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Introduction 
The months and days are the travellers of eternity. The years that come and go 
are also voyagers. Those who float away their lives on ships or who grow old 
leading horses are forever journeying, and their homes are wherever their travels 
take them. Many of the men of old died on the road, and I too for years past have 
been stirred by the sight of a solitary cloud drifting with the wind to ceaseless 
thoughts of roaming. ~Basho, tr. Donald Keene 
 
'The Narrow Road' has many meanings. Our original inspiration is of 
course Oku no Hosomichi - Basho's classic prose-poetic travelogue - but 
other layers aren't difficult to peel off. The road of great literature, as 
opposed to the merely good, is also a long and narrow one, as is that of 
virtue and self-righteousness. We might even cite Richard Flanagan's 
Man Booker winner - prisoners of our wars within, coming to terms with 
success and guilt. 
 
In a time when all opinions are equal, we struggle daily to rise above the 
ordinary, to not just be heard but listened to*. This journal is a heart's cry 
of these three writers to do just that. Though it started at a cafe over haiku 
and some interesting constructions of orange and ice, the road to putting 
this volume together has been a difficult one indeed. To begin with, the 
nearly abortive argument over whether we should be 'The Narrow Road' 
or plain 'Narrow Road'. 
 
The tinge of guilt at rejecting a poem after reading it, one doesn't keep 
track, a dozen times, maybe. To find that elusive haibun, that has just the 
perfect spark between prose and haiku. To find the short fiction that does 
justice to the thousand words spent on it, and still keeps the reader on the 
edge. But to say we had fun is to make a British-sized understatement. 
 
There have been other thorns in our path - not the least the idea of sitting 
in judgement over our peers and superiors. Even to reject the work of 
those whom we invited felt like hara-kiri sometimes. But it is a hunt for 
the best we can find, and we promise you that we will strive to make this 
journal best-er and best-er. (Mere better isn't good enough for us, and 
we're happy to follow the Bard's path in inventing words when Mr. 
Johnson's dictionary does us poorly.) 
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The temptation of road metaphors is irresistible, but bear with us one last 
time. For we at many times drifted into the highways of surrender, to give 
up this endeavor and fall away into the comfort of the mundane. But at 
last we have emerged from the deep North into the warm South, and are 
happy to present to you this slim and quirky volume. Stay with us on this 
journey, and we promise you many more. 
 
Raamesh Gowri Raghavan  
(Speaking for all three) 
 
*We don't regret ending a sentence with a preposition. Some rules of 
grammar are bogus. For the rest, we're Lynn Trussians. 
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Section 1 

Flash Fiction 
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Samantha Memi, London 
The Zoo  
 
I drink my coffee from my new white mug. On the mug are pictures of a 
lion and a giraffe. The lion is on one side and the giraffe on the other. 
When the lion is playful it chases the giraffe round the mug. The giraffe 
lollops along, its neck swaying backwards and forwards; the lion bounds 
behind, huffing and puffing and growling, but it never catches the giraffe. 
They are always on opposite sides of the mug. 
   I look out the window at the pouring rain, put on my coat, leave the 
house and drive to work. My hair is wet, and as I drive, rainwater trickles 
down my neck because I couldn't find my umbrella and when I left the 
house I had to run through the rain to get to my car because it was parked 
down the road because another car had parked outside my house. The 
windscreen wipers squeak. 
   Giraffes have long necks so they can eat the top leaves of trees. But how 
did they know the top leaves were the nicest before they had long necks? 
I suppose when the tree was small the giraffes ate the top leaves and 
thought, mmm yummy, and as the trees grew the giraffes grew with 
them.  
   At work I pull a lever and chocolate pours out of a tube into a vat. Dials 
on the vat tell me what temperature the chocolate needs to be before I 
release it onto the conveyor belt below. This week it's Easter eggs. 
   Apart from Easter eggs we make chocolate bunnies, kitties, parrots and 
giraffes. They will stop making giraffes next month; the legs always break. 
   Lions can eat anything. They cut open a lion once and found a skeleton 
with a film camera. When they looked at the film it showed a lion 
charging. 
   Lunchtime I sit in the canteen and watch my ex-boyfriend laugh at his 
girlfriend's jokes. I loved him once but he preferred someone else. 
   Driving home I look for somewhere to park because I want to buy 
Cottons. Cars are everywhere. America has more cars than people. The 
first car was the Benz Motorwagen. It travelled at 9 mph. A giraffe can 
run faster than that.  
   I drive down the street to my house. The same car is parked outside. 
There’s a sausage dog on the pavement where I want to park. I hope it 
doesn't dash into the road. I don't think they should be called sausage 
dogs. It's sure to give people ideas. They should be called long dogs. 
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   I walk along the street to my house. I glance at the car parked outside 
and wonder if I should put a piece of broken glass under the tyre so when 
he tries to drive away he gets a puncture. But then he would think, Oh 
damn, I've got a puncture. I might as well leave it here. 
   I go in the house, sit on the couch and switch on TV – a girl is sitting at 
a kitchen table, drinking coffee from a heavy white mug; outside it is 
raining. I go in the kitchen to find something to eat and see a mouse scurry 
under the cooker. I scream and slam the kitchen door shut and shove an 
old pullover into the gap at the bottom. 
   I phone for a pizza and sit and watch TV – the girl is driving to work. 
Behind her a giraffe is being chased by a lion. She goes into a factory and 
the giraffe follows and gets covered in chocolate.  
   —Don’t you know it's illegal to cover animals in chocolate, she says to 
the manager. 
   —It’s a genetically modified giraffe, produced to withstand the rigours 
of Toblerone, he replies. 
   I go to the bathroom and realise I've forgotten to buy Cottons. Too 
many cars, I couldn’t park. Too many cars and not enough tampons 
that's the trouble with the world. I shove toilet paper in my panties. 
   I sit and watch TV – the girl arrives home. When she walks into her 
house she sees the kitchen door is open and a giant mouse is trying to 
squeeze through into the hallway. She runs down the hall and bashes 
the mouse on its nose with her umbrella. The mouse backs away, and 
she slams the door shut and pushes an old cardigan in the gap under the 
door. She goes through to the living room and phones for a pizza. 
   The doorbell rings. I jump, thinking, Who the hell can that be? 
   At the door I shout, —Who is it? 
   —Pizza! 
   That was fortuitous; just as I was hungry a pizza arrives. I grab my 
purse and open the door. The delivery girl is wearing a pink rabbit 
costume. She has whiskers painted on her cheeks.  
   —Margarita with added olives.  
   She looks at me as if olives on a Margarita is a crime. I pay and close 
the door.  
   On TV the girl is watching TV – she lounges on a sofa. A newsreader 
says workers were evacuated from a factory after a lion was seen 
chasing a giraffe. Pictures of lions and giraffes are shown in case viewers 
don’t know what the animals look like.  
   The girl changes channels. A film has just started – a girl sits at a table 
in a dismal kitchen, looking out of the window at the rain. She finishes 
her coffee and gets her coat from a hook on the door. A giant mouse 
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peeks through the window. The girl leaves the house, turning up the 
collar of her coat. As she hurries to her car she curses the car parked 
outside her house, stealing her space.  
   She gets in her car, smiling to see a giraffe in the passenger seat and a 
lion in the back. 
   —Is this my life, she asks the giraffe, —same thing, day in day out? 
   —We need to get to the zoo, roars the lion. 
   —That’s where I'm going, she replies. 
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Rochelle Potkar, Mumbai 
Love Bytes 
 
“The first patient, ladies and gentlemen, the first patient, is on his way to 
the hospital in this special ambulance. The first of its kind in India with a 
tail lift. Yes, my ladies and gentlemans, tail lift. Specially ordered from 
Bangkok by our honourable MLA Sri. Pravin Kumar Kulkarni. Yes, my 
peoples, the first ambulance with a ramp that winds down to load 
patients. By our MLA Pujya Pravin Kulkarni. If the patient is fat, in 
dangerous situation, bones and joints broken, we don’t have to transfer 
on stretcher. Directly keep on ramp that moves on levers and becomes 
bed. So easy! 
This by Sri Kulkarni, funded by his party and you, dear ladies and 
gentlemans. This new Nava Bharat ambulance. It does not disturb 
patients. New and old. By our Sri. Pravin Kulkarni. 
You voted him in 2009. He became yours. Vote for him again now. 2014. 
Sri Pravin Kulkarni. Remember weighing scale symbol and he will still be 
yours. Your neta, who understands your problems.” 
 
The convoy of vehicles inched forward. First the campaigner’s vehicle 
with the funnel speaker. Then a car of bodyguards in black safari suits 
with guns. Then Mr. Pravin Kulkarni standing at the door of his jeep 
waving out to the on-looking public. Then another car of assistants and 
secretaries and finally the ambulance with the patient in it. 
“No No No, ladies and gentlemans, throw your flowers on Mr. Kulkarni 
not the ambulance. The first of its kind ambulance with air-conditioning 
and mobile data terminal, connected wireless to a central computer of 
hospital. Yes, my people, the vision of Mr. Kulkarni. The first MLA to 
think of this adboot facility. Thank you for your vote donations, dear 
Mumbaikar for this hi-tech Jan Seva Ambulance.” 
 
The convoy inched through the office-bound peak traffic. It couldn’t be 
helped that the first patient who required the Ambulance had to have a 
cardiac arrest minutes before peak traffic. The ways of God. The ways of 
God. 
Sirens from the MLA’s car and the ambulance wailed in strange 
conundrum. The boys around the vehicles closed their ears, even the 100-
rupee-hired youngsters.  



	 11	

“Eh! Remove your hand from your ears. Saale! Delicate like a girls or what 
you are?” 
“Hey! We are not paid for that,’ said a snappy boy, ‘such loud loud double 
double bhonga laavtaath!’ 
“Eh! Huppp! Go distribute flowers there to those people. Chal! 
Phataphut!” 
The announcer turned back to the gathering. “So ladies and gentlemen, 
the first patient being escorted in the first ambulance of its kind, imported 
directly from Bangkok. Please keep your generous votes and faith going. 
Remember weighing scale symbol for this elections, for a good right cause, 
the suffering of humans beings. Initiated by none other than our great 
MLA Mr. Pravin Kumar Kulkarni. The first of its kind.” 
 
“Stop, stop!” said a 100-rupee-paid boy to the announcer, as he wove his 
way through the pressing crowd from the freshly painted red-and-white 
ambulance, panting, “The patient is dead.” 
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Angelee Deodhar, Chandigarh 
The Paper Crane 

From Itsukushima shrine, I travelled to Hiroshima. Through the trees, the 
dome site was a sad reminder of the worst day in Japanese history. I stood 
for a long time at Sadako’s memorial where hundreds of paper cranes 
garlanded the statue of the most widely known hibakusha.  

As I walked to the Children’s Peace Park I heard someone playing a 
recorder. What was amazing was that it was a tune I recognized, “Auld 
Lang Syne”. Who would be playing this Scottish song in Japan? I followed 
the tune and came to a bench where a young girl in a simple yukata sat 
playing a recorder.  

When she saw me, she stopped playing, smiled, and very hesitatingly 
asked in English, “Where are you from?” I told her, I was from India and 
that it was my first visit to Japan. She asked if I would like her to guide 
me and show me the park. She described the day of the bombing. I bought 
two bottles of cold coffee. When I returned, I saw her sitting a little 
distance away with her recorder by her side. She was folding an origami 
crane “Would you like to try?” she asked and then showed me how to 
fold the paper. I asked a passerby to take a photo of the two of us. 

Later, in India, when I got the film developed I looked eagerly for the 
photographs I had taken in the Peace Park at Hiroshima. I examined the 
negatives and in one of them I could see myself sitting alone, turned 
sideways on a bench folding a paper crane. There was no one besides me, 
but there were two bottles of half-drunk cold coffee on the bench, also two 
paper cranes and a recorder!  

 

Notes - Hibakusha is the Japanese word for the surviving victims of the 1945 
atomic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki 
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Section 2 

Poetry 
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Glory Sasikala, Chennai 
Buy a ticket? 
 
at the doorway 
you will have to leave 
your control issues 
and possessiveness 
your idiosyncrasies 
and mood swings 
your petty games 
of yes and no 
your see-saws 
of love and hate 
and mainly, 
those three-petalled clovers 
of 'i love you' 
'i love you not' 
along with your shoes 
to enter my world 
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Jane Bhandari, Mumbai 
Mrs Dracula 
   
At the hospital: grey walls, 
Early-morning stomach growling hungrily. 
Cross and hollow, I lie on the bed 
Arm outstretched and ligatured, 
Fist clenched, and wait for the jab. 
  
The delicate nibble of the needle’s tooth 
And the sight of blood spurting 
Into the vial makes me think of vampires… 
  
Then they say I must take two samples 
To the next department. It’s still closed. 
I eat my life-saving sandwich and wait, 
The samples cached safely in my lunch box, 
A nice little snack for Dracula. 
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Alaka Yeravadekar, Pune 
Untitled 
  
A red.  
 
"Full-bodied, with a hint of spice”, 
the expert had said. 
“Smell it, sip it, roll it around your tongue." 
   
Leant against cushions,  
he gazed 
into the half-filled balloon glass. 
 
Now he could feel 
the sun warmed soil, 
the gnarled mother vine 
that bore luscious purple sons, 
taking root, 
tenacious, 
entwining his thoughts 
in a soft grip, 
dissolving his blood 
in her own… 
Full-bodied, red, 
with a hint of spice. 
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Pornpen Hantrakool, Bangkok 
Stairs 
 
Stairs which you climbed up 
Led you to a golden cup 
They are now ruptured 
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Zualteii Poonte, Aizawl 
The fog 
 
And it comes again 
this fog 
stealing in silently 
clouding over in slow degrees 
all that was crystal clear, 
like the fog in my mind does 
sometimes. 
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Rohinton Daruwala, Mumbai 
Duck 
 
Out from the mouth 
of an inter-city bus, I 
emerge gingerly from the mist 
of early morning sleepiness. 
 
A small forgettable stop, 
like so many others, where always 
the same cup of tea bubbles up 
as if from a shared reservoir. 
 
On a grassy patch a duck 
squats half-asleep, its neck 
turned backwards, bill buried 
in the feathers of its back. 
 
As the bus leaves, it stirs briefly, 
tastes the morning air, full of the 
danger of lonely departure, and sinks 
gratefully back into soft feathery sleep. 
 
'Duck' was first published in Rohinton’s book The Sand Libraries of 
Timbuktu (Speaking Tiger 2016).  
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Shernaz Wadia, Pune 
Empathy 
 
Forsaken even by the birds 
the oranges hung glumly down  
no one had plucked them off this year 
 
The wind whined mournfully  
and the dog was desolately quiet 
she sat in silent communion 
 
for the first time in the glorious 
forty odd years of togetherness     
the chair opposite was vacant  
  



	 21	

Annie Zaidi, Mumbai 
What more does a girl want? 
 

• notebooks. new, with hard covers so the pages don't get torn from 
being carried in an overstuffed haversack in which pens of five colours sit 
with lipstick, eye pencil and leftover lunch rolled into a plastic bag that 
the grocer still gives her in defiance of the government ban. 

• dreamboats. princes from neon fairytales. more Tangled less 
Rapunzel, more Brave less Cinderella. maybe even Shrek. green ogres are 
okay if they have bothered to install solar heating. 

• accent. only one. it should mark her as someone who is from 
somewhere. a potpourri of place and race but with a distinct lilt and lisp. 
an aural scar of having tried and failed at belonging. 

• a ghost. tripping over the ankles of night, clanging chain dragging 
a four-poster bed by its left foot (note to self: do not repeat, find ways to 
make new, new. break old ground and bury the dead). 

• photo frames. papier mache. jazzed up with gold paint and tinsels 
from a stationery shop right outside the school where the principal as 
good as spat once at her family's good breeding. 

• laundry basket. 

• nylon rope. 

• pepper. 

• radio. 

• sad horses that appear mysteriously outside the grocery shop that 
sits nervously beside a wine shop that does frantic midnight business in 
fried peanuts and triangular Amul cheese cubes. 

• silver shoes. 

• neon shoes. 

• sensible shoes that assure you she is no hurry. she has walked so 
far, so so so far to be here, with you. 
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Avril Meallem, Jerusalem 
The hand-pulled rickshaw driver  
 
Calcutta - an exciting diverse city 
but the hand₋pulled rickshaw driver cut at my heart.  
Thin, barefoot, clad only in a lungi he pleaded for our custom. 
 
Repeated “no thank you” was to no avail. 
But how could we let this seemingly elderly human being, 
pull us along as if he were a horse? 
 
Yet his face showed a sense of pride.  
He was working for his living, 
he wasn’t a beggar. This was his livelihood  
and who were we to deny him the few rupees requested. 
 
He pulled our rickshaw with determination, 
along overcrowded roads, across major traffic junctions  
with motor vehicles coming from all directions‒ 
a most frightening half hour journey,  
spent in emotional turmoil. 
 
How could we have agreed to this? 
But when he helped me down, the beaming smile  
that he presented me with, dissolved all my ego. 
We were soul touching soul  
for one beautiful moment in time. 
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Sivakami Velliangiri, Chennai 
Babies 
 
Last night I spread the silken scarf  
and sang his salagram to sleep.  
This morning when I opened the bedcover  
I found a salagram baby.  
 
There was autumn in my mind  
my thoughts were running riot  
I was uncharitable  
I thought, 'come on god,  
no more pranks: I stared  
brought my eyes closer  
focused my mind. 
  
Somebody had placed  
on His silver divan an offering  
of a purple grape. 
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Shloka Shankar, Bengaluru 
Electric Rain 
 
My grindstone is  
no longer turning (as if  
an invisible hand were pushing  
down on the top of it). 
 
The spreading puddle  
of things you would expect  
to hear in such situations  
were said, many of them  
more than once— 
 
that sense of the world  
as thin skin over unknowable bones.  
  
It's the absolute truth— 
thick and acrid,  
like electric rain on a rising wind. 
 
 
 
A remixed poem composed from select lines and phrases from chapters 
1, 3, 5, 7, 25, and 26 of Bag of Bones by Stephen King. 
 

 
  

 

  



	 25	

Section 2 

Haibun 

  



	 26	

Harriot West, Oregon 
Suppositions  
 
1:  Falling in love is like staring at the sky in a foreign city 
 
There may be clouds in the distance but you have no idea what direction 
the prevailing wind blows and whether or not it is wise to leave the hotel 
without your umbrella. 
 
rustling leaves 
I wonder what he means 
by we 
 
2:  Love is a door leading into the next room 
 
Sometimes the door squeaks. Sometimes it sags. Sometimes a gust of 
wind bangs it shut, startling you from dreams. Other times it simply flies 
wide open. And the room—perhaps it’s everything you wished for, 
sloping eaves, a bed plump with downy pillows and duvet, tiny windows 
overlooking pines and snow-capped mountains. Or perhaps the room 
smells of must and the windows are painted shut. Maybe little creatures 
have been there before you, spider webs in rafters, mouse droppings in 
corners.  
 
But it’s the door that matters most. I found it ajar, the knob slightly warm 
to my touch. 
 
3:  He loves me 
  
He loves me not. He loves me. I'm done shredding daisies. At least for 
now. I love him and he loves me. At least for now. 
  
that spark between us 
what happens  
to falling stars? 
  
Publication credits: Into the Light, Mountains and Rivers Press, 2014 
‘rustling leaves’ originally published in The Heron’s Nest, XI:3 
He loves me originally published in Modern Haiku, 43:1 
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Dissimulation 
 
How are your parents doing asks a neighbor. Fine I say, not telling her how 
mother sits on the couch all afternoon holding an unopened copy of The 
New Yorker on her lap, how ice cubes rattle round the pitcher as father 
stirs the second martini, how voices sharpen late at night behind closed 
doors or how afraid I am that one day father will call from someplace far 
away in his brand new house with floorboards that don't creak at night 
and a shiny new daughter with long curly hair who gets all A’s in 
arithmetic. 
 
winter stars 
the slightest shiver 
in a hot bath 
 
Publication credits: Into the Light, Mountains and Rivers Press, 2014 
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Alan Summers, Wiltshire 
Articulating hot cocoa… 
 
the weapon you inject in a peach, 
just like one of those classic Italian "giallo" crime stories, 
 
   it's night, 
  in a cramped bedroom, 
     at the top of the house, 
 
 I lose another biscuit dunking it for too long 
 
  some whispers 
  are imagined 
  in rain 
 
 and between those pages 
 
is 21 grams  
the weight of a soul? 
 
 Bernofsky calls it blurred perceptions of bewilderment 
and I know we are all ephemeroptera 
even Franz Kafka says the Insect shouldn’t be drawn out, didn’t he? 
 
It cannot help itself, and changes, changes, changes… 
 
the rain finds 
its own night 
 
 the knives in shadows 
the knife in a shadow 
all the hidden opennesses  
 
night clouds a little more whisky in my milk 
 
I’m running out of biscotti to dip into… 
I see the moon breaking free of the filigree and the lace comes undone and 
I am back in the book. 
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burnt toast  
the gentle tapping  
on a window 

 
When did I go downstairs to the kitchen? It’s unbelievable that there is so 
much smoke. I shut down the machine and reach into the freezer for more 
bread, averting my eyes. 
 
deep twilight moves around 
the clouds 

the rain makes 
its own night 

 
I struggle upstairs with all the fresh toast, and a jug of hot milk, and 
miniature whiskies jiggling between my digits, like bullets in a bandolier. 
 

will-o’-the wisp 
a rabbit goes down 
the Alice Hole 

 
I’m inspired to write after leaving the other great novel behind, I know I 
can write, and well, some of the words leapt off the page simply not 
letting me get away completely, they are everywhere. 
 

night frogs 
ink from my knuckles 
on the walls 

 
I enter another story, one that either I am writing or is writing me: 
 

dark dust lanes 
I rescue a witch-girlfriend  
from the crocodile dream 

 
“…from a tree of cormorants there are talking hyenas behind your teeth hiding 
daggers.” 
 

rain falls again 
the morning sun jams 
into a painting frame 
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The painting itself is of… 
 
spilt milk 
the noise 
of my ghosts 
 
After Kafka and Cobley 
 
Ekphrastic haibun 
 
Notes - The Metamorphosis (German: Die Verwandlung, also sometimes 
translated as The Transformation) is a novella by Franz Kafka, first published in 
1915. It has been called one of the seminal works of fiction of the 20th century 
and is studied in colleges and universities across the Western world. Wikipedia 
 
David Cobley RP NEAC is an artist and his Spilt Milk oil painting has long been 
an inspiration of what if, when, what happened, and other circumstances. 
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When bitter can mean please… 
 
 the handle of the cup holding a coffee with a fern like design in its 
froth, is like her nose, and both are porcelain. 
 
And when I order something bitter I remember your German, and how 
you kissed the word Bitte that held the meaning of please, and other 
meanings. 
 
Berlin afternoon 
the rain in your hair 
passing time 
 
It all started with a coffee, no hold that thought, we haven’t got there yet. 
You came over and said your first Bitte, “May I help you?” I started with 
cappuccino. 
The second Bitte was when you brought over the coffee saying ‘Here you 
go”. 
 
There were many occasions that asked for Bitte, after all I was working on 
a novel, I was going to be here for some time. Now I wanted my own Bitte 
which meant “Can you help me please?” The request was for research 
purposes, and I have no idea how I ended up in another German city. 
Another barista was going to say Bitte, all over again. 
 
uncoiling the moon 
out of doorways in shadow 
midnight rain 
 
Publication credits:  Wonderfold Winner January 2017 
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Angelee Deodhar, Chandigarh 
Emptiness 
          
As always it was difficult to fall asleep in a new place. The darkened room 
pulsed with light from passing cars, eerie reflections on walls shifted with 
the lightning through the moving curtains. With eyes closed breathing 
deeply as taught, letting go of this day not thinking of the morrow, willing 
sleep to come body mind distanced not seeking not analyzing sinking into 
a thoughtless void...outside the storm has just begun to a distant roll of 
thunder; inside the stick-on glow stars on the ceiling bring to mind 
Leonardo da Vinci's quote - "Of the great things that we have among us, 
the existence of nothingness is the greatest." 
         
in the green spikes 
and dips of the monitor 
memories of Scotland 
  
Publication credits: Frogpond Volume XXVII No 2, 2004 
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Sunyata 
 
I search for the quiet where there is no rising nor falling the great void 
which does not obstruct other things the foundation of all form and mind 
the universe’s empty impermanent extinction concentrate on the reality 
of a continuous existence in this state of cessation just before I fall asleep 
I awaken to wildly swinging wind chimes illusions of harmony and 
complete calmness gone… 
 
sacred flute music - 
the pause between  
each feed and change 
  
Note: Sunyata pronounced Shoonyata in Buddhism, translated into 
English as emptiness, openness, thusness, refers to the absence of inherent 
existence in all phenomena, and it is complementary to the Buddhist 
concepts of not-self 
 
Publication credits: Contemporary Haibun Online 
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Johannes S.H. Bjerg, Copenhagen 
The old money  
 
had run out and the servants, the cook, the maids, the chauffeur and what 
have you had been sacked, eaten or pickled for later consumption. Except 
for the two dwarves that always were by her side, or her sides, Noola and 
Boola of unspecified origins, keeping up her humongous head and its 
much too large dough-like face that always seemed like it was melting 
with long sticks specially made for this purpose; a duty that now seemed 
the more important as she had to go out into the world to buy food for the 
very first time. 
 
ever slower pale November sun 
 
Leaving the enormous palace-like apartment was the first challenge. For 
her entire life her parents had shielded her from the world - or perhaps 
the opposite was more true  and had kept her inside and only allowing a 
few people deemed strong enough to withstand the sight in; everything 
she ever needed was brought to her: suitors – of which there were very 
few due to the rumours (and they were true) of her gigantic head and 
unpleasant disposition, sea lions, opera singers (they'll do anything for 
money, those triflers), preachers with unhealthy dispositions to take care 
of her spiritual education and so on and so forth. 
 
those quick remarks to show you're cool crow 
 
But now the situation was dire: if she wanted to eat (and remember that 
the servant stock already was used up or not quite mature in their pickle 
jars) she had to frequent the local supermarket not knowing what a 
supermarket is or was or whatever and buy stuff to crunch, wash, peel, 
slice, carve and cook herself; things she likewise knew nothing about. But 
first things first, she thought - not having the faintest idea about what was 
to come second - and off she set towards the front door. Noola and Boola, 
tried their best to keep her head in place as she made her wobbly way 
through the corridors, music rooms, smoking rooms, dining rooms and 
rooms for human activities she didn't had words for till she reached the 
front door that was almost, just almost, wide enough for her head 
(remember: most animals from the zoo had come in through that door 
when she was taught about the animal kingdom). She had to squeeze 
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against the sides of the doorway and lost one ear in doing so. Noola, the 
left side dwarf, quickly picked it up and ate it keeping the emerald earring 
for a later sale down the pawn shop. She herself didn't notice. She just 
pushed on in a haze of racing thoughts, dizzy and somewhat deliriously 
confused by doing what she was about to do (going out into the world, 
that is) for the first time. Boola saw what Noola did and quickly jumped 
up and cut off the other ear with the sharpened nail of his or her (you 
really couldn't say) little finger (of course he or she had two, but that's 
irrelevant in this context). Not saying a word, they looked at each other in 
agreement and without further ado they now lead their soon to be former 
mistress into the abattoir that had witnessed the sad endings of the lives 
of servants and 'replaceables' in service of the formerly rich family now 
reduced to one person (I suppose you could still call her that) who nearly 
wasn't any longer and lo and behold the knifes were still sharp. 
 
breath clouds 
at least 
there's that 
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7 or 8 is a Round Number 
 
It was an old lake. It had been there for a long time. On and off. First it 
was there when the ice withdrew to the polar regions, then some people 
thinking they needed more soil for their spuds drained it but it didn't 
work out. It didn't work out for 147 years and when they stopped keeping 
the water away it came back. All this of course makes you wonder just 
what constitutes a lake: the water or the hole in the ground or both. 
 
However, I stood by the lake watching its waters wave. I waved back and 
went closer to wave at my reflection. That too waved back and went away, 
disappeared, went under, vanished. I tried to step closer to see where it 
went but I couldn't move. The grasses and weeds had grabbed hold of my 
feet and legs.  
“Hey, what's going on?”, I yelled to no one as no one was there. 
“Don't worry”, the lake said. “It's just a precautionary measure. You'll be 
let loose once I'm done”. 
“Done with what? And where's my reflection? What have you done to 
it?” 
“Easy now. It's with me. I invited it to join me and the others at my table. 
It'll be back when we're done”. 
“Done with what? What can a reflection do on its own anyway?” 
“You'll be surprised. We're just having a chat, playing cards, drinking my 
good Scotch and so on”. 
“And smoking?” 
“Yes, smoking too. Cards, drinks, cigars, espresso and long stories kinda 
make up what we usually call a good time”. 
 
facing it now it's gone angst 
 
“I wish you could be there too, but the breathing, you know ...”, said the 
lake. “You wouldn't last long”. 
“No, of course. But how come I'm stuck? I would like to walk a bit while 
you're having fun. I could go to the barrow and have a chat with the 
chieftain”. 
“You're stuck because it's important that your reflection returns to you 
when we're done. I reckon it won't be in a fit state to find its way home on 
its own and homeless reflections are miserable creatures. In time, they 
will turn into really nasty things. We can't have that, can we?” 
“I guess not. But how many are you down there?” 
“About 7 or 8, a nice round number for a party”. 
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“Where did you get that many reflections? I don't see anyone else 
around”. 
“They're around me in different places. I had to make a few fall asleep. 
They panicked and got all weird, so ...” 
“They'll be from “The Home””, I said making the gesture with my fingers 
that signals the “ “ - geese-eyes, as we call them in my neck of the woods. 
“Yeah”, the lake said. “But their reflections are perfectly right in their 
heads. Strange. I haven't yet found out why that is, why the reflection is 
fine while the reflected is somewhat, let's say: off”. 
“Yes, how can that be, I wonder”. 
“Something to think about while you're here”, the lake said. “Do that and 
tell me about it when I come back with yours”. 
“Check”, I said. 
“Check?” 
“Yes, check. It means: o.k., I'll do that”. 
“People are strange”, the lake said. 
 
only by hearsay, 
calculations and maths 
blood moon 
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Kala Ramesh, Pune 
The Smile 
 
    moonlight . . . 
    on a roller-coaster ride 
    the sea-scented waves 
 
                       High on a peak we stood, hand in hand. So easy, so effortless 
it seemed, to be in love, to be lovers, unaware that life’s frictions were just 
around the corner. 
                                  Just around the corner it was that I met you that first 
time. Our eyes locked, a moment of awareness filled my being … 
adjusting my sari, my hair, I see you smile …  

                                                                    Your smile, how distant it 
seems now. If I were to draw your lips, would I even remember the 
feelings your smile roused in me, that day? 

 
                                            fireflies! 
                               muted shades of emotions 
                                           crisscross 
 
 
 
Publication credits: Moonset, the newspaper: spring/summer2008 
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The Third Note 
 
I was twelve years old when I first heard the musician, affectionately 
called Flute Maali, play. The concert hall was packed, the silence 
complete, as we waited for that first note. 
 
           firefly trails 
                  the stillness 
            of mountain treetops 
 
It was a known fact that he often came onto the dais drunk. The flask from 
which he took frequent sips was rumoured to be whiskey. Sometimes, he 
would arrive hours late, and after the long wait, it would be announced 
that the musician had actually arrived and would be on stage in a few 
moments. 
 
At times, if the quality of the first note was not to his liking, his face would 
droop with disappointment and the audience would respond with a soft 
moan … 
 
Today, his bamboo flute perfectly touches the third note on the scale, the 
majestic Gandhar. Emotions leap in the silence after the note, as the 
musician gently coaxes the beauty of the raga into our very being. 
                                             
                           the sunflower faces the sun rises 
 
 
 
Publication credits: Notes from the Gean 2:2 September 2010 
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Rochelle Potkar, Mumbai 
Gravity 
 
We fall from grace with each packet of noodle, ready-to-eat food tray, 
notification of fruit that has exhausted from the transient dinner table. We 
fall every time clothes have to be ironed, the new washing machine’s 
settings to be learned, the struggles with Skype, the internet, and its 
connection.  
 
We are in a new country and everything must begin from scratch, even 
how we say hello or nod or negate. What do we eat for every meal? Where 
to go to watch a movie? Which bus? Which train? What be the name of 
that station? That market? That mart? That man? That meat? 
 
We have fallen across the lengths of the pyramid. Once we would only 
ever be interested in a twist of phrase, the lilt of darkness, the knot of light 
in a new leaf beyond our house window, a new tree that had been planted 
by a wise kid’s handful of seeds.  
Once we were only interested in new ideas – no matter if they were in still 
or moving frames, on a table of talk around happenstance plates, or flying 
in from the window in day dream.  
 
Now we are wading in such disgrace with inordinate road congestions, 
lists of mundane things, waits at airports, immigration forms, 
applications for new nationality cards, traffic jams, that the print on the 
wallpaper, the art deco through glass structures, the calligraphic mist 
over coffee cups, the ornation of carnations miss us. 
 
sudden thaw . . . 
the melting wings 
of snow angels
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Spice garden 
 
The bridge is thin-planked. Under the long cascading sun, it swings with 
every footfall.  
 
On one side, elephants are bathing. On the other, shadows open to 
lemongrass and garlic shadows. People trudge mud paths to see how 
elaichi grows, pepper explodes, oregano erupts, chilli revolts, coriander 
spruces, cilantro flowers, curry leavers fester. Nutmeg, aniseed, tamarind, 
peri-peri, and basil rub the sun, as hunger crushes in the lower abdomen.  
 
turmeric summer 
the pungent skin of 
her first lover 

 
A man in a Hawaiian shirt climbs a coconut tree. His ankles are tied with 
a rope. The guide says, “One, two, three.” He clambers down. Cameras 
flash.  
 
The crowd turns away for the food. Spices have been ground to thin air 
in gravies of chicken, mutton, prawn, and some sweet pongal. All pour 
curries over rice using a coconut-shell ladle. They place a dash of pickle 
on banana leaves, next to a papad.  
 
Faces in colours of brown, yellow, pink, wheatish, white, and black flush 
under cane hats. Red bolus gushes over their taste-bud palettes, 
clobbering them in saliva blood. 
 
No one in that moment remembers their countries, colour of passports, 
air miles away from home, as they sit on a long wobbly wooden bench, 
chewing and chewing. 
 
a pregnant mother's 
lost cravings 
the baby drools 
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Yesha Shah, Surat 
Perambulations 
  
The weather is unusual for this time of the year, this place of the world. 
Barefoot, it's almost impossible to walk on the floor. Winds are strong and 
the window pane feels frigid to touch. 
 
Dry. Everything is un-moistened. The soil in my potted plants is parched. 
Cracked skin at the lip-corners seems to tug our words inside. 
 
Early morning wrapping our palms around steaming cups of tea sitting 
by the view-side window in sink-in chairs we talk. Casual. The newspaper 
says it is Valentine's day. The forced greetings we exchange are colder 
still… 
  
dead batteries 
the dancing doll's 
last pelvic thrust 
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the grey pansy 
 
I discover something in the bath. A lump in my right breast. 
 
‘…might melt with the medications’, says the oncologist. 
 It doesn’t. 
 
‘… unlikely to grow further’ 
It grows. 
 
‘might not penetrate the areas around.’ 
 It branches. 
 
In the scaringly sterile room, under local anesthesia, I hear the surgeons 
discuss their holiday plans. 
  
lingerie store 
the symmetry 
of a mannequin 
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Book in Spotlight 
JOURNEYS 2017 – A Review 
Geethanjali Rajan 
 
Journeys 2017: An Anthology of International Haibun  
by Dr. Angelee Deodhar (Editor) 
 
Paperback: 390 pages 
Publisher: CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform; 1 edition 
(February 24, 2017) 
Language: English 
ISBN-10: 1541387031 
ISBN-13: 978-1541387034 
Product Dimensions: 6 x 0.9 x 9 inches 
Available in paperback ($24.99) and kindle ($5.99) versions on 
amazon.com  
 
The much-awaited Journeys 2017: An Anthology of International Haibun, 
edited by Dr Angelee Deodhar has arrived. I say, ‘much awaited’ because 
of the expectations set by Journeys 2015. And this time, it is 390 pages of 
haibun wisdom and enjoyment. Apart from the high quality of selected 
haibun from the early adaptors and contemporary writers of haibun, this 
volume contains some very fine essays that trace the history of haibun 
and bring us some rare finds from haibun history in Japan. 
 
Let me put first things first. Journeys 2017 has a beautiful cover 
photograph by Ray Rasmussen of a Stone Lantern from the Japanese 
Garden in Esquimalt Gorge Park, Victoria, B.C. Canada. This set the tone 
for me. In her preface to the book, Dr Deodhar says that she hopes that 
the trilogy of Journeys would help people get a deeper understanding of 
the genre of haibun. I would say that it should be made ‘recommended 
reading’ for aspiring haibuneers. 
 
The journey begins with Jeffrey Woodward’s essay on Form in Haibun, 
which is an informative and exhaustive discourse on the various formats 
that haibun has taken and may take. What most neophytes see as a 
comfortable format in haibun, is probably prose followed by a haiku. 
Woodward takes us into a detailed analysis of existing formats along with 
delightful examples. This essay may well be a starting point for many 



	 45	

practitioners of the genre to examine their own work and understand the 
many formats that poets have successfully used, thus far. 
 
In the section on Early Adaptors, seventeen poems from six poets have 
been included - John Ashberry, Jerry Kilbride, Kenneth C Liebman, Paul 
F Schmidt, Edith Shiffert and Rod Willmot. The styles, themes and 
formats are varied and original. The haibun in this section take us from 
America to Kyoto and from Oslo to Algeria.  
 
Jerry Kilbride’s five beautiful haibun take us to five different geographical 
locations. In the haibun titled Fort Mason, a haiku reading takes Kilbride 
back to the first time he had visited Fort Mason in 1952. A crisp narrative 
prose style here -  
 
Almost fifty years ago and still ghosts are encountered in the parking lot 
whenever I return. Spirits follow me up the stairs and into the white high-walled 
room in Building C where quarterly meetings are held. Tall windows open onto 
shipping piers and parking lot. The screech of gulls punctuate the rounds of haiku 
being intently read and listened to. Unable to give the poems full attention, I am 
prodded and sometimes chilled by the first circumstance that brought me to Fort 
Mason. Memory becomes as immediate as the haiku-moment and it is again a 
very foggy and very wet and very cold morning in November 1952. . . 
 
Paul F Schmidt’s traditional 5-7-5 haiku amidst the temples of Japan are a 
testimony to varied styles that the genre accommodates. From Kyoto 
Temples: 
 
Buddhas sit and sit 
While tourists gawk and gawk  
Pigeons shit and shit 
 
The second section has haibun by Contemporary Writers. The twenty-two 
poets included are Melissa Allen, Cherie Hunter Day, Lynn Edge, Judson 
Evans, Chris Faiers, Charles Hansmann, Jeffrey Harpeng, Ed Higgins, 
Ruth Holzer, Roger Jones, Gary LeBel, Tom Lynch, George Marsh, 
Michael McClintock, Beverly Acuff Momoi, Lenard D. Moore, Peter 
Newton, Jim Norton, Stanley Pelter, Dru Philippou, Richard S. Straw and 
Bill Wyatt. The plethora of styles, themes and voices make this section 
interesting and a pleasant journey of discovery. It also points to the fact 
that as poets and readers of poetry, we need to be open to all styles and 
celebrate the differences and similarities in perspective.  
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From Soft Landings by Cherie Hunter Day: 
 
Does clarity have a color? Something on the prismatic scale next to indigo or 
ultramarine. Outside the jays leap from the balcony railing and unfurl their sun-
brightened wings.  
 
thistledown– 
a fugitive 
at flight’s end 
 
From Michael McClintock’s Koi in Winter: 
 
do they dream? 
the fish pond 
deep under snow 
 
From Bill Wyatt’s The Early Days of Throssel Hole Priory: 
 
What’s it all about? 
samsara and nirvana 
nothing but snowflakes 
 
Beverly Acuff Momoi’s Assisted Living, an understated heart wrencher – 
 
As we settle her into her new place, my mother folds and refolds the tissues. It is 
her habit lately. To smooth wrinkles in unwrinkled sheets, fix the creases in a 
letter, imprint the lines in a map. We ask her where she wants the pictures of 
Grandmother, if she can reach the phone from her armchair, if she is looking 
forward to making friends? She has just one question: How long can we stay?  
 
wabi sabi 
the solitary turn  
toward age 
 
Rich Youmans states in the Introduction to Journeys 2017 that there are a 
few implied questions in the book:  
 
“Where are we? Where have we been? Where are we going? These are important, 
since they are being asked not just by newcomers to the field, but also by those 
who have been writing haibun for years.” 
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Dr Deodhar takes us on a journey that starts as far back as the Heian Era 
by including the work of rarely talked about, but important Japanese 
practitioners of haibun in the third and last section titled Excerpts from 
Japanese Books. By doing this, she gives newcomers and experienced 
poets alike, a sense of what haibun’s ancestry is, in the form of travel 
jottings, diary entries and personal exploration. To me this is the section 
that is a treasure trove of what one cannot otherwise access too easily.  
 
The section starts with the illuminating exposition by Rich Youmans on 
the practise of travel writing and diary entries in Japan. He traces the 
development of haibun from their starting point in the Heian period and 
brings us to Basho. Along with expositions on the masters - Basho (Haruo 
Shirane), Issa (Makoto Ueda) and Shiki (Janine Beichman), we are 
introduced to the captivating haibun styles of Kurita Chodo in Sketches 
of Moonlit Nights by Patricia Lyons. Chodo was one of Issa’s haiku 
mentors. Sample this: 
 
Daybreak  
 
The moon at daybreak is truly moving. On a journey with no destination, with 
grass for a pillow, when passing through some border crossing, the mountains of 
home growing ever smaller, how sad and alone one must feel. How much more so 
is parting from one’s beloved. Indeed, autumn moves the heart most of all.  
 
leaving them behind 
a lingering sadness comes  
autumn mountains 
 
The haibun of Saigyo (William LaFleur), Socho (Mack Horton), and the 
exposition on Women’s Travel Diaries in Early Modern Japan (Keiko 
Shiba and Motoko Ezaki) are rare finds and really work at giving us a 
deep and enjoyable understanding of the genre. The book ends with 
Slocan Diary (Kaoru Ikeda) which is a touching record of the wartime 
experiences and displacement of the Nikkei in Canada. An entry: 
 
January 30, 1944  
 
Clear and sunny, very cold. Today there was distribution of the care packages 
from Japan at the Bay Farm school. I saw the people from across the street going 
with empty buckets to pick up their packages. My daughter and Tokunaga also 
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went during the morning. One bottle of soya sauce per person, one pound of tea 
per family and half a pound of miso per family. 
 
Reaching out 
With compassion  
Precious gift 
From my native land.  
 
Old country memories  
Carried back 
With scent of tea  
 
All the expositions and translations from the early Japanese poets bring 
to us their sense of place, time and experience, and one finds that the prose 
is often an anchor for the haiku. The styles are varied, as is the range of 
material.  
 
This volume, Journeys 2017, is an invitation for all poets to start or 
continue their enjoyable journey of exploration within the genre of 
haibun. If you missed getting your copy of the first of the series, Journeys, 
you must wait till Dr Deodhar decides to do something about having it 
available again. Journeys 2015 is still available. I would say that grabbing 
both Journeys 2015 and 2017 is a step in the right direction. After all, most 
poets reach a patch when they need inspiration to keep writing. Travel is 
an answer in those times. Go ahead and make that journey with this book. 
But don’t expect to devour it in a couple of days. Take it slow and savour 
the moments. You might just catch the reflection of the distant mountain 
peaks in the dragonfly’s eyes, like Issa did.  
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Submission Guidelines 
Narrow Road, Literary Magazine is a triannual journal published in April, 
August and December. It focusses on flash fiction, poetry and haibun. The 
first edition of the journal, which you have been reading was invite only. 
However, from the second edition we are open to unsolicited submissions 
and will read your works during the following periods: 

June 1 - July 15 for the August Issue. 
Oct 1 -  Nov 15 for the December Issue. 
Feb 1 - Mar 15 for the April Issue. 

All flash fiction pieces, poems and haibun (works) submitted for 
publication will undergo a review by editors of the individual genres. It 
will take approximately a month for them to notify you whether your 
submission has been accepted, accepted subject to revisions, or not 
accepted. Please be aware that at times, our editors may be unavailable 
for short periods, so there could be delays in getting back to you. Time 
constraints and the voluntary nature of editors' roles restrict editors 
from corresponding in any depth with writers whose work has not been 
accepted.  

We like to keep the communication lines clear and simple. But please do 
follow the following guidelines. Please remember all submissions are 
subject to these guidelines.  

1) You may submit up to three pieces in a single submission during any 
one submission period.  

2) You may only submit work that is not under consideration by other 
publications. Works posted on closed Internet discussion forums or on 
personal web sites that are not publication sites will be considered, and 
so will previously published works, provided you inform us of the 
publication venue and date. If accepted, the said work will be noted as 
previously published.  

4) Once a work is accepted, we reserve the right to publish the work in 
the next issue of Narrow Roads, and in any associated annual print or 
online journals or anthologies.  
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5) Narrow Roads retains first rights for all works that appear in this journal 
for the first time. This means that if your work is subsequntly published 
elsewhere, that publication must cite Narrow Roads as the place of original 
publication. 

6) Please do include your Name and your place of residence in the mail 
that you send us. 

Submission Procedures are as follows. 

1) Submissions are to be sent to individual editors on 
narrowroad.mag@gmail.com . The editor for each genre are listed below:- 

a)  Flash Fiction – Rohini Gupta  

b) Poetry –Raamesh Gowri Raghavan  

c) Haibun – Paresh Tiwari  

2) Your subject line should contain your name, the title(s) of your works, 
the genre you are submitting for and the date. We request you to paste 
your work directly into the body of the email, unless the concrete 
structure of your work requires you to put it in a word doc or pdf. In this 
case please do mention in your mail that you want your work to appear 
in the form you have sent. 

Copy Editing 

All work accepted will be copy (not content) edited. As for changes in 
content, once a piece has been accepted and formatted for the journal, we 
will not accept content changes except under unusual circumstances. 

We look forward to your works.  
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What are we looking for? 

Flash Fiction 

Flash fiction is very short fiction which can range anywhere from 6 words 
to 1000 words. It's called flash because it can be read easily in a few 
minutes. It is also called quick fiction, short-short, micro fiction, sudden 
fiction, smoke long fiction or postcard fiction. 

The only difference between short stories and flash fiction is the length. 
In this magazine, we are looking for stories of no more than 1000 words. 
There is no minimum length. If you can tell a story in very few words, go 
for it. The shorter your story (if it fulfils the criteria of a story), the better 
your chance of getting it accepted. 

However, the maximum length is fixed. Which means 1000 and below is 
okay but 1001 and above is not. Edit carefully and check word length 
before sending it in. 

Within the 1000 words we are looking for a complete story with a 
beginning, a middle and an end, at least one character, some action or 
movement and preferably, some dialogue. 

A story can be defined as - a character facing a problem, acting to resolve 
it and reaching some kind of completion at the end. There must be 
movement and progress in the story. 

The ending can be of any kind – a happy or unhappy ending. A twist or a 
surprise or even an ambiguous ending provided it seems natural and not 
contrived. 

Poetry 

There are as many definitions of poetry as there are poets. Wordsworth 
defined poetry as "the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings;" Emily 
Dickinson said, "If I read a book and it makes my body so cold no fire ever 
can warm me, I know that is poetry;" and Dylan Thomas defined poetry 
this way: "Poetry is what makes me laugh or cry or yawn, what makes my 
toenails twinkle, what makes me want to do this or that or nothing." 
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Poetry is a lot of things to a lot of people. And we at Narrow Roads will 
not attempt to tell you what that is, since we are not that sure either. And 
yes, we do not look at forced-rhymes very kindly. 

Haibun 

Haibun is a prose poem that uses embedded haiku to enhance the 
composition’s overall resonance and effect. And that’s all that we will 
leave you with. English language haibun is an evolving and highly 
complex form of writing and if we start delving into the various 
definitions; do’s and don’ts, is and isn’t, we would never be able to enjoy 
what the form may stand for. 

The fourteen haibun contained in this first issue should give you a fair 
idea of what we are looking for. Surprise us, move us, shock us, just do 
not maintain the status quo. As for the haiku in the haibun, we believe it 
to be an integral part of the composition. It should move the story 
forward, or take the narrative in another direction. It may add insight or 
another dimension to the prose, resolve the conflict in an unpredictable 
way, or may question the resolution of the prose.  
 
It’s perfectly fine with us if the haiku does not work as a standalone piece 
of poetry. As long as it makes sense in the overall narrative and follows 
the other aesthetics of a haiku, we are open to it. But, yes 5-7-5 is usually 
not a haiku. 

Happy Writing 
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