 

Bluebottles
Not here
As the long dry summer
Curves away.
 

 

   (High Barn Downs, Surrey, 30.8.76)
 

Sunset point:
No headland sound
More heartfelt
Than the heaving of the ocean.
 

 

    (Clogher Head, Kerry, 17.4.77)
 

This pearl diver:
Sheen of black locks,
But under the sea
Her white shadow.
 

 

   (Toba, Mie, 7.8.77)
 

Tito
pay night leaving the mill in stilettos 
 

girlhood friend
the stories we tell
her grandchildren
 

Frances Angela
 

alone
with the sound of a falling leaf
new moon
 

Helena van den Enden
           topiary
 quiet sips of tepid tea
from chipped porcelain
 

         phantom moon
the red deer at the turnpike
        in their own time
 

day long rain
 palm fronds
drip starlight
 

              the longshore spit
              of wind skewed marram
               starlings on a swaying wire
 

                                                                      Ian Turner
 

shortcut
the nettles
remind me why  
 

ice cream van 
the teetotaller’s favourite
rum and raisin
 

Rachel Sutcliffe 
 

with torches
in the dying light
filling our bowls with walnuts  
 

open country
cars clustered round
the No Fishing sign 
 

Phillip Murrell
a skein of geese
               unfurls the sky
saltmarsh stillness
 

deep in the running beck
a leaf turns slowly
fading daylight
 

is it the river
or wind in the trees?
falling acorns
 

Jo Pacsoo
 

ordinary things -
shoes, a key, your brush     
an empty glass   
Christopher Luck
 

leafless tree
a kingfisher
fills its bare branches  
 

sorting pots
in the greenhouse -
a nest of snails  
 

lizard -       
faster
than the camera shutter 
Ron Woollard
 

morning coffee
in the park three languages
and the parakeets  
 

       West London flight path vapour trails and magpies 
 

Kate B Hall
 

one ear tilted
still trying to hear
what the owl hears
 

painted bunting
the close-hand magician
clears his throat
 

Bill Cooper
MUSEUM OF HAIKU LITERATURE AWARD
 

Comments from Frances Angela the judge for Blithe Spirit 23.4
 

From the poems which appeared in Blithe Spirit 24.1 I narrowed my choice down to four. 
I like many of A.A Marcoff's poems, as I do:
 

light filters
through 
bringing sun & sky
into
this old church
 

I have a mixed feeling about churches. They can oppress me and offer solace. This poem touches on both for me, but leaves more the feeling of calm, perhaps acceptance. 
 

Helen Buckingham's poem;
 

      school bell rings                            
    a paper bat slips 
through the sash windows
 

also resonated with me. It brought back my own experience of time dragging in a Secondary Modern classroom back in the 1960s. I could look out over a playing field and would dream of escaping to the nearby dell where I would paddle in the stream and eat bread rolls and crisps with my then partner-in-crime, another thirteen year old girl. I lived for that stolen time between school and home
 

I liked Bouwe Brouwer's poem:
 

autumn afternoon
my winter coat
as a picnic blanket
Often, my dog, a whippet, and I, have shared my own coat in this way.  
 

I can like and be moved by a poem I may not fully understand. And then many haiku are unfinished in their meaning. The poet begins the poem and the reader finishes it by bringing their own sense to the poem. A poem can be understood differently by different readers but to work, its meaning, in some sense (it does not have to be literal) must be shared. If it only has private meaning to the poet then it excludes and obscures rather than communicates . 
 

The poem I was most captured by and drawn into and have chosen for the award is by Ce Rosenow: 
 

porch swing   my feelings   come and go 
 

Rosenow's poem invites the reader into a common experience, not only of being on a swing but the vagaries of our feeling states. For me it evokes the treasured time when as a child I would find a swing free in the park and I could launch into space with fierce determination, besting whatever new or old problem was weighing me down. For that short euphoric time I was alone with myself and free and no-one could stop me and I dared anyone to try. 
 

We live in this come and go; things are rarely entirely settled. The poem suggests an acceptance of this state; that one can go with the flow of the uncertainty of meaning. It suggests a more meditative experience of letting go, coming and going and allowing thoughts to pass without the need to dwell on them. There is less will in this, and I remember this more pleasurable and reparative experience of being taken out of myself and the world.
 

HAIBUN
 

Fly in Boots                                                                         David Cobb
 

The day my grandson was born his Irish father took stock of his birth weight and observed, 'He'll have to be a fly-half, then.' Thinking, not cut out for mauls, rucks and scrums.’
 

Small for his age still, but with a nimble side-step, at six he plays for the Bluebells, local champions of the under-sevens.
 

Christmas stocking
right down deep in the toe
I stuff a gum shield
 

 

Guilty                                                                                  Diana Webb
 

In lunatic asylums long ago they used to dunk patients in cold baths as a treatment. Although a modern unit, this place for assessment of older patients has a bath that puts me in mind of those .I have just learned how to use the part of it that pulls out near the taps and acts as a spray to wash one's hair. I decide to colour mine 'Mahogany'. I leave the mixture on my piled up hair for twenty minutes then furtively go in to rinse it over the bath. Immediately the water streams with red. I see Glenda Jackson (Charlotte Cordeille) murdering Ian Richardson (Jean Paul Marat) in the bath. The Marat Sade. I keep on rinsing until the water runs clear then turn the tap full pelt to remove all traces from the bath's white porcelain. A purple towel draped round my head, I return to my room and concentrate on lesser crimes. 
 

posting letters -
on each envelope
a blackberry stain
