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" "



EDITOR'S NOTE



" "



My husband and I were driving down the highway the other day when we came alongside a sewage disposal truck appropriately labeled “The Stool Bus.” Painted on the back of the truck was “Where your fecal matters.” Well, of course you know I had to pull out my iPhone for a shot of that and post it promptly to my Facebook page. I had to give the guy credit — if you have to empty septic tanks for a living, you’d better have a sense of humor. 



"



Having recently had surgery, that resulted in my jaw being banded shut for 6-8 weeks, I’ve tried hard to see the humor in life’s situations. My lower face is still somewhat numb and is often dabbled with food bits and stray garni. Last night my cat tried to eat a bit of macerated bratwurst oﬀ of my chin (I’m sure he was just being helpful). 



"



This issue’s feature on page 39, by Bruce Boynton and Anita Virgil, tells us senryu deal with every aspect of our lives—the good, the bad, the ugly, the funny and the outright ludicrous. 



"



No matter what life is currently sending your way remember to laugh, hang in there, and keep writing those senryu and kyoka. I hope you enjoy this issue. 



"



Terri L. French



July, 2014



"
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" " " "Johnny Baranski, US " " " "one brother leans left



the other leans right



gale winds 



" " " "uneasy sea 



a part of me I can’t



stomach 



" " " "in your dreams 



Snow White



a dwarf named Kinky 



" " " " "
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" " " " Brad Bennett, US " " " "



at fifty



shortening my resume



to two pages 



" " " "



brain MRI



finally I can't hear



myself think 



" " " "



after midnight



looking up symptoms



on the internet 



"
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" " " " Mark Brager, US " " " " sickle moon 



the arch of her back



at climax 



" " " "



in her strapless dress



giving me



the cold shoulder 



" " "
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" " " " Alan S. Bridges, US " " " "



Ansel Adams exhibit



    absolutely NO



photography allowed 



" " " "



daylight savings



all the time wasted



resetting the clocks 



" " " "



maple sugar house 



the tour guide's



slow drawl 



" " "
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" " " " Helen Buckingham, UK " " " "



synchronized menses



as close as they’re likely to get



to being nuns 



"



" " " blood on the inside jacket of her whodunnit



" " " " how many times must I sign myself Sisyphus



" "
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" " " " Susan Burch, US " " " " injecting botox



into my forehead



my face freezes



just like mother



said it would 



" " " "



scrubbing away



the scent of her husband



child bride 



" " " " "
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" " " " Marion Clarke, UK " " " "



wondering



about my chances . . .



probability exam 



" " " "



deforestation report



my husband worries 



about his bald spot 



" " " " "
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"



Aperture



" " " " Aubrie Cox, US " " " "



" "



Two years of grief glint oﬀ black-flecked dragonfly wings at 1800 hours — the prime light for photographers. You move slower today. Like your grandfather. 



"



blue sky



between the blinds —



this poem again 



" " " " Places for Breathing " "



There’s the wind before rain and the pin needle pinch in the epicenter of your ribcage. You cling to the blue in a swallowtail’s wings. 



"



cottonwood pod



bursts with snow



yes, all women . . .
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Lost segment



" " " " Angelee Deodhar, India " " " "



" "



As premedical students we had to dissect earthworms and found them slimy creatures and yet had to make sure their thin filamentous neural cord and the cerebral ring came out intact. Earthworms are hermaphrodites and our adolescent awakenings made us wonder how they made love.



This morning I find the driveway strewn with them as they contract and expand . . . now, like Issa, I gently return these dew–worms to the soil . . .



blustery breeze —



my laundry all over



the surly neighbor's yard 



"
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" " " " Garry Eaton, Canada " " " " the click



of billiard balls



male conversation 



" " " " "
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"" " " Bruce England, US " " " " first scratch on my fourth car



" " " " "
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"" " " Robert Epstein, US " " " " learning to parallel park in her twisted universe



" " " " modern or postmodern?



the branch that old crow



settles on 



"



" " " "
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"" " " " " "



Claire Everett, UK



" strangely light-hearted



" she writes "I don't love you"



" on a helium balloon



" and lets it



" go



" " " "



he once said, I would break down walls to get to you . . .



now he knows the key



is in the usual place



beneath the flower-pot 



" "
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" " " " Don’t Tap the Glass " "



Claire Everett, UK



child with a fever . . .



a blue molly’s mouth



brushes the glass 



"



And now I’m reminded why I usually cancel my appointments. Not only do you leave far more sick than when you arrived, but there’s that strange custom whereby people, packed like sardines, suddenly acquire the facial expressions of those said fish and spend several awkward moments scanning their tin-mates out of the corners of their eyes, or at the very least, do their utmost to avoid each other’s gaze. Hands jammed into my pockets, I sink deeper into my square foot of faux leather sofa and share a private joke with myself, shrugging my neck into my coat to hide my smile. What would Frans Hals make of this scene, if he were standing here right now, brush poised? What new twist might he bring to the trope: “the eyes follow you round the room”? 



"



It’s flu season and the old folks are filing in and out to get their shots while “Feel Good Hits from the Sixties” is piped in through the strategicallyplaced speakers, not so loud as to drown out the receptionist’s voice, but audible enough to have me setting various gaits to the music. As “Good Vibrations” fades out, I pick up on two farmer-types who are poohpoohing the notion of global warming; after all, what about the winters of ‘47 and ‘63, the big storm of ‘87? Their respective wives seem to be engaged in an entirely diﬀerent conversation. Something about their body language reminds me of my grandmother and her neighbour; those chitchats over the garden fence about Mrs So-and-So’s husband having gone and left her, Mrs Suchabody being on the Change (this spoken in a whisper). I don’t think I heard the word ‘cancer’ until I was out of knee socks. Such a word was never uttered, but was merely mouthed, elbownudged into the open as if one could contract it simply by speaking it aloud. I half expect one of the ladies in tweed to adjust her ample bosom !17



with her forearms, wipe her hands on her apron and get back to her boil wash. 



"



old news . . .



some freeze-dried daphnia



for the guppies 



"



Strange that I don’t notice the Seussian girl with pink hair and stripy tights until she starts to nod over her notebook. At the shrill of the receptionist’s voice, she startles and begins to scribble again. If it’s her diary, then she’s writing like there’s no tomorrow. There’s a twinge of envy, especially now, when I have all the symptoms of Writer’s Block. Her head is bent, her left arm curled around the book. Turned inwards, her feet, in shiny red Doc Martens, make the shape of a less-than sign. Whether it’s an assignment, or she’s the next J. K. Rowling, whatever it is, it’s a closely guarded secret, of great importance, and it’s kept her up all night because she’s nodding again. Her grip on the pen is loosening. 



"



“Elizabeth Taylor, room 2 on the blue corridor. Elizabeth Taylor, room two on blue”, the receptionist intones, startling the Whoville girl who starts writing frantically again. As Ms Taylor hobbles past, the elderly lady sitting opposite me seems to be suppressing a giggle. When it’s safe to comment, she leans forward and whispers, “I just know Richard Burton’s here somewhere”. 



"



the smile in her eyes . . .



a shoal of neon tetras



changes direction 



"



Life, you couldn’t make it up, I’m thinking, just as my name is called. At this rate my poetic license is in danger of being revoked.  



Or maybe not.  



" As I pass the aquarium, I catch a glimpse of my reflection.



" you say I am



too sensitive for this world . . .



catfish 



" !18



"" " " V.A. Fleming, US " " " " earth mother



because



she said so! 



" " " " "
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Confusion



"" " " Darlene Franklin, US " " " "



" "



She holds her angel with newborn care, feeding her spoons of applesauce. The food dribbles down the baby’s chin. “Look!” she says. “She has two new teeth.” Two perfectly shaped teeth peek over the bottom lip. She needs something to cherish and protect and live for. 



"



Now others bring their babies too. Meal time has become a nursery, and she has changed her tune. “I know Angel is a doll.” She tucks the baby in a blanket. “I’m not stupid.” 



"



memories collide



emotions swing back and forth



like a cradle 



"



"
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Escar-gone



" " " Terri L. French, US " " "



" "



My friend and I were discussing superstitions. Both of us admit to being a little quirky, but fairly rational with regards to myths, old-wives’-tales and the like. 



" “My mother wouldn’t allow shells in the house,” she said.  "



“What? I have never heard of such a thing. What in the world did she have against seashells?” 



" “She said you never knew what was in a shell.”  " “What, like a snail or a hermit crab or something?” I asked.  "



“No, apparently my mom had done some things when she was younger that she wasn’t proud of. Being the superstitious sort, she figured that all of the crappy things that were happening in her life were due to those past indiscretions. So, one day she picked up a conch shell that had washed up on the beach near her home. She said she asked God to put all of her sins in that shell and then she hurled it into the ocean.” 



"



“Hmm . . . well did things get better for her after that?”   



“Naw, not really, but that’s why I was never allowed to bring a shell into the house. I guess she thought it might be the one that contained her sins, or worse, one that contained someone elses’.” 



"



low tide . . .  the sea urchin  wears a condom
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Vital Signs



" " " " Terri L. French, US " " " "



" "



A thin shaft of light leaks beneath the door, illuminating the highly buﬀed white tile the bleeps of call buttons interrupt my pseudo, drug-induced sleep patients requesting water, pain meds, a pillow fluﬀ or assistance using the bed pan, nurses oblivious to my need for silence issue complaints, crack jokes, and laugh loudly behind the nurses’ station outside my door which suddenly swings open flooding me with blue-green hospital light the nurse’s sing-song voice makes me squirm makes my skin itch makes my blood boil until she injects morphine into the intravenous fluid that drips through the catheter and into my vein and I am sent mercifully into a dream. 



" between heartbeats the velcro rip of a blood pressure cuﬀ



"
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" " " "



Terri L. French, US Christine L. Villa, US



" " " " Food for thought " " garden party



society ladies



dishing dirt



"



dinner menu four ladies hungry for gossip



"



family reunion



50 versions of



broccoli casserole 



"
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"" "



Alaska



" " " " Chase Gagnon, US " " " "



" "



In the fall we slept in old boxcars to keep warm and shelter ourselves from the snow, as we were pulled far out into the tundra by dreams that whistled at caribou in the distant reach of their warm light. The lumber mill was about an hour north of Anchorage. It was so dark out there you could see the glow from the city in the southern sky like a faint and motionless aurora, with unseen life dancing through the night below. But once the boxcar door closed, it was just darkness. No stars, no moon, no Anchorage in the distance. Just the thought of another man in our bed and the somewhat warm floorboards beneath my sleeping bag. 



"



marijuana smoke 



wafting through the darkness —



I warm my hands



with a friend's lighter 



and think of you 



"
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Mental Supernova



" " " " Chase Gagnon, US " " " "



" "



She kept their bones in a glass jar, propped up against her books. These books were filled with spells of resurrection, written in Old English. She quit school when she was ten to take care of my grandmother so she couldn't read most of the words. I guess she hoped that the bones would absorb the residual energy of the voice from whoever owned the books before her. When she got sick she told me to place her urn on the other end of the mantel against those books. This went completely against her wish of being scattered over the valley, a request she made when she was sane some several months prior. Her house was in foreclosure, though. I would've left her on the mantle if I could have, but I buried her urn in the backyard, in a shallow unmarked grave with the jar of cats she loved more than her children. When the house was resold I donated the books to a used bookstore, owned by a woman just starting to wrinkle — fascinated by the books I brought in. I should've buried them with mom. 



"



stars pulse



on the first night



without crickets . . .



my daughter asks



if grandma's a ghost 



"
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" " " " Autumn Noelle Hall, US " " " " crabbing



the ebb and flow



of estrogen 



" " " " "
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" "



Autumn Noelle Hall, poet (US) Angela Crews, photographer (US)



" " 



" " !27



Through the Curtains



" " " Dallas Hembra, US " " "



" "



Years and heartaches ago, when his wife first hung them, the faded tattered drapes might have been a rich crimson. Hard to tell, after lost seasons of scorching sun reduced them to paltry shades of pale pink, bleeding down the exposed backing. Been drawn now for over five years. Ever since she died. The tiny sparrow perched on the cracked flaking window sill cocks his head, tries to steal a peek inside. 



"



broken doorbell —



sorrow keeps knocking 



"



The only sign of life is this week's stash of empty Bud cans splitting the seams of the cheap generic trash bags. Joe's son, Jerry, must have made another Dollar Store run. Looks like he even picked up the strays thrown into the neighbor's yard. What a great enabler, keeps dear old dad in beer, hot dogs and canned beans. Most of the time he is in the front door and out the back.  Something’s out of whack over there today. 



"



love and hate



bleeding down the page



creative non-fiction 



"



The screaming siren is drawing closer. I lift the corner of my new white sheers and peer out the window, just as it comes to a stop next door. 



"



inner turmoil



life’s tug of war —



draws to an end 



" !28



Caught



" " " " Linda Hofke, Germany " " " "



" "



The clues present themselves one by one — her insistence to have the lawn mowed to a putting-green finish, the early bedtime story, the small sliver of a moon with smudged edges that melt into the starless sky. Even the quiet of the crickets echoes my certainty that tonight is the night they’ll come for her.  Pulling back a tiny bit of my bedroom curtain, I watch inconspicuously, waiting. While neighbors nestle in summer sheets sleeping soundly, I will witness the silent landing of a spacecraft in my backyard and watch mother transform as she moves toward her alien clan. What kind of transformation will occur? I'm not sure. Maybe she’ll grow antennae and start to glow. Perhaps extra appendages will burst out of her elongated body and she’ll scatter onto the spaceship like a land squid. But one thing I know for sure is that her hair will part in the back revealing a giant eyeball, smack in the middle of her skull. After all, how else could she have known I’d stolen an extra cookie when her back was turned, that I’d stuck my tongue out when she reprimanded me, that I’d told a bold-face lie by denying it all. She always knows when I lie. She must be extraterrestrial! 



"



crackdown on illegal aliens



pronouncing W's like V's



lands her in jail 



" "
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" " " " Judit Katalin Hollos, Hungary " " " " New marriage — 



a snake molts



his jacket 



" " " "



Fruit picking 



in the forest — stains



on my Blackberry 



" " " "
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"



" " " " Billy Howell-Sinnard, US " " " "



mother's nutcracker 



a woodcarving from Africa



bare-breasted woman



my wife hides it in the closet



she cracks nuts between her legs 



"
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"" " " Alegria Imperial, Canada " " " " in knots



the scale of his



escape route 



"
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"" " " Barbara Kaufmann, US " " " "



after church



curling up with the Times



a day of unrest 



"
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" "



Barbara Kaufmann, US



"



"
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" "Barbara Kaufmann, US "



" " !35



" " " M. Kei, US " " " "



Leap Day —  his wife wishes him



a happy 13th birthday 



" " " "



the Devil’s clock



chimes the hours



until election 



" " " "



keeping faith



with those



who don’t keep faith



with him —  the gay Eagle Scout 



"



!36



Insomnia



" " " " David J. Kelly, UK " " " "



" "



I know it sounds weird, but it’s hard work sleeping. Some people are naturals; they’re simply born with the gift for sound slumber. Once I’m in bed, I frequently get lost in my own thoughts. It’s a seductive trap because it’s only after I’ve run a few mental laps that I discover those thoughts have tricked me into a state of heightened alertness. My sharpened senses stretch beyond the confines of the duvet and hungrily investigate a multitude of background noises."



"



searching for silence" the cacophony of" an empty house"



"



When this happens it’s pointless to keep track of time. Each staccato second will mock my restlessness and try to convince me that I should get up early today. But following such urges will only lead to a downward spiral. There are hormonal balances that drive these cycles and they rely on darkness at night and sunlight in the day. No, the trick is to evade the circular trains of thought, shunt oneself off, into a siding, and count sheep."



"



tossing and turning . . ." inside a snow-globe mind" sanity drifting"



"



It’s usually at this point, just when I’ve convinced myself that medication may be the only solution, that I drift away. Inevitably, there’s never any time to bask in that success; my consciousness cedes control and my " !37



subconscious mind is way too sensible to try and pick its way through such a mess. So my benighted consciousness is catapulted forwards into the "



"



next circle of Hell; morning and the hateful sound of an alarm clock which has surely misconstrued the true nature of time. Once again, a cursory wash and a quick cup of coffee are all the preparation that’s available."



"



in a haze . . ." as the mist lifts" I start to daydream"



"
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" " " " s.m. kozubek, US " " " " retirement



my dog and I



smelling thyme 



" "
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Changing Times



"" " " Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy, UK " " " "



" "



The bridge was the talk of our village, and many villages around. There were lots of visitors. Walking to the Kaveri, my sister and I recall the man with his coracle. He would charge a rupee for each person to be taken across . . . and another rupee back. A man nearby overhears our conversation — 



" "The ferryman is still around and still charges the same fee."



" "Is that so? We will go on the coracle. Erm.— but not today.”



" "Shall I lend you some money? It is ok, you can return it to me later.”



" "No no, that is alright. We will go on the coracle some other time.”



"



In spite of his polite and friendly insistence, we decline. We thank him and make our way to the river. 



"



watching our step



as we cross the hanging bridge . . .



the ferryman's eyes 



"
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" " " " G.R. LeBlanc, Canada " " " "



bamboo reeds



wondering when my son’s shoes



got bigger than mine 



"
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"" " " Lydia Lecheva, Bulgaria " " " " skype . . .



my dachshund starts



mediating 



" "
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Prune Juice Feature "



" Bruce  R.  Boynton  &  Anita  Virgil  



" " The Irrepressible Senryu



     



     



     



     



     



“What’s  this  for?”                                                                                                                                                                                            Says  the  carpenter                                                                                                                                              As  he  saws  it  oﬀ.1  



                                                                                 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 done—                                                                                                                                                                                                                       the  repairman  tells  me                                                                                                                                                   any  fool  can  do  it  2  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



   



   18th  century        



 



   21st  century      



Eighteenth century in origin, senryu are pithy expressions of insight into the human experience. Unlike haiku, which have an identical form but concern themselves with the world of nature, senryu focus boldly on the nature of humans in every aspect of their lives. They openly discuss sex, marriage, family life, raw emotions, politics, social issues, psychology and commerce. All are grist for the mill: the good, the bad, and the ugly.  



 



OLD  



The  day  she  is  in  a  bad  temper,/  No  sound/  From  the  kitchen.3    



 



 



NEW  



now  that  I’m  over/  my  bad  mood/  she’s  in  one  4                      
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Its subject matter goes far beyond the limitations and constraints of the elegant haiku.   Senryu are usually humorous and written in everyday language—including slang. They are often bawdy and frequently irreverent. However, they may, on occasion, be tender or tragic.    



OLD  



The  blind  horse/  Opens  his  mouth/  when  the  straw-‐coat  touches  him.  5    



 



NEW  



saying  too  much/  the  deaf  girl/  hides  her  hands    6        



 



Senryu can also seem cruel for they eschew sentimentality and puncture pomposity. The domain of senryu is reality, life as it is. In the words of R. H. Blyth, “. . . as in a flash of lightning, we see a picture of the life of men suddenly suspended, every detail, every secret motive and hidden thought portrayed.” 7



" OLD              “She  may  have  only  one  eye/  But  it’s  a  preSy  one,/”  Says  the  go-‐between.  [marriage  broker]8   NEW  



used  car  lot/  the  salesman’s  shadow/  covers  a  dent  9    



 



 



" OLD  



The  laundryman-‐-‐/By  his  neighbours’/  Grubbiness  he  lives.  10   with  a  ﬂourish/  the  waitress  leaves  behind/  rearranged  smears  11          



 



 



NEW  



 



 



 



Precursors of senryu can be found in haikai no renga, a form of linked-verse that became a popular amusement from the 15th century onwards. It was composed by several poets and contained 36 to 100 stanzas. Its starting verse was called the hokku from which, in later centuries, what we now know as haiku was derived. The hokku was written by the best poets, and the prerequisite for this opening stanza was a seasonal reference. The haikai no renga (replete with word play, wit and personification) included many links with scenes from nature as well as links about human activities-- the latter often containing humorous and erotic elements. Throughout the history of Japanese poetry there have been oscillations between refined poetry about so-called serious subjects and lighthearted and often racy works. Basho, himself a haikai no renga master for much of his adult life, ultimately altered the content of the verses he taught to develop a far more serious and objective art form. And he came to concentrate his attention on the starting verse, the hokku, as a poem independent of the haikai no renga. His hokku moved toward a more realistic handling of nature than had been employed in haikai no renga. After Basho’s death and the deterioration in the quality of haiku of his successors, parodies were written that poked fun at these weak poems. This began the movement toward satirical poems.    



During the same period another humorous form of verse arose, which was known as maekuzuke. Immensely popular with the non-aristocratic ranks of the Japanese people, maekuzuke was composed of a 7-7 segment end-verse, capped by a 5-7-5 front verse. The witty !44



front verse, often with earthy content expressed in colloquial language, is the direct antecedent of senryu. Maekuzuke contests were held with arbiters appointed to select winning verses, hundreds of which were collected in anthologies. One prominent selector of maekuzuke was Karai Hachiemon (1718-1790), who chose the professional name of Senryu (River Willow). He and his sons produced many anthologies of these verses. After his death his nom de plume was adopted as the name for this new type of verse. Another factor that contributed to the creation of this satirical poetry was the repressive Tokugawa government. It sought control over every aspect of the lives of the Japanese people. The Japanese dealt with this inequity and hypocrisy through humor-- through senryu. In this genre they could vent their distress and exercise a modicum of free expression in the language of everyday life. The government also held sway over prostitution, by edict restricting it to a walled district known as the Yoshiwara. Many 18th century senryu are about the life of the courtesans, geisha, prostitutes and their customers. The Yoshiwara became both a thriving business based on the pleasures of the flesh, as well as a cultural oasis featuring poetry, music, art and theater.  



 



OLD       The  geisha  /Was  so  drunk/  She  wouldn’t  listen  to  him.  12  



 



 



NEW  



speed  daDng/  she  can’t  get  out  of  there/  fast  enough  13        



   



Senryu was almost unknown in the West until 1949 when R.H. Blyth, an Englishman living in Japan, published translations of senryu into English. Blyth’s books of haiku and senryu soon attracted the attention of the Beat poets, especially Gary Snyder, Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg. However, the primary interest of the Beats was haiku. Jack Kerouac came up with a handful of senryu and, even though they did not influence the development of senryu in English, they have always remained among the classics:      Missing  a  kick  /  at  the  icebox  door,  /  it  closed  anyway!  14   Following the late 1960s English-language haiku made its entrance. After the 1974 publication of The Haiku Anthology, edited by Cor van den Heuvel, haiku dominated the scene entirely. However, it should be noted that a handful of poets wrote a few senryu between 1968 and 1973, e.g. Alan Pizzarelli’s classic: the  fat  lady/bends  over  the  tomatoes/a  full  moon. But the majority of what these poets produced was haiku.  



"



  Senryu are mentioned in The Haiku Anthology‘s Introduction, but the few examples of it are not so designated. Van den Heuvel writes: The distinction between haiku and senryu which are structurally similar, has also been a subject of controversy. Haiku is said to relate to human nature in general, while senryu is concerned primarily with human nature and is often humorous; but it is hard to draw a line. [our emphasis] p.xxxii
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Nor are the senryu identified as such in many magazines, journals and anthologies thereafter, all of which bear the title HAIKU. Hence the considerable confusion about any clear distinction between the two genres. Editors and poets continually mixed haiku and senryu in their publications. Some publications eventually set aside a single page for senryu, but they presented only those of slapstick humor or word-play type. Yet within the same issue there were other types of senryu lost among the haiku. Poems such as the following pair rely on personification to portray human behavior and are often wrongly presumed to be haiku: NEW      in  the  seed  ﬂats  /  one  forget-‐me-‐not/  forgot  what  to  do  15        



 



   



OLD        The  tendril  of  the  pea  /  Is  thinking:  /“Where  will  I  go  now?”  16  



The reader may well wonder how haiku and senryu became so confused in the minds of poets and editors alike. We suggest that that the confusion originated in the undifferentiated use of the term haikai. In Japanese and, dutifully following suit, in English, haikai refers not only to haikai no renga, but also to other poetic forms that embrace a similar aesthetic, including haiku, senryu, haiga and haibun.* The all-inclusiveness of the term haikai allows its user to bundle any and all topics and any and all treatments of the material under its umbrella. Further compounding the situation, the French always used haikai to refer to a single haiku as late as the 20th century. Because haikai no renga was written by haiku poets, it may explain why the Japanese themselves have stated, “Anything a haiku poet writes is haiku.” However, substituting haikai for haiku in the preceding quote makes it an accurate if misleading statement. No wonder some poets denied the very existence of senryu! Aspects of it lie scattered within the stanzas of haikai no renga. The ensuing confusion opened the door for some influential haiku voices to declare they had invented a new kind of haiku, a haiku that addressed the personal preoccupations of the author -- a modern haiku. In reality, these so-called haiku fell squarely within the broad range of subject matter for senryu!



₪



" * Haikai (Japanese 俳諧 comic, unorthodox) may refer in both Japanese and English to haikai no renga (renku), a popular genre of Japanese linked verse, which developed in the sixteenth century out of the earlier aristocratic renga. It meant "vulgar" or "earthy", and often derived its effect from satire and puns, though "under the influence of [Matsuo] Bashō (1644-1694) the tone of haikai no renga became more serious."[1] "Haikai" may also refer to other poetic forms that embrace the haikai aesthetic, including haiku and senryu (varieties of one-verse haikai), haiga (haikai art, often accompanied by haiku), and haibun (haiku mixed with prose, such as in the diaries and travel journals of haiku poets). Wikipedia
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NOTES



" OLD        18th-‐19th  century    Japanese  senryu;          NEW      20th  –  21st  century    senryu  in    English        
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" " " " Phyllis Lee, US " " " "



nursing home



hordes of forget-me-nots



meandering 



" " " "
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"" " " Chen-ou-Liu, Canada " " " " her last email



replete with emojis:



a panda



next to a shotgun



next to a wrapped gift 



" " ""
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"" " " Gregory Longenecker, US " " " " it looks great on him cock's wattle



" " " " coﬀee room gossip



the way some people



grasp the cup 



" " " "
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"" " " Bob Lucky, Ethiopia " " " " full bladder the moon not waning tonight



" " " " "
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"" " "



Bob Lucky, Ethiopia



" " " " On Sitting in a Café Watching a Telenovela with the Sound Oﬀ " "



A cowboy in a black hat, so I assume he’s the bad guy, rolls his wheelchair into a bar and starts flailing the barmaid, whose deep cleavage is explored from numerous camera angles. She cries. He cries. There’s silence – their lips aren’t moving. He’s speaking with his eyes. Her breasts are heaving. He wheels his wheelchair around and rolls out of the bar. 



"



warped blinds



I see the waitress



in a new light 



" " " " And, A Good Samaritan Dies Every Day " "



A plane disappears. An old man walks oﬀ, end of story. Two-hundred girls are abducted. A parent slips into senility. A brother ODs. A friend drives oﬀ the road. “I need to rest,” my friend’s mother says and falls asleep forever. A new photo appears on the milk carton. 



" clear skies the luxury of a death poem



"
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" " " " Jonathan McKeown, Australia " " " " hot pot of ground eel



the waitress asks



if I'm sure 



" " " "



gardenia



she knows



I know 



" " " "
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"" " " John McManus, UK



" " " " dirty mirror



the barber shares



another joke 



" ""
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" " " " Annette Makino, US



" " " " early retirement



all through the house



his whistling 



"" "
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"" " " Anna Mazurkiewicz, Poland



" " " " at rehab



the nurse's lips



wine-colored 



" "
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"" " " Vasile Moldovan, Switzerland " " " " a fly on the edge



of my beer glass . . .



I would make it leave



but it insists to drink



together with me 



" " " " " "
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" " " " kjmunro, Canada " " " " pink dress girl baby blues



" " " " "
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"" " " Susan Murata, US " " " " first marriage the speed bump I didn't see



" " " "under the suet



ground feeders thrive



state of the union 



"
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"" " " Michael Nickels-Wisdom, US " " " " jar of coins,



the presidents’ eyes



averted 



" " " "



no moon



and the seventh house



for sale 



" " " "



slightly drunk,



the cells line up with



their platelets 



" " " " "
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" Togetherness " "



"" " " David Oates, US " " "



She says I am spending too much time on my smartphone. But I prove her wrong — I Google the average time of smartphone users my age, and I am 1 hr. a week below the average. Then I text her that link. She taps me on the arm,  "I'm right here." 



"



empty cocktail lounge



player piano playing



“Piano Man” 



" "



"
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" " " " Richard Penn, Canada " " " " on oﬀ diet



the moon returning to



the shape it was 



" " " " insomnia a moonflower sees dawn



" " " " tomorrow's leaders



their thoughts on



the university toilet stalls 



" " " " "



!62



" " " " Minh-Triêt Pham, France " " " " on my shirt



a ketchup stain —



Independence Day 



" " " " "
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"" " " Tyler Pruett, US " " " " avant-‐garage   " " " " "
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"" " " Kala Ramesh, India " " " "



an unshaven busker



             tunes his guitar. . .



the perfect pitch 



" " " " "
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" " " " Dave Read, Canada " " " " no where



else to go



guilt trip 



" " " "



mental ward



not all it's



cracked up to be 



" " " "



closer than



they were in life



adjacent plots 



" " " " "
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"" " Michael Rehling, US 



" !67



" " " "



Michael Rehling, US



" " "
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" " " " Carl Seguiban, Canada " " " " Chlamydia?  I thought she said



her name was Rose 



" " " "



abandoned church —



all exit signs point  skywards 



" "
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" " " " David Serjeant, UK " " " "



custody battle



the dog pictures missing



from my colleague's desk 



"
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Grey



" " " " Yesha Shah, India " " " "



" "



Grey is the color . . . grey road, grey concrete buildings, grey maternity gown and grey skies that are dripping persistently. I leave the hospital with a feverish three-day-old neonate. Grey is the colour too, of post-partum depression. I wince each time when the grey pain of cracked and bleeding nipples wrecks me as the baby latches for a feed. The grey deepens, my new-born catches an infection, sores and papules all over her skin. The grey of anxiety. In the midst of all this grey, a phone call from my granny. Hard of hearing, she is overjoyed, she is now a great-grandmother. In her youth, she says today, she sired nine children, five of whom survived. 



"



empty nest —



mother runs her fingers



over scribbled walls 



" " "



"
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" " " " Shloka Shankar, India " " " " fruit flies



the decay of what



we were 



" "
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" " " " Laurence Stacey, US " " " " corporate merger



a new boss, the age



of my son 



" " " "



essay due



his grandmother dies



again 



" " " "



patio nap



he still wakes up



in Iraq 



"
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" " " " Elizabeth Steinglass, US " " " " pulling weeds . . .



the neighbor



I don’t speak to 



"
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" " " " Debbie Strange, Canada " 



" " !75



" " " " André Surridge, New Zealand " " " " self-service pump



he gives it a shake



when he's done 



" " " "



Christmas party



slow to get up



after the punch 



" "
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" " " " Rachel Sutcliﬀe, UK " " " " still no news



my knitting begins



to unravel 



" " " "



village pub



talk of terrorism  



over pints of bitter 



" "
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" " " " Paresh Tiwari, India " " " " valentines . . .  the shape of a heart



in coﬀee for one 



" " " "



mall buzz —



the vacant eyes of



a limbless mannequin 



"
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" " " " Julie Warther, US " " " "



blood drive —



what they reject



good enough for me 



" " " "



one day left —



I rip the month oﬀ



anyway 



" " " "



choosing paint colors



she finally gets him



to see red



"
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" " " " Ernest Wit, Poland " " " " rush hour



the hearse driver



lets me in
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