
cattails ð October 2018  
 

1 
 

  cattails 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

October  2018 
 

  



cattails ð October 2018  
 

2 
 

 

cattails: The Official Journal of the United Haiku and Tanka Society  

 

October 2018 Issue  

 

Copyright © 2018 All authors and photographer s 

 

cattails is produced in association with:  

 

Éditions des petits nuages  

 

1409 Bortolotti Crescent 

Ottawa, Ontario  

Canada   K1B 5C1 

 

ISSN 2371-8951  

 

 

Editor -in-Chief: Sonam Chhoki 

Haiku Editor:  Geethanjali Rajan 

Haiga Editor: Lavana Kray  

Senryu Editor: Gautam Nadkarni  

Tanka Editor: Kathy Kituai  

Haibun Co -Editors: Sonam Chhoki, Mike Montreuil  

Youth Section Editor: Kala Ramesh 

Managing Editor: Mike Montreuil  

 

 

Photos:  Lavana Kray (Cover page and pages 14, 24, 51, 96, and 125) 

 Iliyana Stoyanova (pages 43 and 78) 

 

Cartoon:  Paresh Tiwari (page 13 )  

 

Cover Photo: Tawny Owl, I asi, Romania 

 

  



cattails ð October 2018  
 

3 
 

 

Contents  

 
Introduction      4 
 
In Memory of Angelee Deodhar  5 
 
In Memory of  Thomas James Martin 10 
 
Cat Tales     13 

 
Haiku       14 

 
Haiga ð part  1    38 
 
Senryu     43 

 
Haiga - part 2    64 
 
Tanka      70 
 
Haiga ð part 3    90 
 
Haibun      96 

 
Haiga ð part 4     119 
 
Youth Corner     125 
 
Haiga  - part 5    139 
 
List of Poets and Artists    147 
  



cattails ð October 2018  
 

4 
 

 

Introduction  
 

The poet Paul Celan (1920 ð1970) envisaged a poem to be òessentially dialogue.ó He 

wrote, òA poem may be a letter in a bottle thrown out to the sea with theñ surely not 

always strong ñ hope that it may somehow wash up somewhere, perhaps on the 

shoreline of the heart.ó 

 

Rest assured, your poems have reached òthe shoreline of the heartó of our dedicated 

editors. Lavana, who has joined us as haiga editor, says of her selection, ôI do it with 

love.õ  Kathy pursues excellence working with poets to realise the full potential of their 

tanka. Geethanjali enthuses, ôI love the way various poets write diverse but such 

poignant haiku.õ Gautam enjoys the creative engagement with the poets. Mike is 

unstinting in his search for the original in haibun.  He is also unflappable in putting 

each issue together. Under the aegis of Kala Ramesh, the Youth Corner continues to 

showcase new young haijin voices from around the world.  

 

With his considerable reputation Alan tirelessly enthuses poets to explore cattails. Neal 

Whitman rallies us with his wonderful poems. No matter how busy she is with her own 

work, Iliyana unfailingly records new members and sends out memo s notifying us of 

the contests and submissions. Marianna organizes the three annual UHTS contests with 

dedication and proficiency.  

 

After a short hiatus cattails once again features haiga in this issue. In addition Lavana 

and Iliyana have provided delight ful photographs of European birds.  

 

Paresh Tiwari is taking a break from his Cat Tales series. He hopes to return when he 

has more time and ideas for the haiku adventures of Meter and Jux. 

 

Once more with great sadness we carry tributes to two fellow poet s, Angelee Deodhar 

and Thomas James Martin, in this issue. 

 

 

Sonam Chhoki 
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In Memory of Angelee Deodhar (1947 ð 2018) 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Angelee Deodhar with her grandson Aryan  

 

 

Angelee Deodhar was a Charter member of UHTS and a regular contributor to  cattails 

since its inception. 

 

She was born into a family of medics in the Indian Armed Forces and she herself 

qualified as an eye surgeon. She married Shridhar D. Deodhar, the Head of Internal 

Medicine, when she joined the PGI, a leading medical research institute in Chandigarh. 

However, her medical career ended due to a severe lung infection and later, DVT (deep 

vein thrombosis). This was to be a turning point for her as she discovered writing. At a 

time when little was known of haiku in India, Angelee st udied classical and modern 

texts on the Japanese short forms with the same concentration she once applied to her 

medical textbooks and procedures. She considered William Higginson her sensei and 

she worked devotedly to make haiku and haibun better known in  India by mentoring 

aspiring haiku poets, editing ("Journeys, Journeys 2015, Journeys 2017, and Journeys 

2018"), along with publishing multiple volumes of haiku tr anslations (English-Hindi).  
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Her contribution was widely recognized and she was invited to the judging panel of the 

Genjuan International Haibun Competition in 2017.  

 

Haiku became the lens through which she saw the larger questions of life as well as the 

quotidian. This is reflected in the motifs in her writing - episodes in her family life, 

visits to places, both overseas and nearer home, experiences in hospital and letters 

exchanged with friends and family.  

 

Angelee developed breathing problems early on the morning of 28 th June and died 

before she could be taken to the hospital. She was cremated according to the Hindu 

tradition on the same day. Her ashes were immersed in the Ganges at Haridwar. 

Just before she died, Angelee and her son, Ananth completed the cover for Journeys 

2018, the final volume of her anthologies of International English -language haibun 

showcasing 160 haibun by 35 poets. Ananth is working on the final edits to Journeys 

2018 which will soon be available on Amazon. 

 

One of her last photographs was in her study with Aryan, her grandson to whom 

Angelee was devoted.  

 

 

Tribute prepared with Ananth and Raveesh Varma, a close friend. 

 

Here are some of Angeleeõs haibun and haiku published in cattails. 

 

Trailmix  (EC) 

 

Yesterday from Torrey Pines past myriads of greens of the Golf course, into the scent of 

eucalyptus we walked on the  Guy Fleming trail to a point where we could see the 

ocean, the lacy waves restless on the beach, spume on the rocks, people walking, paddle 

boating and fishing.  

 

On this trail, once the only road to Los Angeles, from 1941 to 1945 there was a training 

camp for soldiers, now in the distance there is a busy freeway. Here we walk past the 

Mojave yucca against yellow sandstone, grey brown brush, tiny desert flowers, 

different cacti, scrub pines from which one blue jay emerges then another, the call of 

crows. Af ter sitting on a wooden bench on which I trace the weathered design, which is 
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like the waves, we walk slowly, reluctantly leaving behind arroyo, mesa, and the trail. 

A father carrying his child in a body sling passes us with a smile and a wave . . . 

 

 

freshman yearñ 

hiding in the tide pool  

a shy lobster 

 

  May 2014 

 

zzzzz 

 

Endless Path 

 

Before my kidney stone surgery the doctors advise me not to move about. To allay my 

fears of one more operation, my tenth, I think of Santoka and imagine the weather-

beaten face of an itinerant monk with a large sedge hat. I see the green mountains and 

from this hospital bed, tied to an I.V. line I go wandering on the eighty - eight templesõ 

pilgrimage of Shikoku Island.  

 

In Matsuyama, my friends and I walked to Santokaõs small cottage just below a dense, 

purple bamboo grove towering over yellow flowers that rippled down the stone 

embankment through shape-shifting leaf shadows. 

 

The doctors canõt stop me . . . they wonõt even know. 

 

summer clouds 

sliced by twin jet contrails ñ 

a shrikeõs staccato cry 

 

  May 2015 

 

zzzzz 

 

Tablature  

 

The war forgotten, my fatherõs colleagues of the RAMC*, went swinging to Count 

Basieõs One oõclock Jump and April in Paris or to Duke Ellington, Benny Goodman, 
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Woody Herman, and Glenn Millerõs In the Mood. On YouTube I hear and learn about 

the swing era of the twenties, thirties and forties.  

 

 

Did my Dad, as a prisoner-of-war, listen to these alien rhythms? Did he understand the 

swing time medium of fast tempos, or did he long for his own string an d drum music, 

while a native instrumental  jugalbandió**reverberated in his soul? They were so 

different from the frenetic beats of the congas and stringed instruments and the 

trombones. 

 

 I remember how moved he was each time he heard Taps ***  

 

from the train  

a blur of poppies amidst  

ripening wheat  

 

 

*RAMC: My father joined The British Royal Army Medical Corps (RAMC) as a doctor. He was 

captured by the Japanese and kept as a prisoner-of-war in Malaya, now Malaysia.  

**A jugalbandi is a performance in India n classical music, that features a duet of two solo 

musicians. It can be either vocal or instrumental. 

***Taps is a musical piece played at dusk, and performed during flag ceremonies and funerals, 

generally on bugle or trumpet  

 

   September 2015 

 

zzzzz 

 

Mo ksha*  

 

White waters of the Alakananda and Bhagirathi mingle, rushing over, under and 

around rocks through underground caverns, disappearing to reappear once again far 

from where they began. The ashram is close to the Ganga, which can be crossed at this 

point as the water is slow moving, to go to a small shrine on the other side. 

 

A swollen ankle does not allow me down that rocky slope to bathe in the holy waters... 

the only journey I will make to the holiest of rivers will be my last, when my ashes mix 

with the elements. My adventurous friends bring me flowers found growing in the 
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rocky river bed, almost springing from the stones. They are tiny, in hues of blue, dusky 

grey, lilac, white, yellow and pink with the mild musky fragrance of wild flowers  

 

 

satsang questionsñ 

the little girlõs bald doll 

has all the answers 

 

*Moksha in Hinduism is emancipation, liberation or release. It connotes freedom from Sa sƑra, 

the cycle of death and rebirth. Satsang in Indian philosophy means sharing the "highest truth."  

 

  January 2016 

 

zzzzz 

 

 

Shirazi wineñΟ 

the deep red hatsΟ 

of whirling dervishes  

 

  April 2017 

 

slow progressñΟ 

ahead of the lawn mower  

a toddler picking snails  

 

   October 2017  
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In Memory of Thomas James Martin  (1944 ð 2018) 
 

Thomas James Martin, a member of various beloved Haiki/Haibun/Tanka groups 

passed away peacefully and comfortably after a long illness, on August 12, 2018, a day 

before his 74th birthday. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tomõs obituary can be found at   http://www.autumn -funerals-

cremation.com/obituaries/obituary/2277_Thomas_James_Martin  

 

Tom loved perfecting  different styles of  Japanese poetry. He wrote poetry until the very 

end.  

  

Before Tom died he was in the process of completing 2 books: one of Tanka and the 

other of Haibun. The content is all available ; only editing  needs to be completed.  This 

will be done in the near future  

 

zzzzz 

 

 

Several of his poems, published in cattails, are republished on the next two pages. 

 

http://www.autumn-funerals-cremation.com/obituaries/obituary/2277_Thomas_James_Martin
http://www.autumn-funerals-cremation.com/obituaries/obituary/2277_Thomas_James_Martin
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moonbow  . . . 

a luna moth clings  

to the porch light  

 

starry night  

 a child swings higher  

into Cassiopeia 

 

cabbage whites 

 waving summer all around  

the garden 

     Sept 2015 

 

retirement  

the mountain cherry  

still in bloom  

     January 2016 

 

earbuds off  

she looks up in surprise . . . 

stars  

     May 2016 

 

old barn   

the fence dripping  

honeysuckle  

     April 2018 

 

thanksgiving,  

our latest argument  

to eat in or out ð  

the way blue-shrouded mountains  

cradle the sunset  

 

     October 2017 

zzzzz 

 



cattails ð October 2018  
 

12 
 

Sometimes you like people better as you grow older . . .  

 

I considered my aunt, Sally, a gossip and a person consumed with envy. She liked to 

make fun of people, like she did wh en I cried after she gave my beloved hobby-horse to 

her daughter, Mary.  

 

Years later she befriended my mother after the death of my father. They became 

inseparable . . .  

 

a blue dragonfly  

circling my aunt's farm pond  

alights on mother's hand  

       September 2015 

 

zzzzz 

 

Clear Water 

 

After meditating for a few years, it dawned on me why going with my grandfather to 

clean our pasture spring was such a strong memory. 

 

springõs edge 

hanging from the willow  

an old felt hat  

 

As we cleaned out the brown leaves and small branches, I dimly understood that this 

was a kind of truth.  

 

Cleaning the spring I realized was similar to clearing the detritus from consciousness to 

experience the clarity.  

 

breathing bubbles 

in cold clear water  

red salamanders 

 

       September 2016 
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Haiku  
 

 

 

 

 

Hadimbu Monastery, Iasi, Romania  
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white azaleasñ 

all the clustering clouds  

of spring  

 

 Perry L. Powell, USA 

 

 

breaking through  

the overcast afternoonñ 

dandelions 

 

 Nancy Shires, USA 

 

 

after four hours in the car   roadside fuchsia 

 

 Maeve O'Sullivan, 

 Ireland 

 

 

almost Fall 

the tree stump alive 

with trumpet flowers  

 

 Carol Raisfeld, USA 

 

 

August heat . . . 

foxtail barley fans  

the breeze 

 

 Cyndi Lloyd, USA 
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following  

the bag lady 

cherry blossoms 

 

 Mike Montreuil, Canada 

 

 

stepping outside 

for the evening news . . . 

moonlit blossoms 

 

 Julie Warther, USA 

 

 

stinging nettlesñ 

each passing year 

I miss you more 

 

brandnetelprikken ñ 

ieder jaar opnieuw  

mis ik je meer 

 

 

 Anna Maria Domburg-Sancristoforo, 

 The Netherlands 

 

 

convolvulus  

around the station railings ñ 

heat-drunk summer night  

 

 Quentin S. Crisp, Britain 

 

  



cattails ð October 2018  
 

17 
 

 

rosebudñ 

a damselfly sips 

the morning dew  

 

 Barbara Tate, USA 

 

 

morning glories ñ 

I find another way  

of speaking 

 

 Jessica Malone Latham, USA 

 

 

through the sockets 

of the deer skullñ 

spring larkspur  

 

 Ruth Holzer, USA (EC) 

 

 

deep comañ 

the first buds  

of an almond tree 

 

coma profondoñ 

la prima fioritura   

di un mandorlo  

 

 

 Margherita Petriccione, Italy 

  



cattails ð October 2018  
 

18 
 

 

entering the woodsñ 

a doormat made from 

briers 

 

ulazim u ģumuñ 

otiraľ od 

trnja  

 

 D.V.Rozic, Croatia 

 

 

gloomy forestñ 

sunlight carried down  

on a leaf 

 

 Quendryth Young, Australia 

 

 

the pattern 

of someone's laughter 

redwood branches 

 

 Agnes Eva Savich, USA 

 

 

tuning fork . . .  

the sound of the wind  

among the bare trees 

  

diapason . . .  

il suono del vento  

tra gli alberi nudi  

  

 Stefano d'Andrea, Italy 
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starless night . . . 

her murmurings  

to her late husband 

 

 Chen-ou Liu, Canada 

 

 

patchwork sky  

the moon tucked inside 

a fold 

 

 Michael Henry Lee, USA 

 

 

how otherly  

do you live  

half moon 

 

 Bill Gottlieb, USA 

 

 

Ramadan fastñ 

the sickle moon gaining 

size  

 

 Barnabas I. Adeleke, Nigeria 

 

 

summer love 

how the moon moves 

on water 

 

 Matthew Caretti, Lesotho 
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partial eclipseñ 

a lantern darkens 

with moth flutter  

 

 Jann Wright, USA 

 

 

coastal dawnñ 

the tang of wood smoke 

wafts over the sea 

 

 Ingrid Baluchi, Macedonia 

 

 

ebb tideñ 

tiny snails commute  

between beach puddles 

 

 Jay Friedenberg, USA 

 

 

seaside evening strollñ 

in the little boy's hair  

moon silences 

 

plimbare de searń pe plajńñ 

´n pńrul bńieŤelului 

tńceri de lunń 

 

 Steliana Cristina Voicu, Romania 
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moonlight seeps 

through the bamboo  

a robin's song 

 

 David He, China 

 

 

twilight  

by the red-covered bridge 

a frozen blackbird  

 

 Anna Cates, USA 

 

dawn serenity . . . 

my neighbor sweeps 

into birdsõ song 

 

 Adjei Agyei-Baah, Ghana 

 

robin song uncurling ribbons of sunset  

 

 Barbara Snow, USA 

 

 

not a ripple  . . . 

the river tern swoops  

into my reverie  

 

 sanjuktaa asopa, India 

 

 

tai chi at the pond . . . 

a white crane and I 

spread our wings  

 

 Carol Ann Palomba, USA 
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wild geese migratingñ 

my evening walk  

comes to a standstill 

 

 Kynpham Sing Nongkynrih, India 

 

 

smoky wind . . .  

snow geese where 

the grain was 

 

Debbie Strange, Canada 

 

 

Uluru dawn ñ 

budgerigars shimmer 

against red rock 

 

 Kate King, Australia 

 

 

myna hatchlingsñ 

the neem tree drips 

gentle rain 

 

 Ashish Narain, India 

 

 

hanging upside down  

drunk on nectar  

ñrainbow lorikeets  

 

 Jan Foster, Australia 
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returning trawlers ñ 

a black cormorant 

dries his wings  

 

 Eva Limbach, Germany 

 

 

morning mist . . .  

wild turkeys sipping  

river water  

 

 Brad Bennett, USA 

 

 

fall's amber sunset 

in the field's stubble  

a pheasant pair 

 

 Nola Obee, Canada 

 

 

morning drizzle  

the wren shakes off 

a yew's colors 

 

 Paul Cordeiro, USA 

 

 

all summer long  

your reassuring voice 

rain goose 

 

 David J Kelly, Ireland 
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Common Chaffinch,  Bahlui River, Iasi, Romania  
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house sparrowñ 

death of a neighbour 

no one spoke to 

 

 Martha Magenta, UK 

 

 

summer swelter  

in the motionless blueness 

a sparrow hawk circles 

 

ȷɑɞɵɑ ɛɜɑɓəɚɳɌɎɌɵɑ. 

ȿ əɑɛɚɘɔɣəɚɘ ɛɗɌɎɑɞəɔɗɟ 

ɖɜɟɒɔ ɖɚɍɌɢ 

 

 Zoran Doderovic, Serbia 

 

 

summerõs end 

the distant shadow 

of migrating geese 

 

fine dell' estate 

l'ombra lontana  

delle oche migratrici  

 

 Eufemia Griffo, Italy 

 

 

black swan  

the beauty 

in difference 

 

 Mary Kendall, USA 
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shaping itself  

to the heronõs cry 

midwinter cold  

 

 Paul Chambers, Wales 

 

 

frayed crow feather  

I comb through  

a past life 

 

 Nicholas Klacsanzky, Ukraine 

 

 

rainstormñ 

the way she throws dirt  

at dadõs coffin  

 

 Fractled, USA 

 

 

first month of rain  

under wet hay stacks 

wild mushrooms  

 

 Basant Kumar Das, India 

 

 

loosening rain 

from a nimbus cloud  

chinook wind  

 

 Alan S. Bridges, USA 

 

 

 



cattails ð October 2018  
 

27 
 

 

echoing over 

an unyielding landscape  

cloud songs 

 

 Angela Terry, USA 

 

 

crosswalk 

the stop and start 

of rain  

 

 Ben Moeller-Gaa, USA 

 

 

lightning storm  

my childhood retreating  

to the cellar 

 

 Edward J. Rielly, USA 

 

 

raging stormñ 

the ink runs off  

the court order  

 

 Jennifer Hambrick, USA 

 

 

high winds ñ 

cirrus horses 

swept into wisps 

 

 Simon Hanson, Australia 
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dream traces . . . 

the night rain's song 

in swollen rills  

 

 Aron Rothstein, USA 

 

 

ferry ghatñ 

an anchor unwinds  

the morning  

 

 Sudebi Singha, India 

 

 

autumn freshet  

a glissando 

of river song 

 

 Marietta McGregor, Australia 

 

 

camping alone . . .  

up all night  

with the  river  

 

 Thomas Martin, USA 

 

 

spring equinoxñ 

attaching the sulky  

to the harness 

 

 Bill Cooper, USA 
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conversations 

about the lightñ 

the rabbit's pink ears 

 

 Mark Gilbert, UK 

 

 

whirling leaves ñ 

the eyes of a hare 

from left to right  

 

 

 Adrian Bouter, The Netherlands 

 

 

raccoon tracksñ 

the scruff of wind -swept 

peach pits 

 

 Lamart Cooper, USA 

 

 

shaded pond . . . 

a koiõs mouth 

breaks the surface 

 

 Gavin Austin, Australia 

 

 

a doe  

full with fawn ñ 

spring thaw  

 

 Tia Haynes, USA 
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picking persimmons  

the frost grabs 

my hands 

  

ɝɍɚɜ ɡɟɜɘɧ 

ɡɎɌɞɌɑɞ ɓɌ ɜɟɖɔ 

ɗɬɏɖɔɕ ɘɚɜɚɓɑɢ 

 

 Nikolay Grankin, Russia 

 

 

berry harvest 

the blue taste 

of fog 

 

 Kristen Lindquist, USA 

 

 

last of the cherries . . . 

shaking a mothball  

from my jumper  

 

 Nathalie Buckland, Australia 

 

late frostñ 

a punnet of whatever  

you left me 

 

 Cynthia Rowe, Australia (EC) 

 

falling starñ 

how I wish to hold  

time 

 

 Gurpreet Dutt, India 
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ripe figs . . . 

all the bitterness 

of an absence 

 

fichi maturi . . .  

tutta lõamarezza  

 della sua assenza 

 

 Lucia Cardillo, Italy 

 

 

the stories that take us 

deep into the night . . . 

asterisms 

 

 Mary Hanrahan, USA 

 

 

winter solitude ñ 

going deeper 

to listen to the stars 

 

 Ellen Compton, USA 

 

 

shooting starsñ 

in the hospital corridor  

baby's first cry  

 

spadajņce gwiazdyñ 

w szpitalnym korytarzu   

pierwszy krzyk dziecka  

 

 Zuzanna Truchlewska, Poland 
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first light . . .  

your eyes open 

to mine 

 

 Terrie Jacks, USA 

 

 

mountain path . . . 

far from the peak 

a cicada's song 

 

 Srinivasa Rao Sambangi, India 

 

dog day afternoon 

the symphony of crickets 

reaches a crescendo 

 

vruļe popodne 

simfonija cvrľaka 

u kreģendu 

 

 Nina Kovaľiļ, Croatia 

 (Translated by D V Rozic) 

 

 

autumn equinox . . . 

sunset casts a glow 

on the headstones 

 

 Lorin Ford, Australia 

 

 

remembering why weõre here     cemetery fog  

 

 Bryan Rickert, USA 
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day at the cemetery  

the muted conversations 

between two worlds  

 

 Theresa Okafor, Nigeria 

 

little graveñ 

the dark banding  

of a dragonfly  

 

 Helga Stania, Switzerland 

 

 

at sea 

the wind takes possession 

of his ashes 

 

 Robert Witmer, Japan 

 

graveyard waste pileñ 

discarded flowers adorn  

broken tombstones 

 

 Tyson West, USA 

 

winter rain  

drenching his family ñ 

village graveyard  

 

 Mary Gunn, Ireland 

 

 

heat wave a shepherd touches a letter on the grave 

 

 Michael O'Brien, Scotland 
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a slow walk  

through the old churchyard  

advancing autumn   

 

 Ernest Wit, Poland 

 

 

winter twilight . . .  

the verbs changing 

to past tense 

 

 Mark E. Brager, USA (EC) 

 

 

blue hourñ 

tracing her late sisterõs face 

from memory  

 

 robyn brooks, USA 

 

 

night bakery . . . 

between warm loaves of bread 

the scent of silence 

 

noļna pekara . . . 

izmeĿu toplog kruha 

miris tiģine  

 

 Ivan Gaļina, Croatia 
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late sunsetñ 

the paint still drying   

since dawn 

 

 C.R. Harper, USA 

 

 

hot air balloons . . . 

just enough sun 

this wintry morning  

 

 Madhuri Pillai, Australia 

 

 

Circling the pond  

nothing to do  

or be 

  

 David H. Rosen, USA 

 

 

first flakes 

the tattooist 

looks up 

 

 LeRoy Gorman, Canada 

 

 

soundlessly 

they become dusk . . . 

white sails 

 

 Sandi Pray, USA 
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Editorõs Choice (EC) 

 

My gratitude to the poets who sent in their best haiku to cattails, making this a really 

wonderful edition. A journal is as good as the submissions it gets and I must thank you 

for making my task of selecting poems, very enjoyable. The haiku section takes us on a 

journey through the bounties of nature, its various avatars, and through our own 

emotions that find expression in these little interactions with nature. It reaffirms the 

need to stop and watch the clouds, listen to the river, feel the rain, smell the wet earth 

and perhaps, taste the berries! 

 

Here are three haiku from this issue of cattails for you to engage with:  

 

winter twilight . . .  

the verbs changing 

to past tense 

 

 Mark E. Brager, USA 

 

This poignant haiku takes us to the end of many things. The dayõs ending in twilight, 

the end of a year in winter, and finally, to what was. The poet wistfully captures the 

transience of life and the change-over from what is to what was, with an observatio n on 

the change in the tense of verbs! Perhaps, it is a moment of recollection of the year that 

was, or a more sombre memorial service celebrating the life of a dear one, or in the 

mature years, of oneõs own life. Again, the poet does not tell us what to feel and leaves 

it open enough for us to step in.  

 

zzzzzz 

 

late frostð 

a punnet of whatever  

you left me 

 

 Cynthia Rowe, Australia 

 

The poet captures the gardenerõs dreaded late frost (that threatens to ruin the most 

cherished potential harvest) in line 1. And what happens next, thankfully, is not total  
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destruction. Something survives - a punnet of produce. Is that enough? Again, thi s is a 

layered haiku that can be read in many ways. Is the poet addressing the late frost? 

Perhaps, chiding it for leaving her with little. On the more human level, after a lifetime 

of effort, struggle and perseverance, sometimes all we are left with is a punnet full of 

memories.  

 

The use of the word ôpunnetõ is far more concrete and effective than using a more 

common word (for instance, handful) and deepens the image of harvest, fruit - picking 

and hence, links back to the late frost.  

 

zzzzzz 

 

through the  sockets 

of the deer skullñ 

spring larkspur  

 

 Ruth Holzer, USA 

 

This haiku captures an offering of nature without the poet intruding on the scene. It 

shows us an image of a deerõs skull through which larkspur blossoms have grown. The 

scene is vivid and the images are concrete with a kigo to show us the season. Yet, it is a 

layered haiku and on another layer, the haiku takes us through the cycle of life, and 

death. And, even in death, there is hope. The solemn remnant of a once alive deer, its 

skull, is not just a reminder of its end. It is an affirmation of life. In this case, it is a 

substrate for blossoms and beauty. Many questions ran through my mind : Where was 

the skull found? How did the deer die? All these open -ended questions bring readers 

deeper into the haiku and leave them to engage subjectively with the poem.  

 

 

Geethanjali Rajan 
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