’m seeing are mere representations of a subatomic world composed 

of quarks, hadrons, leptons, and the newly discovered Higgs boson. So be it. If the world is 

Plato’s cave, and shadows cast by atoms are all we have. . . I find this notion strangely attractive.  

 

As the fog lifts, Love, too seems to be a shadow, a substitute for something impersonal, 

something we can’t embrace, not the other’s embrace, which tightens our embrace. 

 

          leap  

                    of an eagle 

                                 the branch still rocking  
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Nightlight  

 

Kirsten Cliff - New Zealand  

 

 

Somehow I knew about them before I arrived in Japan. But I was beginning to realise it was the 

small ones that I should be wary of. The big ugly black ones, that you could clearly see inching 

along the roadside, were much too heavy to scurry up surfaces. The charming little red ones 

however, would suddenly appear on the wall behind the customer you were with. I would jerk 

and point, though only my fellow foreigners seemed to cringe at the shocking sight.  

 

godless month . . .  

I dream of riding a horse 

into my childhood home,  

all the family waiting  

and expectant 

 

We foreign girls started sleeping with the light on. It seemed the only solution. I was not going to 

lie in that top bunk with red cockroaches running around my head. Japan was not going to beat 

me. I needed the money, and anyway, I wanted to hide from real life for a while.  

 

between snowfalls . . .  

I wasn't meant to 

find a love like this,  

my slight resistance 

not lost beneath languages  
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Wings  

 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  

 

 

I peer above the rim, my eyes dragged to the pitch-black abyss, down-dizzy, down, down.  

 

this well 

a black hole - 

I am drawn  

swallowed and compressed 

like nearby suns and moons 

 

From within the thickening miasma forms gel and melt. I am curious and unafraid. There is 

something familiar … perhaps.  

 

in this void 

my sleeping time 

is filled with shadows 

voices sing forgotten songs 

call a name that is not mine 

 

I awake feeling I have misplaced something. The wings that fan my dreams linger  

 

each night 

shape-shifters 

appear before me  

messengers or demons  

… my own memories  
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The Story of His Life 

 

Bob Lucky - Addis Ababa, Ethiopia  

 

 

Above Sarangkot, a middle-aged man, introducing himself as Umesh, walks with my wife and 

tells his life story. I catch snatches of it –the dead wife, oldest son in Qatar, young children going 

to schools with high fees.  

 

His story not having moved my wife, he changes it slightly for me – four children instead of 

three, and they have to walk hours to and from school; now his sister is also dead, the victim of a 

horrible bus accident; and instead of farming corn and millet, he has to walk down the mountain 

every day to work in Pokhara.  

 

out of breath 

watching an ant climb 

over my boot 

 

Before sunset we head back down. At the edge of the village is a viewing platform. We share it 

with a Japanese tour group for ten minutes, mesmerized by a peak, a gleam of white, emerging 

from behind a cloud and slowly disappearing. Turning to go, I hear Umesh telling an elderly 

Japanese couple, in Japanese, the story of his life.  

 

long bus ride 

a fake fossil 

in my pocket  
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Surviving Winter  

 

Tricia Orr - USA  

 

 

clouds float 

on a silent river-- 

a way home  

 

I spy him from the window of my house. A white goose with clipped wings nestled in the amber 

clasp of reeds, gobbling up pondweed, body tipped vertically, soft belly exposed. Soon, I’m one 

of his visitors. I observe his grace and ease with the wild ducks and geese. I’m there to witness 

his flightless fury during fall migration.  

 

As first ice cracks, swelling like blown glass, talk of bold capture struts through the 

neighborhood. A dog carrier, fishing net, thick gloves, make their way down to the river in 

strong hands. Hiss, wing-slap, slither and dart. He will not be caught.  

 

When the mercury reads minus 10, when the hungry mink slinks in for the kill, when the water 

freezes in places then shallows out, he survives. Suns himself on a fallen aspen. Honks at the sky 

until a pair of mallards sail in on thin bodies.  

 

cracked corn  

and romaine hearts-- 

snow-bent branches  
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Maya’s Laugh  

 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan - India  

 

 

The orchestra played Mahler's 4th Symphony. Timing is everything in Mahler, yet 

immeasurable, like the water in a leaking clepsydra. The audience sat entranced, glazed eyes 

peering. It was surreal, like a Homo Habilis skull in the hands of Richard Leakey, glaring 

impassively from its eyeless sockets. Trying to tell, perhaps, of its timeless irrelevance. 

Irreverence even, as I come to think of it. A kind of gleeful mockery, saying that you too shall be 

mud in the course of time. Perhaps covered in an old cover of Rolling Stone and pissed on by 

passing hippopotami. You will disappear, like Basho's frog diving into its pool, and you might 

yet live forever, like Basho's frog diving into its pool.  

 

morning fog... 

the train whistles by 

broken bottles  
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The Swing  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 

 

Come rain, sun or moody weather, Grandfather hardly ever missed his walk. As the old kitchen 

clock struck seven in the morning, he would be tying his shoes and then strut downstairs towards 

the park. To me, grandfather was always grandfather, always old. 

 

He's been bedridden for the past three months. As I enter his room, he looks up and winks, this 

man who could never wink 'properly', however many times we tried to teach him. And now, 

much to my child-like amusement, he blinks both his eyes, his smile running into the creases on 

his face . . .  

 

the swing: the sky 

of a thousand dreams,  

pulls me in  
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Daymares while Suffering from Food Poisoning, After Watching a Pirate 

Movie & Listening to Eliza  

 

Ray Rasmussen - Canada  

 

 

 

darkness hangs off you – you’re everything I’ve wanted in a man 1  

 

Email to Braithewaithe Travel Agents from Cap’n B: Ahoy. Me and me mates be wantin’ 

passage on yer sailin’ ship. How many pieces o’ eight be ye wanting fer the dozin uf us?  

 

Email to Cap’n B from Ms Appelby: Dear Cap’n B. How fun. I see that you have taken the 

name of our cruise ship, The Jolly Roger, quite seriously. The costs are listed on our website for 

various lengths of trips and our ship visits many of England’s quaint coastal villages. Please 

inform me as to any further information you require. d 

ps. I think that you’ll fit in quite well on our costume party night.  

 

Email to Miss Appleby: Them villages, be they like plump chickens, ripe for th’ pluckin’? And 

be there lusty wenches in ‘em? An a barrel o’ rum fer th’ crew?  

 

Email to Cap’n B: Dear Cap’n B. I see that we shall continue with this masque. That’s fine with 

me since the office has been a bit slow lately. I must warn you that the villagers would dearly 

mind it were you to scoop up their chickens and pluck them, ha ha! As for wenches, I assume 

you are asking whether there would be women booking the same passage, and, yes, that’s likely. 

As for lusty, we tend to leave private matters to our guests.  

 

Email to Miss Appleby: An yer ship. Have it a plank, or must bes we supplies ur own?  

 

Email to Cap’n B: May I call you Cap’n Blackbeard? Will you be making the passengers 

walk the plank? And will you be raiding our villages, plundering, burning and taking what you 

will? That hasn’t happened since the Vikings. It would be so much more exciting than office 

work!  

 

Email to Miss Appleby: Yarrrrr, we be having plunder in mind, we does, an rum and there's 

wenches to be plucked too. An thems not wanting what we wants wil suffer th cat an walk th 

plank, they wil. Yarrrr!  
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Email to Cap’n B: Oh, my, ye hearty pirate! I get it, honest, I do. Will ye take this lonely lass 

along?  

 

movie snack time – 

weevils in the 

biscuit box 

 

 

 

 

Note 1: From the lyrics of "Twisted" by Eliza Gilkyson 

Note 2: Complete lyric can be found at 

http://raysweb.net/poetryfavorites/pages/gilkyson_twisted.html  
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Catch  

 

Jim Sullivan - USA  

 

 

I'm playing first base and watching the pitcher, knowing there is one out and a man on first. I go 

through the mantra: hold the runner on first, prepare for a ground ball, chase down a foul ball. 

The batter grounds to third. Our third baseman catches the grounder, pivots, and throws to 

second. With no breath, I move to the left and flick at the base with my foot.  

 

After catching the throw from third, the second baseman steps on the bag, turns, and throws the 

ball to me. . . The ball appears suspended somewhere between second and first. It hangs there. 

Time stops. No one moves in my field of vision, no sound. I have time to float upward and see 

all the players, all the parts of a dusty ballet. Breathing stops, heart stops, I step up and outside 

and watch a dusty swirl. The night is calm and quiet and full of players looking at me.  

 

I feel the runner nearing the base, hear his steps, then the hit of the ball in my glove. It happens, 

three outs.  

 

fist bumps all around 

communion on the bench  
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A Maiden Great Aunt Speaks Out  

 

Barbara A. Taylor – Australia 

 

 

wanderlust unfolds 

bending the rules 

of the game 

 

Rachel nursed him on her knee: her precious blue-eyed-one-toothed miracle, his tiny hands 

reaching out to grab, suck, chew on everything in sight. Several times, she needed to reposition 

our wine glasses. I was thankful I’d not used her great grandma’s sparkling Waterford. At first, I 

hesitated to say anything, trying not to be flustered, but when their nine-month bonnie bairn 

aimed a replica pistol at me, I frowned. “Please, I won’t have weapons at my dinner table,” I said 

in a soft but deliberate tone. He picked up fast on my disapproving voice. As expected, tears and 

tantrums followed. My niece recoiled. “Sure he’s doing no harm, it’s what you’d expect from a 

military home.”  

 

There was a lull in our conversation; the silence seemed for ages, until at last, my tasty dolmades 

and taramasalata were served. Through the dining-room window we watched last sunrays splash 

against ghost gum trees* in the freshly mown paddocks.  

 

between IEDs 

numbered heroes 

bite the dust 

 

 

Note: A gum tree is Australian for a Eucalyptus tree  
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don't call me 

you're not my Mr. Right...  

from the phone 

the sound of her knife 

hitting the cutting board  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

a mechanic 

fixes a noise 

in my car...  

this muffled sadness 

only I can hear  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

cold comfort 

to realize 

in the end 

I would have wearied  

of you too  

 

Ruth Holzer - USA  

 
 

 

the dark 

looks different now 

since you 

explained the science of love 

and the sky ripped open  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA 
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realizing 

I never loved you 

the firefly I captured 

dark 

inside the jar  

 

Chase Fire - USA  

 
 

 

I confess  

to losing sight of God…  

my talisman  

a spider's silver thread  

connecting heaven to earth  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

spiders 

cast their slender threads 

across my door… 

how little it takes to weave  

one’s own confinement  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

little labels 

sewn inside school clothes,  

my name 

embroidered on them 

as if I might get lost  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  
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a new hospital 

and a late night admission – 

in the labyrinth 

of my son's bipolar 

the sign saying: you are here  

 

Claire Everett - UK  

 
 

 

Orion’s belt 

three blind mice 

going nowhere 

in the only sky  

I’ll ever know  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada 

 
 

 

silence 

as she holds 

her stillborn… 

the crescent moon 

cradling darkness  

 

Chase Fire - USA  

 
 

 

silver-edged darkness 

of the blue pines on the hill 

such beauty 

the moon pours out on the night  

our first-born died  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  
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silver moon fish 

dancing on the pond’s 

dark eye – 

this need to shift my gaze 

when the wind is up  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  

 
 

 

after the rain 

a few spots of rust 

on the new moss 

my love was not enough 

to keep you in this world  

 

Margaret Chula - USA 

 
 

 

the heavy snow melting 

a clump of bending bamboos 

stands straight 

we pull ourselves together 

in dark days  

 

Nu Quang - USA  

 
 

 

in the waiting room 

older children climb 

into the play pen 

toying with pros and cons 

of growing up  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand  
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an album 

full of photos 

of me as a teenager 

back when I thought 

everything was possible  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  

 
 

 

home for thirty years –  

we close the door and leave 

heading for a change,  

the illusion no longer 

that time is standing still  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  

 
pouring my wine 

into the canal 

I am drunk on this city 

low gulls brush my hair 

your eyes my dreamcatcher  

 

Kath Abela Wilson - USA  

 
 

 

I stay drunk 

on the ten thousand things 

rising and falling  

without cease 

a flock of winter blackbirds  

 

Jenny Ward Angyal - USA  
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I visit  

all the old places  

in search  

of the boy  

that became the man  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  

 
 

 

All day into night  

the workman’s hammer  

busy with repairs –  

never ending this effort  

to make things last  

 

Marian Olson - USA  

 
 

 

late at night  

lights on in grandpa's shed  

banging and sawing…  

the moonless sky dark  

as a carpenter's thumb  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

a widower  

takes a chance  

at love  

on the internet…  

the spider sits and spins  

 

Keitha Keyes - Australia  
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flowers bloom  

in their winter gardens  

yet quietly  

his steady voice still  

rising with his words  

 

in memoriam H. Palmer Hall  

Maxianne Berger - Canada  

 
 

 

Blossomed apple tree  

at grandmother's window – 

A star slips 

on the edge of a petal 

to nowhere  

 

Steliana Voicu - Romania  

 
 

 

outside the window 

the shrill of crickets all night… 

down his cheek 

a single teardrop  

tattooed          in blues  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
 

 

wind wakes me 

creeps around my bedroom 

settles in for the night  

       wrapped in my blanket  

       i slam shut the window  

 

miriam chaikin - USA  
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Crêped shadows  

in my forearm skin  

thank heavens  

for the rippling call 

of a hermit thrush  

 

J. Zimmerman - USA  

 
 

 

Were it possible 

to find a dragon 

flying inside me 

I would hunt large game 

running on open ground  

 

Bruce England - USA  

 
 

 

at the end 

of a long, shuffling line 

outside 

the welfare office 

a boy holds his turtle  

 

Chen-ou Liu - Canada  

 
 

 

an old man 

in a wheelchair smiles 

and bids me good day;  

my return wish seems hollow 

in the cold winter drizzle  

 

Adelaide B. Shaw - USA  
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the nurse says 

he’ll continue to shrink 

inch by inch…  

a snail still wends his way  

down the path to my garden  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA  

 
 

 

getting dressed 

after setting the phone 

in its cradle… 

life with Dad, between 

the first and second sock  

 

Ken Slaughter - USA  

 
 

 

who will cast 

the longest shadows 

upon my grave… 

naked willow branches,  

unkempt hair of mourners?  

 

Pamela A. Babusci - USA  

 
 

 

that young boy  

sitting next door 

on the steps… 

he reminds me 

of my father  

 

Anne Curran - New Zealand  
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banks of nettles 

narrow our favourite footpath…  

still blistering 

after all these years 

the sting of your accusation  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

the clatter of ice 

falling from trees 

the way you laugh 

when you are not 

happy with me  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada 

 
 

 

family legend – 

when we come to a cliff 

I say let’s jump  

he says wait, how far down,  

what will we land on  

 

Jan Foster - Australia  

 
 

 

Mum touches wood 

crosses her fingers 

behind her back… 

you just know that spring 

has crocuses up her sleeve  

 

Claire Everett - UK  
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her passing touch 

reverberates 

how do I 

weigh a thirty-year love 

against a moment's pleasure?  

 

Aron Rothstein - USA  

 
 

 

the light 

on her back 

every curve defined – 

sunset falls  

across the ranges  

 

Marilyn Humbert - Australia  

 
 

 

falling snow 

spinning in the wind 

just as you said 

I love you 

the streetlights came on  

 

Bob Brill - USA  

 
 

 

not an inch 

of quilted night between us… 

matte black ducati 

I'm riding pillion 

on the back roads of your dreams  

 

Claire Everett - UK  
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cloudless morning 

the frigid air swallows plumes 

of white chimney smoke 

like children at a carnival 

with swirls of cotton candy  

 

 Dorothy McLaughlin - USA  

 
 

 

morning walk – 

I dismiss the pinched nerve 

in my hip,  

resolve to make peace 

with the thorns in my side  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA  

   
 

 

terminal cancer 

she says it's hard  

to close a life 

easy to remember 

how open she was  

 

David Rice - USA  

   
 

 

in the dream 

you come to tell me 

you want to sleep outside 

your ashes still on the shelf 

in their lacquerware box  

 

Margaret Chula - USA  
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alone now…  

I light the oil lamp  

at sunset  

to keep the gathering darkness  

from hemming in my soul  

 

Kala Ramesh - India  

 
 

 

the stars long gone…  

all that's left are the sighing 

gusts of wind  

and my grieving heart 

pumping darkness  

 

Sonam Chhoki - Bhutan  

 
 

 

today the flag 

shows its patterned colours 

at full stretch 

so often I choose  

a sheltered corner  

 

Elaine Riddell - New Zealand 

 
 

 

desktop zen garden 

all three of my spirals raked 

widdershins… 

the contrary direction 

of my backwards little life  

 

Autumn N. Hall - USA  
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silhouettes 

we made of ourselves 

in grade school…  

how many know me 

only by my profile  

 

Janet Lynn Davis - USA 

 
 

 

startled 

by my shadow 

in a frosted glass door 

how easily 

we are deluded  

 

Sheila Bello - Canada  

 
 

 

four seagulls 

walking their shadows 

along the shore 

I once ran easily…  

ah, those sands of time  

 

Amelia Fielden - Australia  

 
 

 

riding the zip line –  

once I also quailed  

at the old swinging bridge 

its missing boards  

and scuttling lizards  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  
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dancing naked 

beneath the moonlight 

just because 

you say I shouldn’t 

when I know I should  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA 

 
 

 

returning 

these shells to the sea 

at long last 

a turning tide 

a new moon  

 

Simon Hanson - Australia  

 
 

 

for one mad moment 

I wonder  

if I could skype 

with my mother 

five years gone  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand 

 
 

 

this dictionary 

first owned by my sister 

five years dead – 

still I’m looking 

for a meaning…  

 

Rodney Williams - Australia  

 
  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

134 
 

 

you sit  

like a rock in the river 

conversation 

flowing smoothly 

around your silence  

 

Jan Foster - Australia  

 
 

 

in memory of him  

I walk the rough trails we made 

along the riverbanks 

where child's play shaped our lives  

and summer would never end  

 

Ferris Gilli - USA  

 
 

 

in spite of brave words 

I walk the ledge in fear 

red fingertips staining rock  

my breath a whirlwind  

whistling up the canyon  

 

Elizabeth Howard - USA  

 
 

 

wind  

paused on twigs 

as if the end 

comes as plain 

as an empty platter  

 

Alegria Imperial - Canada  
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bound to be poison 

red-berried bushes 

border a cliff edge 

where lovers consider 

impossibilities  

 

LeRoy Gorman - Canada 

 
 

 

She bends  

the raven’s wing 

then nails him 

to a weathered post 

artist working in bronze  

 

Marian Olson - USA  

 
 

 

on my wall 

an old Japanese scroll 

delicate white cranes 

lift into a luminous sky 

in me, the beating of their wings  

 

Lynda Monahan - Canada  

 
 

 

great crane  

at the land's end,  

is it time?  

there are no answers 

to any of my questions  

 

Joy McCall - UK  
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all the times  

I called you when I thought 

I was dying 

& you came, you always came… 

today I heard you had died  

 

André Surridge - New Zealand  

 
 

 

49 days after 

the placing of the bones… 

in the crow’s caws 

my own 

wild keening  

 

Beverly Acuff Momoi - USA  

 
 

 

field iris 

blossom in their brief season 

before fading 

among the tall grasses 

the daughter I never had  

 

Maxianne Berger - Canada 

 
 

 

flower 

you’re divine 

I pick you 

to die 

but first to savour  

 

Owen Bullock - New Zealand  
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after telling him 

about my failing eyesight  

matter-of-factly 

he says his life depends on  

seeing a narcissus flower  

 

Margaret Dornaus - USA 

 
 

 

without warning 

your letters ceased 

the jasmine  

entwining the post-box 

has lost its perfume  

 

Gavin Austin - Australia  

 
 

 

dark eyes watch 

on the other side 

of madness – 

I hold fast to the calm,  

the sanctity of trees  

 

Joy McCall - UK  
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A Skylark Sings  

 

above the moor 

not attached to anything 

a skylark sings      basho  

 

on a greening trail 

the pale sun coats branches     paresh  

 

eyes unblinking 

I wait for her window curtains 

to open       raamesh  

 

now that he’s gone 

she orders his favourite meal     bhavani 

 

from a cellar 

the scent of hops spreads 

to the warm patio      angelee  

 

the halo around 

a vandalised Buddha      geethanjali  

 

the circus lion’s yawn 

much bigger than 

its roar . . .       sanjuktaa  

 

ready for the weary 

a dry bed of leaves      brijesh  

 

on the road 

parijat blossoms 

mirror the night sky      raamesh  

 

chowkidar’s torch 

flashes in the cemetery     angelee  
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jostling at the mall 

to grab 

last season’s stilettos      lakshmi  

 

the horizon balances 

a winter moon      kala  

 

 

 

A spring junicho by the members of IN haiku at Haiku Utsav 2013 composed at the Symbiosis 

School for Liberal Arts, Pune, February 23rd, 2013 

 

Joint sabaki – Rohini Gupta (Mumbai) & Kala Ramesh (Pune)  

 

The participants:  

Matsuo Basho. Tr. by Makoto Ueda 

Paresh Tiwari, Hyderabad – v 2 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan, Mumbai – vs 3 & 9 

Bhavani Ramesh, Mumbai – v 4 

Angelee Deodhar, Chandigarh – vs 5 & 10 

Geethanjali Rajan, Chennai – v 6 

Sanjuktaa Asopa, Belgaum – v 7 

Brijesh Raj, Mumbai – v 8 

Lakshmi Mani, Pune – v 11 

Kala Ramesh, Pune – v 12  
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Tomegaki: A spring junicho: A Skylark Sings  

 

 

My first renku was under the moon and a cascade of bougainvillea. This one was in an air 

conditioned conference room, with every verse projected on the screen, but the enthusiasm was 

just the same.  

Most were newcomers and the silence as they frowned over their scribbling was deafening, but 

they came up with interesting verses. Afterwards they told me they loved the friendly, 

cooperative atmosphere and we got a good poem from it too. At least for me, the skylark was 

singing loud and clear.  

 

Rohini Gupta 

 

** 

 

I have been the sabaki of several renku trips but this will always have a special place in my heart 

for one reason: to lead a ‘live’ renku is a challenge and it becomes even more a daunting task 

when most are new to this art form. We did finish it in a record time of four hours or probably 

less. This junicho set the stage for a grand finale to our haiku utsav.  

 

Kala Ramesh 

 

 

Kanso: and what they said!  

 

Paresh Tiwari:  

 

My first renga trip was exhilarating The rush of ten minds working together, walking together, 

each one taking you to a turn you couldn't possibly think existed (but of-course ... it was just 

round the corner, all you needed was a nudge, to see it) was the most beautiful part of it. Here's 

hoping to be a part of many such adventures. And yes, how can I not mention the gentle yet firm 

guidance of the two fabulous Sabaki.... 

Cheers for the long road ahead of us.  

 

Geethanjali Rajan:  

 

My first experience with live renga (or any renga!) was wonderful, though challenging- a 

learning experience and enjoyable! It brought out the creativity in the group amidst structure, and  
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the collaboration was the best part - each person complementing the other amidst the 

competition. Thank you, sabaki and thank you, my fellow haijin.  

 

Angelee Deodhar:  

 

At the Pune haiku utsav, for me, this was a rare experience of writing a collaborative poem. With 

excellent input and gentle encouragement from the two sabaki, I could connect to the other 

people writing, and also understood when to use which verse...eg moon, autumn flower etc, in a 

junicho. Thank you.  

 

Bhavani Ramesh:  

 

It was a lovely experience to come together to create something, when writing is usually an 

individual activity. It makes you sit-up notice different styles, learn how to workshop and better 

a verse. The final outcome is interesting given the many styles that get interwoven into one 

piece.  

 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan:  

 

This renga trip was like a marijuana trip: a window into a vivid and serene world not otherwise 

open to urban lives.  

 

Sanjukta Asopa:  

 

As I had never participated in a renga before, it was a challenge as well as a learning experience 

for me. The rules were tough, but that didn't make it any less enjoyable. The best part was how 

between you two, (Kala Ramesh and Rohini Gupta), you explained something I had been trying 

to understand in vain for some time now...so beautifully! Thanks to all the participants! Hope we 

will write many more renga together.  

 

 

  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

145 
 

 

The Gully Man 

 

the gully man 

cleans his gully wagon – 

autumn leaves 

 

miraculous,  

I even light the boiler!  

 

queuing up for martyrdom 

from south Beirut 

to Bradford 

 

what use is a virgin 

to a rent-boy?  

 

reeds and rushes 

bent beneath the moon 

beneath the snow 

 

gradually 

clarinet and oboe 

 

perfect pickles 

crusty bread and, yes,  

that farmhouse cheese 

 

sweaty socks and shingles,  

must be August 

 

faces grim 

the eco-shockjocks 

conjure up a storm surge 

 

bad-ass gangstas 

cruising in a hybrid 
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fallen petals 

spoil a perfect lawn,  

sakura bleu!  

 

Master Okamoto 

cracks a grin 

 

********* 

 

Solo 

 

Rossendale 

sometime in autumn, circa 2005 

 

gully man - a labourer 

 

Master Okamoto - co-originator of the Junicho 

 

****** 

 

 

 

 

 

Afterword: The Gully Man 

 

 

How far can you step outside yourself?  

 

A couple of mouse clicks from here I drone on about the pernicious nature of too much 

explication prior to verse selection when writing with others. But, if the arguments in Explaining 

it all Away hold any water, how in God's name is it possible to write solo renku?  

 

The answer is - with difficulty. It takes the same degree of skill as cheating on your wife, whilst 

convincing yourself that it's OK.  

  

http://ahundredgourds.com/ahg23/exposition01.html
http://ahundredgourds.com/ahg23/exposition01.html
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Orwell had it right with doublethink. If you can respond to your own verse as though you had 

never seen it before, you are ready to pick up the pen. Grasshopper. Which is why, back in the 

day, a piece of solo renku was a statement. It said: I've arrived.  

 

Precisely where this author had arrived in circa 2005 is for others to judge. What is certain is that 

to attempt a few solo pieces can be good for the renku skill-set. It really sharpens up the search 

for freshness. If we can find light in a stanza we have generated ourselves, it becomes that much 

easier to see it in the work of others. And the facility to see/not see is a core aesthetic driver that 

Japanese poets and others call mitate. 

 

As ever the trick is to avoid the twin bear-traps of obscurity and novelty at any cost. Which raises 

the key question: if these damn bear traps are so big, how come we always stumble into them?!  

 

John Carley  
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Eyes Of The Fish  

 

 

so hard the rain the rosebush in my garden waited for so long  

 

cupped hands reveal the true Grail  

 

just an illusion of a phoenix rising up from ashes  

 

the song we never heard slowly fades away  

 

when darkness comes for whom it shines the moon-bell in the sky?  

 

inside the edge of the shade morning chill  

 

feels unusual at first the weight of gold on his finger  

 

grinding stones wearing each other smooth 

 

frozen in the pond eyes of the fish are dry and open 

 

non stop National Geographic  

 

silent the plum tree in full bloom illuminates the evening  

 

warm breeze turning pages of The Tales of Ise  

 

 

 

Vladislav Vassiliev, England, and Valeria Simonova-Cecon, Italy  
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a lover's flute  

 

a lover's flute if I wait  

if I wait and keep still 

if I wait and keep still and say nothing … 

the rope from the sky 

ends in a noose 

 

half a room away 

“they” read in books of flesh 

and pray 

 

evading entropy in the elevator 

 

a smell of cellar 

(or something forgotten)  

on the black dog's breath 

“would it harm you to learn 

just a few names of stars?”  

 

please, blackbird 

hold the paper while I find 

Vrindavan 

 

“Hare” for the right foot “Krishna” for the left 

 

there's a legend 

that ends with a village 

turning to glass … 

we spend this meantime 

focusing on cuisine 

 

through the whistling 

of passing planets the faint sound 

of a lover's flute 

 

no dance tough enough to keep the dwarf down 

 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg,   Denmark   
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Bristlecone  

 

bristlecone pines;  

they straddle two dimensions 

- mountain wind 

 

opening the stone,  

a sapling sprung forth 

 

a red wheelbarrow 

leans against the fence,  

its tyre deflating  

 

how many tassels has 

a cardinal's galero?  

 

la bella luna 

shares a doorway  

with the mourning dove 

 

planting daisies 

how pale my hands!  

 

******* 

 

disturbed 

beneath the wrack and mire 

turtles all the way down 

 

only Poseidon’s trident 

was found washed ashore 

 

so auspicious,  

second-hand yard schlock 

recovered from the storm 

 

in the eyes of a stranger 

an old lover's gaze 
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at first I laugh 

and then I cry 

watching the city lights 

 

from the executive suite - 

tents in Zucotti 

 

pigeons and pinstripes  

scatting across 

the canvas squares 

 

does it shine, also 

on the Sea of Tranquility?  

 

a neon sign 

in the palm reader's window 

only half-lit 

 

at the station 

fresh out of tickets to sell 

 

******* 

 

high up above  

an Escher-like  

grid of power lines 

 

a radio voice 

talks about the blue jay sky 

 

crackle, crackle . . .  

the hen’s eggs sizzle 

away the day 

 

the scent of cilantro 

from my old umbrella 
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inside the volume 

of Van Gogh's letters,  

one pressed flower 

 

we promise to meet again 

for the next meteor display 

 

 

 

Composed between November 15 and December 29, 2011 

Revisited April 3 to April 7, 2013 

 

 

The Authors 

 

Ashley Capes, Australia 17  

Tzetzka Ilieva, United States 4, 8, 11, 20, 22 

Pat Nelson, United States 5, 10, 12, 15, 18 

P.A., United States 1, 9 

Sandra Simpson, New Zealand 3, 6, 14, 21 

William Sorlien, United States 2, 7, 16 

Barbara A. Taylor, Australia 13, 19 

 

 

Topics Schematic and Verse Placement 

 

(4x) – gendai 1, 7, 13, 20 

(6x) – shasei 2, 6, 9, 10, 19, 22 

(2x) – literature 3, 21 

(2x) – art 8, 17 

(2x) – religion 4, 15 

(2x) – music 5, 14 

(2x) – politics 12, 18 

(2x) – film 11, 16 
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Bristlecone: Tomegaki and Kanso 

 

 

It was the Autumn of 2011 when the inspiration to write poetry came via a fellow visual artist's 

post on her blog. A hokku was written in response, and then, a short verse to link to the first; a 

tan renga was created. But why stop there? A certain collaboration came to mind, one resulting 

from writing a different kind of renku, the New Junicho . Employing its twelve tones with “pop 

culture” topics in place of season, moon, love and blossom, the New Junicho contained 

contemporary allusions similar to the subject matter once relevant to the ushin renga of old.  

 

Still, albeit an “abbreviated” form, writing the New Junicho had raised questions of expanding 

the content and breadth of such an endeavor to more traditional formats. Could modern cultural 

allusions be indicated in a longer renku form without piling on intertextual reference deemed 

“outlandish” and packed with excessive verbiage? Would that content hamper what was 

otherwise a unique literary genre meant to exhibit a light, flowing style of prosody? The 

opportunity to carry on the experiment proved too compelling to resist.  

 

After seeking advice on proportions of topic allocation applied to the traditional movements of 

Jo, Ha and Kyu and abetted by a certain amount of bravado, it was decided to apply these “new” 

rules to the Triparshva, another recently created, twenty-two stanza renku enjoying wide 

acceptance amongst renku poets. Gathering authors from the first New Junicho along with some 

welcome and talented newcomers, we blithely set about our task.  

 

From the very beginning the composition phase was exciting! The innovation of this modern 

cultural format led to some ingenious linkage, although it was decided early on to intermingle a 

conventional topic schema as well. We writers, giddy with the newness and freedom afforded by 

a culturally modern viewpoint, watched the poem take on a life of its own. Bristlecone was born.  

 

However, with the poem finished and the excitement worn off, subsequent critique of the piece 

led to re-thinking its structure - it become apparent that the prickly nature of the creation, aptly 

related to the final chosen name of the piece, was indeed troublesome. Admittedly, we may not 

have been able to see the forest for the trees!  

 

In our haste and exuberance a “sensory overload” had occurred during composition. It seemed 

that the poem moved along well enough from moment to moment, but it had become clear that 

pro-nouns, odd grammar and inferences abounded which interfered with the overall movement 

of the piece. A sign of poor writing? Far more likely an over-zealous sabaki too shortsightedly 

quick to prove a point was to blame. Bristlecone languished by the wayside for well over a year.  

 

http://ahundredgourds.com/ahg12/expositions01.html
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Only recently did the poem come to light again. After applying some determined editing, and 

with the advantage of hindsight, we present the final draft above. As to whether Bristlecone is 

worthy of the label haikai-no-renga, we leave that final judgment to our readers.  

 

William Sorlien  

 

 

******* 

 

As I read through our subsequent changes I thought the final draft of Bristlecone came off very 

well. I believe you can call it a "new" Triparshva because that's exactly what it was.  

 

Forgetting kigo was a new experience for me. True, we all struggled to find the right verses for 

the appropriate topic allocations. There's no doubt the Triparshva, because of its length, can 

become quite a mish mash of perceptions when applying the "new" approach.  

 

All fun though; it was new, exciting to be part of this creation. Essentially, link and shift are as 

vital in all forms of the new renku.  

 

Barbara A. Taylor 

 

 

******* 

 

It was fun to write, and if you remember, Bristlecone was the first renku I ever worked on.  

 

Pat Nelson 

 

 

******* 

 

I had read through the final draft of Bristlecone more than a few times and wanted to let it settle 

a bit. What I’d picked up that most stood out to me (in the original draft) were the proper nouns 

in three verses quite close together (two of them abutting) – Sea of Tranquility, Psychic, Escher. 

I think Van Gogh is separated enough that it doesn’t make my ears waggle! The original 

placement of “station agent” kind of bothered me because of the name of the film. It just seemed 

a bit stacked up in this section, that’s all.  

 

It’s not a bad poem, given there was a fair bit of angst and feeling our way with it. I note that my 

own verses are some of the most conventional; speaks volumes about me!  
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Sandra Simpson 

 

 

******** 

 

I like the final rendering of Bristlecone and I think it works. There's flow, there's surprises and 

it's not burdened by crazy intertextuality that wouldn’t be enjoyed for the average (not meaning 

'average' in a negative way, either) renku reader.  

 

Whether these "new" styles of renku do read as too 'proper noun', 'allusion-heavy' pieces might 

come down to the reader and, I think, we as writers. If no-one else starts writing them, maybe 

there's something in that act that suggests the 'new' isn't working?  

 

Ashley Capes 

 

 

******* 

 

I was happy to see Bristlecone finally reach publication.  

 

This was my first renku experience (except for a couple of yotsumono we did with a friend 

before) and I loved it so much that I became a regular visitor of Renku Reckoner and found 

myself reading first the 'collaborations' section of the journals.  

 

I do not feel knowledgeable enough to comment on the style or topic pattern, but if it got me 

hooked on renku, from my point of view, that new thing was a success.  

 

Tzetzka Ilieva (Vida)  
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Four Movements: The April Night  

 

one 

 

a mobile phone call 

much to my surprise 

the April night 

 

scribbled on a beer mat 

absent moon 

 

a single swift 

ghosts off the screen 

at 13,000 ft 

 

Bin Laden's smile 

compared to that of Christ 

 

 

two 

 

Captain Scarlet 

off to Vietnam 

with Agent Orange 

 

global warming 

good news for the shrimp 

 

crawling slowly 

down his favourite glass 

a leg of malt 

 

John Barleycorn 

astride the noonday sun 
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her skin the texture 

of her scent the colour 

of her kiss 

 

a fag end left to smoulder:  

ash to ash 

 

 

three 

 

for once this smudge 

between my eyes 

a sudden urge to wash 

 

Confucius he say 

haiku maeku shmyku 

 

the conversation drifts 

again 

from Kant to Camembert 

 

a quantum state 

defining both the 

 

avalanche!  

a particle of snow 

becomes a wave 

 

the slopes of Gstaad 

beneath the cosmic nose 

 

 

four 

 

and still he dreams 

of distant seas 

and creatures of the deep 
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a rainbow nation 

all decked out with flags 

 

the linnets weave 

through tattered leaves 

and acid yellow gorse 

 

the carcass of an air bomb 

soaked in dew 

 

 

 

 

Solo 

 

Rossendale 

April 20 - May 14 2004 

 

air bomb - a firework, an essential part of any Bonfire Night (5th Nov. UK)  
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Afterword: The April Night 

 

 

Elsewhere in these pages the fictional Vinnie labours away at a few otherwise good points (see 

Explaining it all Away) . Probably the best is about the need for experimentation in renku. And 

yes, it's true: John Carley is a pain.  

 

At first glance the structure of the present poem says Nijuin. But other than the 4/6/6/4 verse 

division the piece doesn't really follow any of the associated criteria. The seasons appear in an 

order and with a duration that, if anything, has more in common with the Rokku. Spring blossom 

is usurped by the sour tang of gorse in autumn. The single moon verse is notable for its absence 

of moon. Above all the piece has little of the spirit of a Nijuin which its originator, Higashi-

sensei, saw as being a sort of pint-sized Kasen.  

 

But, with the 20/20 hindsight one gains from revisiting a forgotten piece, what strikes me as most 

is the regularity of the verse form I use. This is about as thorough an exposition of proportional 

accentual metrics as I ever warranted the acronym PAM. And it predates my agonising about 

supple stanzas et al by a good four or five years. So the whole episode looks very much like an 

instance of The Scientific Method: one simply advances an assertion, and then spends x amount 

of time looking for evidence to support it. 

 

John Carley  
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Like A Mighty Hook  

 

Pentecost Sky-- 

crepes and feathers wrap  

our compositions       eiko  

 

so hot the times we fought 

so cool the times we smiled      claire  

 

breaking old rules 

a young woman band 

drumming in true heart      eiko  

 

neon lights in empty streets 

keep shadows alive       claire  

 

a rising full moon 

wakes the soundest sleeper  

in a night train       eiko  

 

this smell in the air 

can only be autumn       claire  

 

**** 

 

 

gathered nuts left 

on a park bench beside 

the lion head fountain      eiko  

 

a collection of rare stamps 

auctioned by Christie       claire  

 

once upon a time 

soft hands picked up a letter 

from the urushi tray       eiko  
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the faint scent of ink 

inhaled deeply       claire  

 

in utter haste 

wedding witnesses found 

by a parish priest       eiko  

 

...where have I lost the ring,  

deoc’h da virviken       claire  

 

up the north bluff 

sea farers show a whale tooth 

to a barkeeper        eiko 

 

like a mighty hook 

the frozen moon       claire  

 

silent for a while 

a green-color ambulance 

in front of our gym       eiko 

 

a few drips infusing 

sap like energy       claire  

 

the postman delivers 

a bough of gorgeous blossom 

from Fukushima       eiko  

 

flakes of April snow 

moisten the forbidden path      eiko  

 

****  

 

 

the microcosm of  

insect life teeming 

below new grass       claire 
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a minutely drawn card for 

each pinned down sample      eiko  

 

how I love strolling 

through the British Museum 

past the Rosetta Stone      claire  

 

an invisible cupid 

on your shoulder       eiko  

 

suddenly engulfed  

by the wilderness of 

unknown emotions       claire  

 

moonlight cools 

their first home       eiko  

 

Bastille Day’s  

celebrations being veiled 

in thunderstorms       claire  

 

the plane out of clouds 

a glint of my favorite peak      eiko  

 

nine die 

fourteen injured,  

climbers last Thursday      claire  

 

cartoons of ninja 

on a chocolate package      eiko 

 

star-filled sky 

our different wishes 

become the same       hortensia 

 

the new run of sake  

shared between the best of friends     hortensia  

 

****  
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on the changing wind  

cries of wild geese,  

all crops safe in the barn      claire  

 

I dreamt a dream of 

becoming a jumping fish     eiko 

 

a gold medal 

awaits on the “fishining” line 

the delights of dyslexia      claire  

 

volunteers receive 

the biggest applause       eiko  

 

abyss of blossoms 

each frilled with hybrid pink 

flooding our valley       claire  

 

forget-me-not seeds sprinkled  

in all our window boxes      claire  

 

 

deoc’h da virviken - “For you forever” in a Celtic language.  

 

 

Claire Chatelet, London, England, and Eiko Yachimoto, Yokosuka City, Japan 

 

 

Started on 27 May, Pentecost Sunday, 2012 and completed on 12 August, 2012.  

 

 

Hortensia Anderson passed away on 21 May, 2012. This kasen was composed commemorating 

Hortensia, eiko’s renku partner for many years and claire’s wonderful haijin friend. The moon 

position at #29 is replaced with this great verse of hers from her haibun Letter to a Kidney 

Donor’s Mother. Verse #30 is also Hortensia’s verse from an uncompleted koyomi renku with 

eiko.  
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Renku: Explaining it all Away  

 
by John E. Carley  

 

 

Some things I feel passionate about. And this is one of them. I want to address the merits and 

demerits of the participants in a composition explaining, whether briefly or at length, what 

precisely they intend by advancing a, b or c as a word choice, as a conceptual choice, or as a 

mode of linkage, when they have proposed, or are just about to propose, a candidate verse. Here 

we go…  

 

Merits? There are none. That’s it. You can stop reading now if you like. Demerits? They are 

legion, and I’ll get to them in just a second. But first a touch of clarification. Above I do say 

participants in a renku composition, the key word being composition. If it’s a renku workshop, or 

a renku seminar, or a renku demonstration, or a renku fun-session, or any form of structured 

renku learning situation, then clearly a free dialogue, trialogue or even catalogue are not just 

desirable, they are a minimum condition for a worthwhile outcome. Discuss away; your cat will 

remain unharmed.  

 

The situation I have in mind is a group of peers, people of equal experience, using a formal 

sabaki or no, attempting to write renku of the highest quality: the kind of renku Basho and Co 

aimed for. None of that poetry as a game malarkey (Irish, but not an expletive). High art. Fuga 

no makoto. And we’re just in time for the hokku. So bring on Vinnie, Minnie and Winnie (who, 

being egalitarians, eschew all notion of leadership).  

 

a mobile phone call  

much to my surprise 

the April night 

 

Vinnie: “I think we should use this one of mine. It’s fresh. Modern, thanks to the mobile phone 

reference, but that ‘April night’ feels like classical kigo. Thought it was Issa but in fact it's from 

Donadei - La Ragazza della Notte d’Aprile. Full of suspense and romance. Anyway, it's April so 

it fits. And it flags up where we want to go: wasn’t it Fukuda, who said that everything flows 

from the hokku?” 

 

I won’t comment on the verses. The exchanges are the nub here. Obviously these people are 

pleasant enough and enjoy each other’s company, but what does Vinnie actually tell us about the  
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hokku that isn’t already evident at first reading? As it happens I’ve read that book by Donadei,  

but is Vinnie telling me that I wouldn’t properly get the verse if I hadn’t? Is recognition of the  

reference to La Ragazza della Notte d’Aprile essential? And what’s that stuff about Fukuda? 

Given that he always had half an eye on renga as well as renku theory, it is highly probable that 

Fukuda did indeed say, or was hazardously translated as saying, something along those lines. But 

what’s the relevance? Or is Vinnie just engaged in a bit of enthusiastic name checking in order to 

boost our estimation of his hokku?  

 

Winnie certainly thinks so, and retaliates by citing Higginson. Mistakenly, of course. But the 

candidate does at least get her vote. Provisionally:  

 

a mobile phone call 

much to my surprise 

the April night 

 

Winnie: “Ooooh, I like this Vinnie. But it doesn’t really do the cutting thing. Higginson says a 

haiku can be either way but a hokku has to have a kireji. At least I think so. My sister's got my 

copy of The Handbook!”  

 

Minnie, less of an equivocator, is not prepared to wait until Winnie’s sister returns from 

Guatemala with the loaned copy of the Haiku Handbook in order to check on the thingamibob. 

Instead she has felt compelled to write a responding verse:  

Minnie: “And here's my come-back Vinnie – “much to my surprise” as the bridge. That's like 

kokorozuke: heart link. Maybe I've left the season open. But ‘beer drinking’ is definitely spring 

kigo in these parts - winters are hard and we don’t get out much. Makes for big families! Here 

goes - it’ll pop your cherry!” 

 

scribbled on a beer mat 

absent moon 

 

Minnie’s enthusiasm is commendable. But even before producing the actual text she has told her 

partners that the verse is deliberately experimental, that the link back to the hokku is predicated 

on a given phrase, that this style of link should be compared to a specific Japanese technique, 

and that though the seasonal reference may be rather oblique, it is nevertheless authentic because 

of the particular circumstances of her home state. Oh yes, and that they are sure to be stunned by 

the verse. Now that’s a lot of priming! But how do the said partners respond? Let's look at the 

putative opening pair again, then at the feedback:  

  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

184 
 

 

a mobile phone call 

much to my surprise 

the April night 

 

scribbled on a beer mat 

absent moon 

 

Winnie: “Yeah, no argument. It’s everything you said and more. Hey but ‘absent moon’…” 

 

Minnie: “I told you it’d be ‘much to your surprise’!”  

 

Winnie: “Now I know for sure that we can’t do that. I once ended up in a Kasen with John 

Carley. He was pushing everyone around, like he does, but I remember him saying the moon had 

to be in a moon verse; it definitely had to be the main thing. You can’t demean it or something 

because it’s noble.”  

 

Vinnie: “Yeah the guy’s a pain. More to the point he's plain wrong. This isn't a Kasen - we 

should experiment. Put a footnote in if needed. Come on Winnie, you’re up next. What's in your 

sky?!”  

 

 

They talk further about moon positions without moons in them until Winnie is placated. The 

third verse, Winnie’s, now appears on-screen ...  

 

a mobile phone call 

much to my surprise 

the April night 

 

scribbled on a beer mat 

absent moon 

 

a single swift 

ghosts off the screen 

at 13,000 ft  

 

Vinnie: “Woooah!”  
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Minnie: “Yeah, yeah. That’s amazing. How does that work? I get it on some level but I just can’t 

see how you work out the link.”  

 

Winnie: “Well I was thinking of unusual absence - like the moon - and I remembered that swifts 

don't land for years after fledging. True. They even sleep when they’re flying. Like the moon, 

lol. Which isn’t in the sky either - like, they're not in the nest. Anyway we need a nature verse. 

So the swifts just came to mind. “ 

 

Minnie: “Truly. But it’s pretty left field. I mean it’s a great verse but you know, even with a note, 

I'm not sure if people are going to be able to work it out.”  

 

Vinnie: “Yeah, now you say that I’m not too sure either, Min. I mean, it felt like a fit straight off, 

but when you think about it it's pretty... oblique. Even for you Winnie! Maybe we should, you 

know, vote on it. Or go another way here at #3?”  

 

 

Ah! but the problem with votes when there are only three participants is that it ends up as two 

against one. Which is perilously close to bullying. Our friends know this instinctively and so 

begins an increasingly dilatory round of exchanges in which nothing is achieved beyond the 

realisation that the chaos which eats at the margins of our souls can only be kept at bay by ever 

more lavish pledges of mutual fidelity. As the protestations of sincerity grind ever more finely 

our poem slips quietly to its doom.  

 

Which is a shame, because they had instinctively loved that third verse. It instantly felt right, 

until they started trying to explain it to one another. At which point the spell was broken and 

the gnawsome doubts crept in.  

 

So we arrive at the point of this particular exercise. Ladies and Gentlemen, are you concerned 

that the emperor may indeed be naked? Is renku nothing more than a conspiracy to self-deceive? 

Does the whole edifice crumble unless we lard our verses with explanation after explanation?  

 

Hats off to anyone who has answered ‘yes’. Because that at least would account for the 

exchanges we’ve witnessed between our friends above. Why else would we want to surround our 

candidate verses with masses of additional information? If the extra content is essential to an 

understanding of the verse doesn’t that mean the verse is deficient? If the bumf is there simply to 

add gravitas to our candidate doesn’t that mean we fear the verse is weak? If we must lay claim 

to the authority of A. N. Expert doesn’t that mean we are unsure of ourselves? If it is truly 

necessary to cite 風雅の誠 why not have done with it and write in Japanese throughout?  

  



A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

186 
 

 

Similarly, with prepping our colleagues for the quirks of the verse we are about to offer, the 

systematic management of expectations is best left to politicians. If you really think that beer 

drinking is spring kigo the best thing to do is move state, take up macramé, and sacrifice your cat 

to the darkness. It won’t make the slightest difference to the quality of your writing, but it will 

give the rest of us a laugh. The same goes for lengthy expositions of the rationale behind our 

linkage: what can pre-loading the space between verses do other than limit the scope for 

resonance? What’s the first lesson in a writing class? It’s show. Show don’t tell. If your linkage 

works it doesn't need describing or rationalising. If it needs describing or rationalising that's 

because it doesn't work. Write another verse. It's quicker.  

 

The essential truth is so basic here that we are in danger of losing sight of it altogether. When we 

write renku our partners are not primarily respondents, they are first and foremost readers. A 

colleague cannot move on to the composition of an answering verse until they have first 

experienced the verse to which they wish to respond. It is better that the said experience is theirs 

and theirs alone, without the encumbrance of specious justifications, special information, cute 

insinuations, or emotional manipulations.  

 

There's a very good reason for this: Basho. Basho explicitly and purposefully moved the ground 

away from word links, object links and analysis in his poetics to put intuition front and centre. 

Another word for this is artistry.  

 

The white space of interpretation is where the real action of a sequence takes place. If we freight 

it with prepared opinions we diminish its power. And I’m not talking about discussion of the 

phrasing, or the cadence, or the wider phonics of the candidate verse, but about its meaning and 

the reasons for its linkage. If we wall it in with precisions we impede imagination. If we vaunt 

reductionism we are no better than Dawkins.  

 

With his proposal of scent linkage Basho placed the magic of instinctual recognition at the heart 

of renku; are we really so careless of the great man’s aesthetics that we’ll willingly explain it all 

away?  
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John Carley is a mostly decrepit Englishman from the Pennine hill 

country of Lancashire. Fluent in a number of European languages he has 

also published literary translations from Urdu, Bangla, Sylheti and, more 

recently, Japanese. His essays on linked verse technique have been 

published variously in French, German, Spanish, Bulgarian, Russian and 

Japanese. He is the author of the Renku Reckoner website.  

 

 

Full Disclosure: The verses purportedly written by Minnie, Winnie and 

Vinnie are really the first 3 verses of Four Movements: The April Night, an experimental solo 

sequence written by John E. Carley in 2004.  

 

 
 

 

Commentary on a haiku by Kobayashi Issa  

 
by Carolyn Coit Dancy  

 

 

without you, dear  

too wide and too long  

the groves where we walked  

 

kimi nakute makoto ni tadai no kodachi kana (Translation by Lewis Mackenzie in Autumn Wind 

Haiku, published by Kodansha International,1984.)  

 

 

With my first reading of this haiku, its poignancy took my breath away. Obviously, Issa had lost 

a loved one (dear). When I was led down the lane where they used to walk, my heart broke, and I 

felt his grief with every step (too long). By sharing his grief so tenderly, Issa helps to minimize 

the reader’s pain and perhaps even his own. It is very difficult to witness despair. Yet here, Issa’s 

exquisite expression of his love shielded me from despair.  

 

This haiku is also deceptively simple. Only with a second reading, did I grasp Issa’s loneliness. 

With the carefully chosen words too wide, I felt the empty space at his side. And then, a reverse 

image somehow came to mind in which I pictured them walking down the lane arm-in-arm. 

Consequently, the poem left me with a sense of peaceful acceptance. Quite a journey in so few 

words; a haiku that only a Master like Issa could have written.  

http://ahundredgourds.com/ahg23/renku06.html


A Hundred Gourds 2:3 June 2013 

188 
 

 

It should be noted that the on-line Archives of 10,000 Issa Poems offers the following translation 

by David G. Lanoue:  

 

without you - 

how vast 

is the grove 

君なくて誠に多太の木立哉  

kimi nakute makoto ni tadai no kodachi kana 1817  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Note: Editors of the Issa zenshû identify the "you" in this poem as Issa’s beloved friend and 

patron, Natsume Seibi, who had died the previous year (Shinano Mainichi Shimbunsha, Vol 3, 

1976, p. 470). Source: David G. Lanoue  
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The Orange-robed Monk 

 

by Owen Bullock  

 

 

orange-robed monk – 

enlightenment 

in my begging bowl 

 

Ozzie Nogg, Notes From the Gean #17 

 

For me, this is one of the most important haiku. To even think about an able-bodied person using 

a begging bowl is a tremendous effort for some. How can enlightenment be found in the begging 

bowl?  

 

Many of us have encountered syndicated and cynical begging in European cities. I’ve been taken 

in by it myself, such as the groups in Paris who pretend to be mutes and hand you what looks 

like a petition that turns out to be a pledge form for an orphanage which doesn’t exist. But there 

are situations of real hardship, too. I also met an Eastern European man who was crying on the 

streets of Dublin whilst begging. He had no shoes on his feet and didn’t know where to stay. 

Fortunately, a woman came by with connections in the social services who pledged to help him 

beyond the money proffered.  

 

Most of us would have to undergo an enormous and awful process to beg. But the monk does 

this willingly and accepts the associations of the action. Surely this practice requires a lessening 

of emphasis on ego in general. Deflating the control over our lives that the ego commonly has 

seems to be fundamental to any spiritual discipline. It’s not that one fights the ego – that’s 

pointless, because one can’t win – but one can learn to sit beside the ego and watch it preen, pity 

itself, exclaim, rapturise and have tantrums. Eventually, the ego lets go to some extent. It is 

acknowledged, but not given authority to control life to the extent it did before. The monk who 

begs, despite all social detesting of begging, has relinquished much of the baggage that the ego 

encourages. One could also say that it is unworldly both to beg and to give. In other words, the 

monk enables both expressions of being outside this world’s rational norms by putting out the 

bowl. Perhaps food itself is a herald of enlightenment and merely to feed another, for no reason, 

shows an enlightened detachment.  

 

Of course, my reading of this haiku is culturally slanted: there are places where supporting a 

monk who asks for alms is considered a normal aspect of religion. In this case, the enlightenment 

in the bowl of the haiku is fed consciously by those who donate; and they take something from it 
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by supporting the holy man, as the relationship between monk and almsgiver helps both sides 

move closer to enlightenment. In some countries it is considered an honour for a family to send a 

son to a monastery. In turn, a monk carries out religious rites, including the saying of prayers, on 

behalf of the community, and accepts gifts of bodily sustenance in another exchange.  

 

And what of the monk himself? – I’ve said little of his perception in the poem. Is he being 

ironic? The isolating of the word ‘enlightenment’ might support such a reading. Is the concept of 

enlightenment really ridiculous? If so, does the monk realise this? And is he then closer to 

something like enlightenment, such as freedom, having glimpsed the folly?  

 

Attention to the detail of being orange-robed could indicate that it’s a young monk, new to orders 

and therefore to asking alms. Could enlightenment be as quick and easy as shedding worldliness 

by going begging, in complete contrast to the slow, studied spiritual progress one might expect? 

But can we ever shed worldliness, are we not perpetuating it even whilst asking for food to stay 

alive? The teasing humour that eventually seems to ooze out of this poem balances the more 

polarised questions and philosophical viewpoints. Maybe the monk is happy, and at the same 

time humbled, to be in this position.  

 

The haiku about the orange-robed monk was published in a western journal, and the poet is 

American, so it may well be that he doesn’t hail from a traditionally religious culture but has 

converted to the time-honoured practices of one. In whatever cultural context, the writing offers 

a portrait of release and detachment which is, or threatens to be, sublime.  

 

 
 

 

  


