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Before writing my play In the Silence of Words in 2007, I spent a long time reading on the art of playwriting. I wanted to avoid mistakes and create a story that would empower people to question the status quo.

One of the first things I found out is that great plays leave much to the imagination. The audience is forced to read between the lines and must make a conscious effort to catch the clues that the playwright often leaves in plain sight. 

After finishing my play, I showed it to several people, in exchange for constructive feedback. They all enjoyed it. It is then when I realized something very important: My background as a haiku writer had helped me make the story believable. 

To me, theatre deals with the human condition in its rawest yet, deepest form. Haiku talk about fleeting moments that matter so much that they need to be told. 

Both theatre and haiku share the same traits. That is probably why they have been around for so long, continuously defying the odds.

Thank you for purchasing this copy of Walks: A Collection of Haiku (All the Volumes and More!)
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Sullen echoes

challenge majestic mountains

from the red earth.

A bell rings somewhere;

roosters crow in unison:

heaven has spoken

In this deep blue sky,

chatty flocks of geese appear

followed by a kite

Shapes carved in lava;

sacredness blossoms at last

under fingertips.

Here, words in the sand;

there, waves gliding towards me...

Memories erased.

The water lily

has white and pink petals—

fragrant ripples next.

The fog has rolled in—

details of branches melt

for a split second. 

This strip of land

is home to waterfowl

in the summer.

The eagle’s cry...

A solemn tree welcomes

inquiring minds.

Crunchy sounds in snow;

dogs keep watch at the window;

night is drawing near. 

Willow trees offer

respite from the heat: the cat

sees me and stretches.

Fiery clouds

entangled in sunrays—

the secret of night?

Tall grass, thick canopy,

cobwebs between slabs of stone—

the door frame still stands.

A railroad crossing 

in the middle of nowhere—

another Sunday.

Morning drizzle:

umbrellas move along

like butterflies.

Torn sheets of paper

scattered on the path; raindrops

wrote their own poems.

September is near:  

a smile from the crumbling barn

across a dusty road.

Another snow day;

footprints slowly vanish

from the sidewalk.

Silence lives skyward

ensconced among clouds and stars;

every bird courts it.

Summer evening—

clothes on a washing line

lifted by the wind.

Picnic tables;

napkins and laughters mingle

amid autumn leaves.

Early morning dew;

fawns resting their heads on moss

near a rivulet. 

Inside an old house,

the smell of wooden things

and warm hot chocolate.

Cherry trees in bloom:

Spring in the English garden

where two lovers meet.

Two woodpeckers meet

and mingle on the same branch—

no drumming today?

As the squirrel runs

to conceal its wintry trove, 

childhood calls my name.

Along the river

light and shadow float about,

encircling silence.  

Familiar scents 

from the sun-bathed meadow;

bees know them too.

Fogged-up glasses:

earth and sky breathe together

as a leaf falls. 

Naked treetops

shelter forgotten nests

and my childhood dreams.  

Early evening,

deer spring across the path—

no antlers yet.

Ladybugs and ants

vying for space in foliage—

grass in autumn. 

This familiar gate:

a masterpiece of paint flakes 

and creaking sounds. 

Icicles’ stillness;

the moon turns a deep red 

within my breath.

Fading daylight—

a slight hesitation

from the squirrel.

The silent woods,

a crow ready to soar

and my heartbeats.

Another season

has slowly passed us by—

thunderstorm.

The caterpillar 

spins its silky cocoon

between torn boxes.

This is silence

of the deepest kind; birds

here and there.

Ice crystals—

time lingers for a while

around the sundog. 

Branches shelter

an empty wooden bench:

“Jessie sat here.”

Windless evening:

fresh tracks have disrupted snow

along the river.

In a quiet street—

two shoes, tightrope walkers 

on a power line.

The waters of spring: 

tadpoles slowly surface... 

small bubbles now!

This warm sunset

is forever engraved 

in your smile. 

Icicles and

fir trees, togetherness

in my lens.

Distant mountains—

polychromatism 

strokes the lake.

Vine in December:

many paths to follow,

many cobwebs. 

A whir overhead...

Branches sway, springboards for

playfulness. 

Gloves hanging

over a fence: a call 

to homecoming.

At low tide...  

Piles of dark, polished stones

and three sand crabs.

October again:

scattered petals decaying 

near a barn. 

The path opens—

ten minutes, chirps and all,

before vast fields.  

Early morning –

rain’s chatter with the window

fools my tabby.  

Piercing eyes,

gliding perfection:

a great grey owl. 

Same old kitchen:

so many years of cooking

and misty laughters. 

Roses in bloom...

The shadow of a chair

where love writes letters.

A bend in the path;

silhouettes slowly emerge  

from the fog. 

Words, music, words

behind this nameless door—

a puddle beckons.

A creaking gate—

three generations meet

on the threshold. 

Inch by inch,

ants prepare for winter

early this year. 

Musty pages,

missing cover; a feeling

of déjà vu.  

Early evening—

a plume of dust left behind

waves at the sun.

Frosty morning—

hands above crackling fire

in the Great Hall.  

Rosebushes:

a grandmother’s embrace 

after first steps. 

Snowflakes 

on the tip of his tongue—

I am three again.  

A small pebble 

confuses the pinkish sky

and nearby geese.

Japanese garden:

the artist and his canvas 

in agreement.  

No commotion 

left on barren branches—

Sunday morning. 

Five p.m.

a sea of feathers 

swamps traffic.

There is truth

in the aftermath 

of your laughter.  

Crashing waves,

silhouettes pass us by

in the distance.

Early evening:

tangible infinity 
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