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INTRODUCTION

The BHS Annual Haibun Award is conceived as an educational process, a 
provisional staging-post for current and intending haibuneers. We have 
asked ourselves the question—who are we to set ourselves up as taste- 
setters, as providers of educational guidance? Only one of us is a 
dedicated writer of haibun; the other likes to imagine that he is a 
reasonable judge in matters literary, if nothing else.

And that goes some way towards explaining our approach: after the initial 
backwards and forwards process of selection which combined enjoyment 
and regret (at being required to discard), we independently wrote a 
commentary on each selected haibun; when we came to making a 
synthesis it was a satisfying matter of smooth alignment since our 
emphasis had been agreeably more or less divided between comment on 
haibun qualities on the one hand and literary expression on the other. It 
was easy to produce a seamless commentary combining our complement - 
ary approaches. We defy anybody to identify the cracks in the edifice!

We co-wrote commentaries that we believe guide the reader into thinking 
about what made us choose these particular haibun examples for 
publication. So we make general comments on scope, balance, writing 
technique, mood and direction; we reveal what touched us, moved us, 
made us laugh, involved us, and so on, by quoting significant detail. Such 
detail results often in commentaries that are somewhat longer than the 
haibun they refer to!

The order in which the haibun have been set up was dictated by 
exigencies of layout so that, as far as possible, the commentaries fall 
opposite the haibun rather than over the page. We have distinguished 
between them, for ease of reading, by choosing different lay-out and fonts. 
The haibun are in Times New Roman, the commentaries in Anal.

What did we have in mind while we were making our selections, and 
while we were formulating our commentaries? We pre-suppose in general 
that the language human-beings choose to express their ideas shapes the
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experience they imagine they have. All of life is a story we tell ourselves 
and haibun is an expression of life-story. Haibun is life-exploration—it’s 
one justifiable way of answering the question how do we know what we 
think till we see what we write?

After that it’s a question of how convincingly we tell our story: the shape 
we give it, consistency of mood, convincingness of changes of direction, 
the atmosphere we wrap it up in.

We think there should be some organising principle behind a haibun, 
either in the mind of the writer before they start, something they want to 
say, or, facilitated by the words on the page, an emergent quality as the 
piece evolves in the mind of the reader. We always hoped for some 
positive shaping of experience, whether expressed as real-time experience, 
stream of consciousness, dream, fantasy, time-slip, memory or fiction. 
There should be something in the air.

As Sartre pointed out fifty years ago, a reader is a co-creator of a text. We 
think that a haibun that’s worth reading ought, like haiku, to leave space 
for readers to work out the metaphor, exercise judgement, build pictures 
and ideas for themselves. Haibun, for us, is an open text: not everything is 
spelt out; what’s omitted is almost as important as what’s included. We 
enjoyed having to enter into the spirit of things that were deftly left unsaid 
or only darkly hinted at.

Any decent bit of writing should sharpen perception somehow—make you 
see the world, at least for a moment, in alternative ways. The reader’s 
imagination should be fired somehow.

We looked for interesting juxtapositions of ideas, expressed in a prose 
style that was both economical and/or poetic and appropriate to its theme. 
Above all, the prose style should be a cut above what often appears in 
Adult Education creative-writing classes. We responded positively when 
all our senses were stimulated and when we suddenly found ourselves 
reading something that intrigued us with what you could call ‘originality’.

What we did find were arresting openings, intriguing moods and
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atmospheres that developed into something a good deal more than 
‘interesting’. We found time-slips and haiku that faded in and out of their 
prose context with delightful renga-like connectivity. We warmed to nice 
ambiguities and ‘stories’ that meandered like an old river carving out 
concepts and making deposits, well worth picking over for little relics, on 
the banks of the mind.

There is no one way to write a haibun. We hope that the twenty five 
haibun we finally selected have together produced an anthology that 
depicts a variety of approaches. What we do not wish to do is to set 
ourselves up as the final arbiters of what a haibun should be. We are not 
sure whether we intended it, or whether it happened by some kind of 
organic process, but what we hope we have wound up with is a set of 
‘guidelines’ that live in a kind of artful vagueness. Haibun writers can test 
the guidelines on their pulses as they wish, drawing whatever conclusions 
they like, bearing in mind that the haibun sifters for the next anthology 
will no doubt have a different set of criteria and other valuable things to 
add to the world-wide haibun-dialogue.

The BHS Haibun Anthology is a biennial publication. We look forward to 
2009!

Thank you to everybody, selected or not, who sent haibun for our 
enjoyment.

Colin Blundell and Graham High
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Beside The Lake Again Jane Whittle (Wales)

alpine sunset
crimson mountains lift the sky 

and fade too quickly

As visiting grandparents we take a back seat. Who are these creatures of 
our blood and bones, speaking another language and yet so strongly linked 
to us?

I feel older than usual, climbing three flights of stone steps with difficulty, 
falling asleep after meals, limping on cobbles. No one minds at all. We are 
cared for, off and on, by four busy people, each with a separate life to 
lead, but still interactive and co-dependent. And our presence alters subtle 
balances, opens up unspoken tensions. Sometimes we all speak our minds, 
sometimes we just listen. Mostly things happen in the gaps between our 
words and hugs. We forgive each other’s failings and let small irritations 
pass.

the ducks float by 
brushstrokes on the empty page 

filling spaces

We have time to stand and stare. They do not. We get up late and read 
novels, taking longer to recover from celebrations.

When I catch sight of myself in the long mirror, reflected by the cruel 
light of the lake, I feel suddenly fearful_of shopping in French, of 
fumbling, of forgetfulness, of the future. Now no longer the person my 
daughter must remember, I watch her run her complex life with 
amazement. And her daughter, alternately a sophisticated young woman 
and a petulant child—how has all this happened? Everyone is fragile 
sometimes. Taking turns to reassure each other, we re-forge loosened 
links, are rested and restored to life again before we part.

beyond the water 
another country becomes clear 

now and then

9
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Beside The Lake Again

Beginning a haibun with a haiku is something that often works well for us. 
Here the first haiku, together with the title, as well as placing an appealing 
concrete image in our minds, already establishes the time of day, the 
place and a mood before the human narrative begins. The originality of ‘lift 
the sky’ and the accuracy of observation that a sun sets more abruptly 
behind a mountain than it does behind cloud on a distant horizon raises 
our appreciation. The hint of a value judgement in ‘fade too quickly’ 
propels us forward into the prose.

All three haiku, through a subtle sense of correspondence, successfully 
gloss the evanescence of relationships—the mountains that fade at 
sunset, ducks that float by as brushstrokes on an empty page, clarity only 
‘now and then’. The contrapuntal use of haiku at start, middle and end 
gives a pleasing rhythm and balance to the haibun and each one offers a 
broader perspective ‘window’ whose view nuances the narrative. The 
sense of wavering attention and fluctuating awareness is beautifully 
reinforced by the final haiku.

The title implies that this is not the first time that the grandparents have 
gone to France to visit the daughter and grandchild who is ‘alternately a 
sophisticated young woman and a petulant child’. And we know that 
although there are two other people who care for the grandparents during 
their stay ‘off and on’, focus is on the daughter. We have something 
unspoken here: perhaps it is the presence of two people whom the writer 
does not care to name that causes (from the grandparents’ perspective) 
'unspoken tensions’ so that ‘things happen’ not positively or openly but ‘in 
the gaps between words and hugs’.

The grandparents see themselves as fixed points in a turning world. 
Unlike the ‘four busy people’ they have ‘time to stand and stare’ and have 
the luxury of being able to ‘get up late and read novels’. The contrast in 
life styles is tellingly pointed to. The visit seems to have been rather 
fraught; it reminds the grandparents both of their comparative age and of 
what happens when they are out of their comfort zone (the nicely 
alliterative ‘fearful—of shopping in French, of fumbling, of forgetfulness, of 
the future...’) But loosened links are re-forged before they go—perhaps 
this is what happens every visit...

There seems to be a tendency in some current haibun writing to want to

10



BHS Haibun Anthology 2007DOVER BEACH AND MY BACK YARD

use quotations. This may not always work in the small and focused format 
of a haibun. But here, the assumption of shared knowledge with the covert 
quote of ‘stand and stare’ was gently done and not a distraction. It carried 
with it the reverberation that the younger generation (from the 
grandparents’ point of view) were too busy and therefore ‘full of care’.

Two sentences seem unnecessary to us. Consider whether anything 
would be lost if ‘We forgive each others’ feeling...’ and ‘Everyone is fragile 
sometimes...’ were omitted. These comments are not needed—the whole 
piece eloquently transmits both thoughts.

11
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Charles Hansmann (USA)At Sea

We’re anchored in the shallow part of the bay between the riprap and the 
rock shore, showing brown algae on our hull and hammered by rain that 
should have held off till late fall. Every morning there’s a clatter of clam 
shells on the deck and gulls swooping down to their breakfast. They’re 
defiant, but wary, and when we step out they spread their skank wings and 
flap like stiff laundry to the sky.

a ripple
against the backwash 

rising

We finally set out, big wind all night, no sleep. Outside our sail, the draft 
behind wind pulls us into its own receding. We’re drawn toward fright, 
but it’s worth it for this—we see the maxim: darkest, then dawn.

light
the invisible 
disappears

12
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At Sea

As seekers after the ‘prose poem’, haibun writers have a fine line to tread. 
The presiding view that haibun prose should be unobtrusive and exhibit 
subtlety and lightness of touch is difficult to balance against the desire to 
write prose that is striking, memorable and original. The idea that the 
prose should match its embedded haiku by having something of poetry in 
it is set against a resistance to the use of obvious poeticising or over
blown techniques. This writer achieves the balance rather well. The prose 
presents a one image situation heightened by an epiphany moment that 
places the reader very much as a present participant.

‘We’ve anchored’ immediately engages the reader. Not Tom & I are 
anchored’. Not ‘imagine we are anchored’. The unattached pronoun deftly 
anchors us in the present. The first sentence gives us a context: the 
sweep of a bay which we are left to imagine the details of, 'hammered by 
rain’ and we know it’s early Fall before any rain was expected—an air of 
disappointment. ‘Every morning’ it’s been like this so we know we’ve been 
anchored there for some time, kicking our heels waiting for the rain to 
stop. The description of the boat off shore has both clarity and 
emotiveness; the ‘clatter of clam shells’ adds a staccato sound to the 
scene and the swoop of the gulls returns our gaze to the sky. The 
appearance of humans on deck sends their ‘skank wings’ off with the 
unshowy simile of their being ‘like stiff laundry’. An unusual image serves 
to focus the mind. The first haiku gets our gaze down again—a bit of 
stage direction—to observe the pattern of water.

Simple phrases mark the final decision to brave the storm, ‘big wind all 
night, no sleep’. Then the reader just gets sucked into the words which 
are hard to unravel: ‘the draft behind pulls us into its own receding’... and 
the fear spells out DARKEST, THEN DAWN as though we see the writing 
in the storm-sky and the neat concluding haiku comes naturally out of the 
banner of the sky.

The proportion of haiku and prose is good. The relationship between them 
nicely judged, ‘ripple against the backwash’ nicely pre-figures the contra
flow of ‘wind pulls us into its own receding’, and the final haiku offers a 
nice paradoxical twist on the writer’s skilful play on the ‘darkest before the 
dawn’ truism.

13
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Bluebird Of Happiness Doris Heitmeyer (USA)

"Bluebirds", my father said. I don’t know how we got on the subject. 
“They nest around here in spring.” I had not seen any. I usually visited 
him in late summer, when I got my vacation.

“Oh, you still have bluebirds in Arkansas,” I said. “Something happened 
to them in the East. We don’t see many in New York.”

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “We’ve got them all over. They perch right on my 
fence here. You know, they’re real choosy eaters. Real gourmets. They 
like to catch these big grasshoppers and fly them to the top of a fence post, 
use it for a butcher block, chop off the hind legs, throw the rest of the 
grasshopper away. Then they crack the thighs, the way you would a 
lobster claw, to get at the meat.”

This was rather more than I wanted to know about bluebirds. I had a 
sudden vision of the grasshopper, alive but mutilated, crawling off in the 
dust on its weak forelegs.

A species directs its own evolution. Through millennia, the female 
bluebird has valued the aesthetic, selecting her mate for an agreeable 
temperament, exquisite colors, and sweet voice. We see the result today. 
Interesting but understandable, that such a species would appreciate 
beauty and fine dining regardless of the cost.

Tafelmusik
a hunting motif announces 
the venison.
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Bluebird Of Happiness

The more usual correspondence between haiku and prose is reversed 
here, for humorous effect. The senryu draws us an image from the human 
world while the prose describes something from nature. In having a single 
poem at the end this haibun exemplifies the ‘footnote’ approach to the use 
of the haiku. This seems to be quite a popular pattern for haibun writers, 
perhaps because one doesn’t have to exercise the ingenuity required to 
integrate prose and poem closely. Indeed there are a lot of haibun which 
one suspects started out as fairly random prose which was turned into a 
haibun at the last moment by the expedient of tacking a haiku on the end. 
This often makes the haiku seem to be merely a ‘punch line’; putting a 
single haiku in such a key and load-bearing position it might be expected 
to have an equivalent effectiveness. The footnote strategy seems to work 
best when, as here, the haiku provides a fairly direct contrast or striking 
parallel to the prose.

Everyday conversation often contains the seeds of poetry when you are in 
a receptive mood. The strange things people say off the cuff, the one in a 
million notable idea—the knack is simply to be ready for it or to be able to 
recollect it when needed for literary purposes.

“Bluebirds,” my father said. I don’t know how we got on to the 
subject...

The writer skilfully selects the key parts of the conversation for us; the 
conversation is crafted on the page; we get just what we need to make 
poetic sense in a well-shaped little piece. We are led from romance to 
harsh reality to ‘scientific’ description & back to fantasy.

The father’s description of the Bluebird’s eating habits is off-hand, matter 
of fact; the writer’s response nicely judged—‘rather more than I wanted to 
know about bluebirds’—where does attention go at the thought of the 
mutilated grasshopper in the context of romance?

The writer shies away from further consideration of the contradiction 
between ‘Bluebird of Happiness’ and its disgusting eating habits and takes 
shelter in a deliberately textbookish change of tone that serves to create 
ironical distancing. The resulting haiku reflects this shift by going into yet 
another universe of discourse—the disgusting eating habits of humans 
announced by a bit of beautiful Telemann, as it might be...

15
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Breaking Sokoku Jamie Edgecombe (UK)

Speeding away from the neon cities. The long silenced batteries of 
Goryokaku have been left by the sea; the malls and breweries of Sapporo, 
too, have disappeared behind these volcanic ridges, soft and crumbling, 
steep and damp with mountain bamboo; the odd mountain cherry impacts 
upon the eye. Pines add their own sharp relief higher up within the tree
line stratigraphy: moments snatched by the freeze-frame eye; otherwise, at 
this short distance, the view merely becomes a kaleidoscopic blur beyond 
the train window.

The atmosphere in the carriage is uncomfortable. Y. sits with her mother 
on the seat facing mine. This is the first time to meet another member of 
her family. Too shy to meet the foreigner dating his daughter, her father 
refused to come. Her mother tries eagerly to smile.

The land peters out. The mood of the landscape shifts. As the train rounds 
a wide curve, the middle distance deepens. A patchwork of uneven 
mirrors and small farm buildings washes up to the tracks. Clouds, 
gluttonous and angular, hanging static in the sky’s broadening 
expanse, are outpaced by the Asahikawa Line train. Despite the range just 
passed through, another series of mountains break the horizon. This time 
they appear not to be moving.

Back parallel to the hazy, blue mountains, a crooked figure...

between clouds 
an ankle-less farmer 
replants herself

16
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Breaking Sokoku

Here we are back to the roots of haibun_travelling in Japan_but unlike 
Bashjs travels, this journey is by train. It is of course also an emotional 
journey. The prose has a good sense of place and arresting description 
before the singular meeting is revealed. The treatment of the landscape, 
its shifts and elusive foreignness, takes on the underlying quality of a 
hermetic metaphor which is sharpened into focus by the concluding haiku.

We assume that ‘Sokoku' is something like ‘silence’ or ‘pattern’ or ‘world’ 
or upsetting cultural norms.

The three people in the train carriage look anywhere but at one another 
though the mother dares at least once to manage a smile at the ‘foreigner 
dating her daughter’. To avoid eye contact they study the passing 
landscape. The writer does enough observing with ‘freeze-frame eye’ for 
all three of them.

The things the writer chooses to focus on perhaps say something about 
his uncomfortable sense of occasion: ‘the silenced batteries of 
Goryokaku’, ‘soft and crumbling’ the ‘volcanic ridges’, ‘kaleidoscopic blur1, 
‘uneven patchwork’ of rice fields, ‘static’, ‘gluttonous’ clouds—seeming to 
feed off the situation?

The final haiku is integrated into the whole by being directly introduced in 
the prose, but is still perfectly viable as a stand-alone poem. The sense 
we make of the ‘crooked figure’ is expanded by the haiku, which leaves us 
held by the image as the train carries us into the distance. A fine 
demonstration of how a final haiku can still be effective whilst being low 
key.
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Bamboo Shoot (UK)Church Going

Sunday, and after a late breakfast and the morning papers, I headed west 
to begin a circuitous journey home.

a gasping crow
on top of a telegraph pole—
the heathland parched

My road took me through the small village of Damerham, where a large 
CHURCH FLOWER FESTIVAL notice was fixed to a tall hedge. Larkin- 
like, certainly no church connoisseur, I stopped; and passing through the 
thick, ochre-lichened walls into a sweet-smelling almost cuttable cold, it 
came again—the elusive sense of being elsewhere. The ambience was 
decidedly post-Sunday lunch—the church all but empty. One other visitor, 
booklet in hand and with a seeming interest in ceilings, quickly 
disappeared; while two elderly ladies—strangely still wearing woollen 
cardigans and tweed skirts—hardly seemed there at all in any material 
sense.

Only a few days earlier, there would have been humming preparations as 
summer flowers were gathered and joyously massed into every available 
embrasure, hung in baskets, and arranged on and around every appropriate 
surface. There would have been the excitements and quiet pleasures of 
making one’s own personal statement; and over cups of tea or coffee and 
skirmishes for the bourbon biscuits there would have been the small 
pecking-order reproofs and suggested aesthetic alterations. But now, two 
elderly ladies, who I took to be locals—-willing hands or elected 
organisers, were simply passing time, vaguely touching a pew here or a 
vase there as they moved about the church; eking out the thin verbal 
subsistence of world opinion with village gossip. Their whispers seemed 
to live out their own brief lives—hanging in the air, crisp as winter breath, 
before dying away to vanish into the stonework. There was a brief 
darkening of my vision—some small flux of blood perhaps to eye or brain 
that I could easily put down to tiredness; but with it came a change of 
mood, and I noticed suddenly that the flowers were too sweetly scented, 
their petals already starting to scatter into pools of shabby light. Another

18
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year. Another flower festival.

after weary miles,
the cool of white interior walls;
peace, and scent of flowers

in an old Norman church,
two ghost-like ladies 

discuss a prostate

Some years later, I read of Wiltshire’s being a ‘top snowdrop county’, that 
in February, Damerham churchyard harbours a sea of snowdrops, and that 
snowdrops are not infrequently found near sites of religious buildings—a 
Catholic custom being their use in the celebration of Candlemas. But as I 
wandered then out onto the gravel paths and rough grass between the 
pitching and tossing gravestones, I was wondering what words passed for 
‘prostate problems’ in the old days—what relevant herbs might still be 
seeding out amongst the ancient dead. I looked down and laughed—there 
were plenty of dandelions. I looked up, and saw the sun.

19
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Church Going

Mere consecutive travelogue—this then this then that—or blow by blow 
holiday report is just not good enough for haibun material. It’s how the 
story is told that matters, the judicious shaping of experience to make a 
point or create an atmosphere. And there must be something that 
sharpens the reader’s perception, or makes you see the world in a 
different way, if ever so briefly.

This haibun, starting with a quick dismissal of the mundane—‘after late 
breakfast and the morning papers’—is a well-written account of a pause in 
a journey. With the initial haiku, we are immediately in a different world 
from that of a B&B and ‘gasping crow’ and ‘heathland parched’, reinforce 
the awareness of heat—perhaps we positively require a life-saving pause 
from this potential Wasteland.

The ‘sweet-smelling almost cuttable cold’ of a church interior stimulates 
what the writer describes as ‘the elusive sense of being elsewhere’—and 
not for the first time, it seems. In fact, it’s possible that the writer may seek 
out experiences to which this label may be attached—may have become 
habituated to ‘having the experience but missing the meaning’, as T.S. 
Eliot put it.

Too late for the CHURCH FLOWER FESTIVAL, the writer recreates its 
‘excitements and quiet pleasures... only a few days earlier’ for us and 
evokes a comparison with the present moment which turns out to have 
been ‘some years ago’. The NOW is notional and there are just two 
elderly ladies whose ‘whispers seemed to live out their own brief 
lives—hanging in the air crisp as winter breath, before dying away to 
vanish into the stonework...’

There’s a scrambling of time sense, of a variety of points of view. Two 
parallel haiku reflect two angles on this pause in Damerham church: you 
can follow up the cool peace of the church interior or you can notice how 
the elderly ladies’ conversation takes up the writer’s own obsession with a 
prostate problem. The device of presenting two haiku side by side is an 
interesting one but has to be handled thoughtfully and with clear 
intentions if it is not to seem like a road with two forks. If two haiku can 
rejoin the prose at the same place, either by being mutually supportive or 
by providing a contrast in material pointing in a similar direction, the flow 
of the haibun is not inhibited. The writer nicely does this—inserting facts

20
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about snowdrops gleaned from a guidebook years later and noticing in the 
notional NOW the dandelions in the churchyard and the memory of a 
parental warning not to pick dandelions because it would make you ‘wee 
the bed’. Snowdrops & dandelions—a different kind of FLOWER 
FESTIVAL...

!l
'■
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Katrina Shepherd (UK)Clearing

March afternoon she unbolts the garage door, goes inside the cold 
darkness. Reaches for a long handled wooden brush propped amongst 
bundles of hoes, forks, spades, bamboo canes near an old chest of 
drawers, makes a slow, winding pathway through bags of compost, 
watering cans, swaying towers of flower pots, seed trays. Last winter’s 
window panes are barely visible.

crushed wings 
held in cobwebs 
swept away

Puts on gardening gloves, turns to the darkest comer where the stored 
boxes are. Wipes away cobwebby dust, skeletal spiders, rips off brown 
masking tape, opens them all up one by one, fills black bin bags, throwing 
out household contents wrapped in last decade’s newspaper. Teabags in a 
once-cherished caddy have turned to dust.

the bottom
of a rusty tea chest
first shaft of sunlight

Using the whole weight of her body, she gradually pivots the last 
cardboard box around. Glimpses slow movement on the outside. Soft 
sound, a rustle like autumn leaves.

emergent 
peacock butterfly 

heart beats

Leaves the garage behind. Sunshine. So much lighter now, so much 
clearer.

British Summer Time 
new horizons 

two butterflies rise
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Clearing

The familiarity of a garage full of long-cherished junk: collections of 
garden tools and flower pots and seed trays, many probably never used. 
Things kept in carefully stored boxes for at least ten years. A 'once- 
cherished caddy’... No longer cherished... time for a spring-clean.

We wonder why the sudden urge. After the clear-out the writer feels ‘so 
much lighter now, so much clearer...’ So it’s not just a physical spring- 
clean but some kind of catharsis. The writer keeps her secret like she 
kept all these mementoes, under wraps.

Meanwhile the haiku makes a parallel text—the wings in cobwebs, all 
that’s left of dead flies, letting the light into an old tea-chest, new life of 
peacock butterfly emerging from the debris, awareness of heart
beats—she has come through?

An enjoyable and touching haibun which progresses from image to image 
with good use of the present tense and active verbs. Except for the last 
one with its ‘new horizons’—maybe telling us in a way that perhaps we 
don’t need to be told—the haiku are all strong and play their part in pacing 
and differentiating the narrative. The whole is held together by the 
repeated image of the butterfly. The potentially commonplace conceit of a 
butterfly emerging to suggest a renewal of life during the clearing process 
is actually very well handled. Very simply and clearly delineated and not 
over-presented.
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Continental Divide Ray Rasmussen (Canada)

I slip from the sleeping bag’s warmth, feel the bite of mountain air and 
head for the campfire and coffee.

Wendy, freckle-faced, hair in pigtails, big blue eyes, says: “I’d like to hike 
with you today”.

We follow Persimmon Creek upstream, climb past waterfalls to the top of 
the Continental Divide, walk through fields of alpine poppies, mountain 
peaks jutting up on all sides. On our return, we descend a steep scree slope 
in long jumps, racing to the bottom.

We stop at a place where a small waterfall drops into a pocket deep 
enough for a swim—a place that I’ve had in mind all day. I gesture toward 
the pool and Wendy takes the hint and undresses. As she enters, she looks 
back over her shoulder with a hint of smile: “You can look, but don’t 
touch.”

Stripping off the cloth that covers this old man’s body, I follow her into 
the pool: “And, you can touch, but don’t look.”

handful
of cool water— 
one thirst quenched
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Continental Divide

A humorous and piquant piece that reminds us that haibun can be a good 
vehicle for humour and for human observation. The circumstantial details 
of the lead-up convince us that this is a real incident and not just an older 
man’s erotic fantasy.

Wendy and the writer are on an apparently innocent hike together towards 
a pool under a waterfall. The ‘mountain peaks’ jutting up on all sides, and 
the image of ‘racing to the bottom’ might perhaps have alerted us to the 
fact that skinny-dipping was what the writer ‘had in mind all day’...

The writer is clearly rather pleased with his riposte and has capped it with 
a senryu that contains a wry comment that earns its place as a concluding 
poem by providing a kind of summation of the thinking behind the haibun.

-

Si-
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Jeffrey Harpeng (Australia)Death And The Maiden

The beautiful lady is dying and we are drinking tea in the failing light in 
her numbered days.
The weight of the fact anchors the kitchen from drifting away. Hear the 
anchor chain creak.
The current is strong as genealogies, which threaten to undertow us out to 
deeper water. The room is anchored and the chain is rusting. Water is 
coming under the door. A second glance shows neither of these things.
The house is on a long rise sloping down to Parnell Gully. Iron rails run 
the hairline crease. Deep green moss and fem hang from the darkened side 
wall rock. The far side pretends it is the beginning of a great forest a child 
would draw as swirling green.
The dying lady’s name is a low cloud and we are living on an isthmus 
riveted in place with volcanoes. Out from the headland that confirms the 
harbour’s place in the world a couple of rivets thunked down in water.
One is spoken of as being still hot under the collar. At least it holds our 
subtext in place. Earth is rolling into night, black water to the horizon...

moon... and below 
a freighter’s northbound darkness 
its long reflection;

...black water to the horizon, and beyond.
The dying lady’s name is a low cloud made of ectoplasm, made of play 
dough, made of grey cellophane crumpled by a deaf child, made of steam 
from a boiling kettle that got up a full head, hauled up anchor and steamed 
away, to the north, to Cape Rienga, of course.

The spirits of the tangata whenua jump off at land’s end and fly to their 
ancestral home, to Hawaiki. There they spend the everafter macheteing 
ends off coconuts to make hairy cups for a cooling drink. At the foreshore 
sun-browned children glisten in the water, splash in the reef-sheltered 
waves.

That is not the dying lady’s whakapapa, not her genealogy. A white 
plastic tube made of something fluorescent will suck the emptiness from
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her when she dies. She is dead. Her name has been eroding for a quarter 
of a century. She will shift in, back with her parents to die. She is dead. 
She was beautiful,

in that late night 
part of my forgetting 

...her name

the most northerly point of New Zealand.
where the Maori canoes began their migratory journey.
people of the land.

Cape Reinga: 
Hawaiki:
Tangata whenua:

§

i:

i;
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Death And The Maiden

There’s no one way to write a haibun; any literary style will do so long as 
there’s something that grabs the reader and the chosen style is related to 
the content. The way we write says something about the way we structure 
‘reality’ for ourselves: a desire for verisimilitude will produce writing that 
seeks to adhere to ‘the facts’; a looser take on ‘reality’ might move 
towards a stream of consciousness or an imagistic thought-flow. To 
paraphrase Benjamin Lee Whorf, the way we structure ‘reality’ for 
ourselves is determined by the ways we know how to structure it. It’s all 
invention anyway.

This is an adventurous haibun based on a sustained metaphor. There is 
an impression of a striving for originality, no bad thing if successful. This is 
at least partially so here. The first line is wonderfully arresting though it 
might have ended with ‘fading light’. ‘In her numbered days’ seems 
redundant as well as being rather a commonplace phrase.

The primary fact is that an unspecified somebody (female) is dying and 
then she dies... The way this ‘reality’ is expressed says quite a lot about 
the writer; readers are left to fill in the gaps and make interpretation for 
themselves. The whole is exquisitely poetic, an open text with a delightful 
sense of fable that invites thought.

The drinking of tea against the fact of a death reminds those watching and 
waiting that life must go on and ‘anchors the kitchen from drifting away’ 
which we take to be a metaphor except that we are asked to notice the 
sound of a real anchor chain creaking. The ‘current’ of relationship 
threatens to overwhelm with grief, the tide of which is ‘coming under the 
door’—just a metaphor—but it feels real!

Then the reality of the house’s location—on the side of a hill—set against 
a child’s imagination which invites us into a childlike dream: ‘the dying 
lady's name is a low cloud and we are living on an isthmus riveted in 
place with volcanoes...’ The attendants on death require something to 
root themselves in life. The embedded haiku within a prose statement that 
could easily itself be a haiku keeps the threat of uncertain reality going. 
Her name is ‘...ectoplasm, made of play dough, made of grey cellophane 
crumpled by a deaf child’ (therefore crumpled silently). The spirits become 
‘real’ with their vivid pastime of creating coconut cups.
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Is the writer seeking to expunge the dead lady’s name from memory 
because she’s dead, wanting to forget, or running a pretended horror that 
he cannot remember the only thing that remains though it ‘has been 
eroding for a quarter of a century’.

Perhaps there are a few inconsistencies of tone; the use of ‘thunked’ 
made us pause in our reading and ‘hot under the collar’ also seemed 
inappropriate and less focused in its language than other passages. The 
repetitions of ‘anchor* and ‘chain’ strained the metaphorical approach a 
little and some mixed metaphors threatened to get out of hand.

The final haiku carries a lovely ambiguity and is the only reference to the 
writer. All this has been an externalising of the writer’s anguish? Time & 
memory, childhood & death, mixing of metaphor & observable reality.

'

li
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Dover Beach And My Back Yard Ray Rasmussen (Canada)

My daughter has just finished the spring yard work and has the sun’s glow 
on her cheeks. The raked lawn reveals hints of green, two black-and-white 
kittens are mock fighting, and our dog gnaws on a toy bone. The red- 
breasted nuthatches have reoccupied the birdhouse.

A book of poems open to Matthew Arnold’s ‘Dover Beach’ rests on my 
chest as I sway back and forth in the newly hung hammock. The 
newspaper with headlines from Iraq is cast aside. Arnold likens the loss of 
faith in his era to the withdrawing roar of a retreating sea, and the world is 
portrayed as ‘a darkling plain’ where ‘ignorant armies clash by night.’

My faith lost? No, just shifted. Mosquitoes will hatch all too soon, and the 
cats are sure to make yet another try on the birdhouse. And, yes, Matthew, 
family and garden must suffice for now.

storm clouds gathering 
a robin’s 
evening song
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Dover Beach And my Back Yard

Again with this writer’s work humour is to the fore but here it leads to a 
more sober conclusion. The writer is in his garden hammock watching his 
daughter do the hard work. Grass grows, kittens fight, dog gnaws, 
nuthatches, mosquitoes—a gardenful of events. Dover Beach/Iraq, 
‘ignorant armies clash by night.’ The writer’s feeling for the plight of the 
world dwindles for the moment to focus on ‘family and garden’ and the 
haiku beautifully does an Arnold with the images shifted.

Over all, a touching account of maintaining faith in dealing with dark and 
fundamental issues without suffering a loss of enjoyment in life itself. The 
narrative device of two items of reading material, the one cast aside and 
the other left on the chest of the supine reader, works well to sanction the 
otherwise rather direct commentary.

The balance of the text remains firmly in the quotidian of family and 
garden where the haibun began. The haiku carries a powerful dilemma of 
intellect and senses and is a successful use of an ending haiku that 
doesn’t seem like a footnote or an afterthought intended to make a 
random piece of prose into a haibun.
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Drift Lynne Rees (UK)

Sometimes I drift from you, observe you through a mist of cynicism: your 
unshaven face, the chinos you should have put in the laundry two days 
ago, the joke about being Russian you crack again in the bar. At this 
distance from you I wonder what it is that keeps me from drifting further, 
what it is that has kept us roped together all these years. Then, sitting here 
with you tonight, the pale winter sunset on the crest of the hill bright 
enough to tear my eyes, I notice the way your hair has grown over your 
collar, the paint from your palette on the cuff of your shirt.

There is nothing to work out. Love ebbs and flows. Even when I feel so 
very far away from you, your touch still possesses the power to steer me 
home. Your hand brushing the top of my head as you pass my desk, or at 
night, its warmth resting on my belly.

twenty-two years ... 
sunlight catches the back 
of your freckled arm
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Drift

A haibun with a real human subject touchingly expressed. Written with a 
moving honesty and with a clear neat focus on what the writer wanted to 
say which is to note the ebb & flow of love. In fact we could probably have 
got by without this being pointed out in the haibun—we don’t need to be 
told that 'Love ebbs and flows...’—the way the haibun is expressed makes 
the point eloquently. We are able to note for ourselves how even a loving 
relationship drifts backwards and forwards in intensity & direction.

When we subscribe to the notion of LOVE as an abstraction we tend to 
imagine that it’s an entity we constantly possess, that it should never 
change—‘love is not love which alters when it alteration finds...’ as though 
’love’ were some thing when it is in fact an airy no-thing. We see ‘the 
loved one’, the person we once chose as being special or out of the 
ordinary for us, as we see everybody else in our lives, through 
filters—which can be anything from rose-coloured spectacles to a ‘mist of 
cynicism’.

The reality of life is that even ‘the loved one’ sometimes (often) does 
things we find unsettling—on those occasions we may wonder what on 
earth keeps us ‘roped together all those years’. How good it is, before it is 
too late, to acknowledge it, getting rid of all the filters, to realise that ‘love’ 
relies on such simple things as the lightness of a touch or, as in the haiku, 
sunlight catching the back of a freckled arm. The return to simplicity is the 
essence of loving; the inner voice can create such huge overbalancing 
imaginary abstractions—just shut the inner voice up and notice what’s 
real. There is nothing to work out...’

The information we glean about the writer’s partner is just enough to draw 
us in and to give the haibun a sense of progression.

The piece has the sensibility of a tanka. The personal material grounded 
in the present tense demonstrates that the haibun is a good vehicle for 
expressing subtle emotion.
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Focal Point Andrew Shimield (UK)

the physics master brought in a tray covered with a cloth which he 
took off to reveal to the class twelve bulls ’ eyes. They looked like 
giant vol-au-vents with blood and flesh pastry and a dark shiny 
filling. In pairs we took one to our place at the work bench and 
with craft knives and bloody fingers we slashed and pulled at it to 
release the slippery pearl of the lens. We fixed this to a metal 
clamp and shone a thin strip of light through it, watching how the 
light bent and measured the focal point.

Though night still lingered in the hollows, the dawn made everything 
seem rimmed with light. As the rising sun hit the church, its main window 
lit up like a golden flower. I went inside; multi-coloured rays streamed 
through the dust motes hanging in the air and made an avenue of light 
across the dull stone floor. I stood in its path, holding handfuls of light. 
The warmth of the sun spread through me like the warmth of a malt 
whiskey, making me feel for a moment as big as the world on which it 
shone. I turned to leave, walking quietly, as if there were something I 
might disturb.

the imprint 
of knees
on dusty hassocks
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Focal Point

Readers are left to draw their own conclusions from responding to three 
parallel events or focal points: the first is remembered from 
schooldays—dissecting a bull’s eye to release the lens and then using it 
to study how it dealt with light. Because of the brightness and flow of the 
imagery the second event feels like it’s in the present—the effect of dawn 
light inside a church on dust motes that seem so tangible that one could 
hold ‘handfuls of light’, the third event is in the haiku—the passing 
generations represented by the imprint of knees in dusty hassocks which 
the writer does not wish to disturb by the act of looking.

This is all very much in the spirit of haiku—a subjective connection 
between images vividly brought together with a creative charge bridging 
the gap with new resonances. The haiku, which is quite a good one, is of 
the kind that concludes the haibun by leaving the reader up in the air with 
a new thought—a new focal point, perhaps.

Some unspecified disturbance of the spirit is brought up by these 
comparisons which are not just about light and soul-expansion but about 
the passage of time between the physics lesson and this moment in the 
church.

An air of mystery beautifully managed. Readers are thoroughly drawn in 
to interpretation. The writer gives readers the credit for being able to make 
sense of the parallels.
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Charles Hansmann (USA)In Step

I am finding age in my bones as if this turning to stone were a way to 
preserve my shape when cells can no longer do it. Or maybe just the gap I 
will leave as the clay hardens around the place where I decay.

Whether I’m to be petrified or fossilized the sky keeps coming to the 
window and the errant birds keep thudding against this darkness. Who has 
a better sense of how the light is changing than those who read not by the 
light but only the light?

This light today touches your face and impresses me with this memory. 
When the mark it has made lifts out who knows toward what passage or 
glass those wings will fly?

I stand here hobbled while the thought goes running by.

upturned beetle 
someone’s footprint 
filled with rain
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In Step

A splendid Kafkaesque little metaphor possibly set going by the event that 
resulted in the concluding haiku—beetle hopelessly on its back and the 
presence of somebody represented by a footprint filled with rain. The 
writer identifies with the beetle.

There’s an original and stimulating speculative tone with a very good 
stand-alone haiku. The idea of a memory leaving a physical impression, 
the contrast of the freedom of thought as against the increasing immobility 
of old age is enjoyable, if menacing. The thoughts being explored in prose 
and poem are of a piece, each shedding light on the other but not needing 
to be propped up by the other.

The haibun stands or falls by the taste it leaves in your mouth or by ‘the 
mark it has made’ in your mind. It simply seems to ask questions while 
the questioner is ‘hobbled’ and can only read the light of passing days at 
the window. The reader is likewise hobbled but ‘the thought keeps running 
by...’

Perhaps the two rhetorical enquiries so close together in paragraphs two 
and three is one too many. Maybe the second question could have been 
posed with more sleight of hand—at least by leaving out the ‘who knows’.

Mysteriously stated as though lifted from a surrealist notebook of some 
kind, this is a haibun that rewards by several readings
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it happened again Jim Kacian (USA)

last night, the way it always happens—i slivered some tinder for the fire, 
then ramped it up into an ardent blaze that lit the undersides of the leaves, 
i warmed some food over the flames, ate it slowly and with attention, i 
washed out the pots and stared into the fire, watching the sparks rise and 
fall and finally go black against the black sky and earth, i felt the cool 
come in over the water on the winds, i listened to its white noise, i 
listened.

camping alone one star then many
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it happened again

A narrative about retention and awareness—something that haibun does 
well, focusing on a kind of heightened consciousness. There is a lot 
compacted into this deceptively simple haibun. The description is vivid 
and involving and the one liner haiku balances the prose well.

It’s the poetry of ordinariness. Steeped in the ordinary, when you do 
things with attention and intention, the whole world changes into what you 
could call a minor miracle.

This is where ‘I did this, then I did that...’ (the haibun formula we are not in 
favour of!) wins out because it is being used for a deliberate purpose. 
Throughout the listing of normally insignificant events we are asking the 
question—so just what is it that has ‘happened again’? Even the 
insignificant becomes special when focussed on in this way—the firelight 
lights ‘the undersides of the leaves’, food is eaten slowly ‘with attention’, 
the ‘cool’ comes in ‘over the water on the winds...’

Deft creation of atmosphere. And the haiku is the punchline made all the 
more telling by its context. All the specific actions of the writer seem to tip 
into the massive frisson of ‘one star then many...’ And we just know. 
Masterful!

39



DOVER BEACH AND MY BACK YARD BHS Haibun Anthology 2007

Lynne Rees (UK)Little Brother

My brother is five years old again. “Do you want to go on an adventure?”
I ask him. I have money in a plastic envelope, bags of sweets, our thick 
coats. He looks out of the window and says, “But things are going to get 
worse.” He’s right. The moon shivers across the dark sea as we look out at 
the lines of rising surf, our hands pressed to the glass. When the storm 
comes I feel it pound against the chalet’s thin wooden walls, through the 
veil of my dream.

a little boy stares 
at his fists full of sand 
sails on the horizon

He is 44 this year and has children by three different women: a daughter 
of seventeen who has lived in the States for the past ten years, a boy of 
eleven whose mother disappeared with him when he was a few months 
old leaving no note about where she was going, and Morgan, his baby son 
with Manuela. The invitation to their wedding arrived this week. “This 
time,” I say to myself, “things will work out.”

warm wind 
a man lifts his hands 
from the handlebars

On a rainy summer afternoon one summer holiday, my sister and I taught 
him to play a card game called ‘Switch’. His hands were so little he 
struggled to hold them all, and when he left the table for a moment we 
‘spiked’ his cards, giving him the four Jacks that would easily win him the 
game. His eyes sparkled and his smile stretched a little wider across his 
face as he picked up one card at a time. When he finally realised we’d set 
him up, he looked at us and said, “You scrumptious girls.”

crowded promenade 
a little boy jumps 
the long shadows

40



BHS Haibun Anthology 2007DOVER BEACH AND MY BACK YARD

Little Brother

A little story in three parts with not a word out of place; nothing 
superfluous; there are three haiku that stand their own ground really well, 
skilfully marking time breaks and working a kind of ‘backwards magic’ for 
the writer’s younger brother.

It’s a wonderful glimpse into sibling dynamics, of times shared and the 
gaps that exist between personalities, even those closely related. The 
portrait of the brother is delicate and loving, letting us share in his sisters’ 
clarity that here is someone who carries with him his own ‘long shadows’.

In the first part the writer recalls a time when her brother was five and she 
dared him to go on a secret adventure. His comment, “But things are 
going to get worse”, reinforced by the objective correlative of the storm, 
refers not just to his immediate rejection of adventure but also to the 
second part of the story concerning himself at 44 having had two 
apparently disastrous relationships with women and a child by each.

The first haiku can be read as a metaphor for the cares of his life—‘fists 
full of sand’ as opposed to the freedom of the sails on the horizon. The 
second haiku is perhaps a metaphor for his current carefree relationship 
with the woman he is about to get married to—somebody, perhaps 
himself, ‘lifts his hands from the handlebars’ confident of the new 
direction.

In the final section, the brother is a small boy again sharing a great joke 
with his sisters. We warm to the sense of humour that will now carry him 
forward. We are so pleased at the final haiku which, as a metaphor from 
the past, expresses all that we could hope for in the future—a little boy, 
carefree, jumping shadows on a crowded seaside promenade, oblivious of 
all around him. With the sister we are convinced that, “This time things will 
work out...”

We felt this was a beautifully crafted narrative. The slide of time in one’s 
mind, the way one holiday reminds you of other holidays, is persuasively 
handled.
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Doris Heitmeyer (USA)Luna

Out of the dark 
into the dark 
moths at the screen.

“A Luna moth!” I exclaimed. “They’re very rare.” It was big, a cool 
luminous green, and perfect. And it was beating at our window screen like 
an ordinary Sphinx.

My father grabbed a can of bug spray, aimed at the window, and drenched 
the moth with deadly oil. It fell away into the darkness. In trying to 
capture it, he had ruined it as a specimen.

“Oh, Daddy,” I wailed, my heart broken. But he had already dashed out 
with a flashlight to retrieve it. Being a girl, I couldn’t have killed it, even 
for a specimen. And I knew—he had done it—for me.

Late-rising moon 
starkly illuminating 
all it shines on.
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Luna

A poignant incident from childhood which, as such incidents will, plays on 
the mind as being symptomatic of something or even invoking archetypes 
of psychology. The well meaning enthusiasm that tramples on a child’s 
sensibility; the guilt that comes from other’s actions on one’s own behalf, 
(the anguish in ‘he had done it—for me...’) carry feelings that we take 
forward throughout our lives.

The introductory haiku gives us a strong image to enter the haibun with. 
The emotion is very simply and directly expressed in the prose while the 
two haiku have the effect of withdrawing to a safer distance but express 
aspects which are more universal.

Without consulting a World Encyclopaedia of Moths, the only thing we 
know about a Luna moth from the haibun itself is that it is big and ‘cool 
luminous green’ in colour and, very mysteriously, ‘like an ordinary sphinx..’

We probably don’t need to be told that, when father grabs a can of bug 
spray and drenches it, ‘he ruined it as a specimen...’ That comment could 
have been left out. Try reading the haibun without the comment... The 
quality of the prose in a haibun is as much about what’s left out as what 
goes in...

The haibun is worthy of inclusion in the anthology if only for the strangely 
haunting image of a moth being ‘like an ordinary sphinx...’ (which 
presumably makes it extraordinary) and for the anguish starkly illuminated 
in the concluding haiku, which, finishing on the image of the moon, ties it 
all in to the title well.
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Jane Whittle (UK)Now

Enfolded in spongy grey cloud even grass loses its colour. Grey seeps 
from water and stone into hills and trees, dissolving their edges, smudging 
the details of shadow.

Damp rots the bones. 1 am solid and cold as the land, almost too heavy to 
breathe.

Low skies cry out for beaten dmms to shift them. What songs did they 
sing to ‘make the welkin ring’? They feasted through the night to see how 
long it would last.

huddled together
blowing sparks from their damp fires 

to tickle the stars

One night the cloud clears. The moon—an outsize silver hole in the 
sky—never had so much black space to travel through. It rises and sets so 
far north all the shadows go the wrong way.

now
considering a hip operation 

I see dewdrops dance
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Now

An invocation of the passing of cloud and of a new vision. The haibun 
suggests some contention in Nature: grass loses its colour; everything in 
the landscape goes grey and even the shadows are smudged. When the 
T of the piece appears it is somehow affected by all this: the contrary bold 
assertion ‘I am solid and cold as the land’ is contradicted by ‘almost too 
heavy to breathe...’

It feels as though each statement is spoken by the writer putting on a 
different voice coming from opposing mirror states. The ‘low skies’ 
depicting one mood requires a contrary mood of ‘beaten drums’. The 
central haiku suggests that the writer needs to get some spark from 
whatever downward-spiralling state she is in—the stars need a ‘tickle’.

When the cloud does clear ‘one night’—which helps us to deduce that the 
above dramatic twisting and turning has taken some time—the moon is 
the menace of ‘an outsize silver hole in the sky’ compounded by excess 
black space and the moon’s shadows ‘go the wrong way*.

The description leads, in the last haiku, to a late realisation on the part of 
the reader of the psychological colouring of the images that preceded it: 
the writer is agonising over a hip operation. Seeing dewdrops dance is a 
positive outcome. No contradiction there. The writer will be able to dance 
like them after the operation. One of the editors can testify to that!
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David Cobb (UK)Smiling Through

After eleven years in the Land of Smiles

spider fry
scores of them cluster 
in the buddha’s eye

sitting improbably on a plane at Bangkok airport, bound for home. From 
the pocket in front of me I separate the in-flight magazine from the vomit 
bag, riffle idly through till a headline halts me:

SO YOU WANT TO LIVE TO BE A HUNDRED?

If you do, try the Caucasus, it suggests. Centenarians get remarried there 
in droves and even start new families. Problems though, getting a visa, 
residence permit, living on a diet of yoghurt, and they expect you to be 
circumcised.

Whatever else, the article warns, don’t settle in Bangkok. Soaks years off 
your life. I chalk up a score of one to me.

monsoon
all over the lawn
frogs, big frogs, even 
bigger frogs.

Snakes.

More practical than the Caucasus, it says, consider Norfolk. A couple of 
years more on the Earth there compared with other parts of Brit.

Soon as I can I take a trip to Brancaster. No land north of here until you 
reach the Kamchatka Peninsula. Autumn, and a north-west wind blowing.
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boats left to winter 
the clacking of halyards 
against sheetless masts

Elderly people buckling under the breeze, looking as if their hips need 
oiling. Grim in their determination to make the most of those two extra 
years. Land of.... I smile at the reminiscence.

frost, and then rain 
every single goose 
on a single leg

!
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Smiling Through

This presents as a kind of travelogue haibun—rather like the anecdotal 
and witty writing that colour supplements and in-flight magazines are so 
enamoured of—in fact it is reportage, in part, of such an article.

But it’s nicely laid-back and humorous. After eleven years in the Land of 
Smiles, summed up in the initial haiku, the traveller sits on a plane in 
Bangkok airport and fishes out the ‘in-flight magazine from the vomit 
bag’... and reads an article on the best place to live if you want to be a 
centenarian. Lots of centenarians get remarried in the Caucasus but the 
main snag with that is ‘they expect you to be circumcised’...

Bangkok ‘soaks years off your life’ whereas Norfolk offers two more years 
of life than other parts of Britain. So the writer goes to Brancaster to 
discover in it ‘Autumn and a north-west wind blowing.’ He watches the 
elderly people there making the most of two extra years with ‘grim 
determination’.

A neatly organised piece that moves skilfully from one scene to another. 
The first haiku is embedded in the middle of the first prose sentence; this 
is quite adventurous and not unsuccessful.

The whole is written in a light and chatty style with just a couple of oddities 
such as Britain abbreviated to Brit. Perhaps the second haiku is not as 
strong as it could be but on the whole this was a good deal more than an 
entertaining read.

•:
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Somewhere Nancy Loader (New Zealand)

men and women walk down the red dirt road not touching apart from 
occasional men friends who hold each other’s fingers loosely, in the 
market women sit beside one another on the ground selling identical 
pyramids of tomatoes for identical prices.

crimson and blue breasted finches switch through the air.

down the stairs in the basement they wash out used latex gloves and place 
them on the ground to dry. it’s cool here and there is a silver glass mound 
in the centre of the room, women sitting round it picking, sorting and 
rinsing used needles and syringes, recycling.
a small child waits his turn outside the operating theatre picking at his 
ulcer, he waves to me and i wave back, the flies are watching too. a 
cockroach scuttles across the concrete floor, today the single light bulb is 
working.

i hear the grunt of hippos in the dark, frogs croaking, the endless click of 
the bush, the night sky so clear that all the galaxies are rushing towards
me.

in the mind numbing heat people walk by with firewood or sugar cane or 
maize stacked on their heads.
leaves and twigs are strewn across the road telling of a funeral, seventeen 
cholera deaths today in this place near Nkoma Hill, 
in the maternity ward tiny babies breathe on in wooden boxes covered in 
muslin, incubators powered by a hot water bottle under each thin mattress.

ikilled sheep hangs in tree 
entrails a delicacy 
we accept a Coke.

the tobacco plants sway over my head, cigars drying in the sun. there are 
houses woven like giant baskets from straw, mud thrown on the walls, 
some have fallen apart in the rains, the restaurant owner welcomes us into
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his place and the straw roof collapses onto us at intervals, it doesn’t worry 
him that we bring our own food to eat at the rough table because he has 
none to sell us.

and always brilliant multicoloured butterflies lift off the road.

grey chameleon 
in purple jacaranda 
time to change colour.
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Somewhere

This ‘somewhere’ in Africa is defined by a tantalising snap-shot approach 
to the narrative. Carefully observed images surrounding a primitive 
hospital somewhere in the middle of nowhere and about as cared for as 
you’d expect where nothing matters to anybody of importance.

The observer-writer shifts our attention in a stream of consciousness style 
from one scene to another; the total is a scene of hopelessness, 
helplessness and acceptance. In the basement they recycle latex gloves, 
needles, syringes. A small child picks at an ulcer waving a hello ‘...today 
the single bulb is working...’, ‘...seventeen cholera deaths today...’

There are always people walking by... And then there are the contrasting 
images that jump out of the scene of decay and destitution: ‘crimson and 
blue breasted finches switch through the air1; ‘the night sky so clear that 
all the galaxies are rushing towards me’; ‘brilliant multi-coloured butterflies 
lift off the road.’

The impressions of both poverty and beauty are nicely enmeshed, the 
final haiku reinforcing this relativism of constant adaptation giving it a 
detached slant of appraisal, not overtly judgemental. We are left with the 
unasked question: why are humans of so little account in a beautiful 
world?

The stylistic decision to use no capitals or punctuation except full stops 
helps support the impression of informality in the narrative and to capture 
the fluid continuum of life. It was not totally consistent however and the 
employment of extra spaces between words seemed rather random and 
reduced confidence that the writer was in total awareness and control of 
her writing choices. It jars a little to have lower case following a full stop. It 
might have been better to have omitted full-stops to be consistent with the 
experimental-style prose.

1
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Sound of Jackhammers Doris Heitmeyer (USA)

Building fa?ades are being repaired all over New York City—a windfall 
for the contractors. So I’m not surprised to see scaffolding in front of the 
tenement where I used to live. It was due for an overhaul when I moved in 
50 years ago. This is where I lived during the years of art school, the part 
time subsistence jobs, fruitless attempts to find a gallery, night classes at 
NYU. The friendship that ended in betrayal on both sides. My first love 
affair. The end of it. Years as medical transcriptionist and after-work 
ballet fan, heart-free, the happiest of my life. Years when the future was 
before me and I thought I would never die.

Home from the ballet 
visions of Nureyev 
dance in my head.

Not only scaffolded—boarded up. I can see daylight through the gaps. I 
walk past slowly, stopping for a better look. Two street kids lounging 
under the scaffold think me very funny. This crazy old white lady with a 
cane, staring past them at an old wrecked building. What a hoot. They 
begin a little hip-hop dance. I stop and retrace my steps. The back yard is 
open to the sky. I recall its bare packed earth, the scrawny witch hazel, the 
silver maple that bloomed at my kitchen windows. The cats, at least a 
dozen, fed by the soft-hearted landlady who grieved when one of the toms 
lost an eye in battle. We lived closer to nature then. A whole world lost as 
high-rises went up around it.

In at the window
strayed from what distant water
dragonfly.

The two kids, laughing, break into even wilder antics, trying to get my 
attention. I’d like to tell them what this place meant to me. They might 
understand. Kids nowadays show surprising insight when you appeal to 
their better nature. But I smile and move on.
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The pigeon flies a straw 
to its niche in the scaffolding 
—sound of jackhammers.
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Sound Of Jackhammers

Haibun as an elegiac discourse with thoughts and memories wrapped 
together cleverly with observations of two street kids from the present. 
This kind of rumination, triggered by something concrete is something that 
haibun handles well. The short biographical offering of the first paragraph 
is poignant. The quick review of the writer’s early life, as bound up with 
the building being restored gives us a view of her youth as terse as that 
youth itself is short when viewed in retrospect. The short sentences lead 
us up to the first dancing haiku that fits the mood well—an encapsulation 
of the magical enthusiasm of early years.

Two street kids find it a lark that a ‘crazy old white woman’ is looking at 
what is for them just ‘an old wrecked building.’ For her it contains all 
these memories—it’s where she used to live. The dance image in the first 
haiku moves into the prose as the little urchins break into a ‘hip-hop 
dance’ to entertain her. She looks past them at her memories—the 
backyard maple, the cats.

The building almost takes on a distant metaphorical aspect with the writer 
herself, as perhaps does the dragonfly of the second haiku. Alongside the 
dialectic of present and past there is a second contrast between urbanity 
and nature. The gap between her and the kids is not so much an 
insurmountable generation gap as simply a division by time—a divide 
which might be bridged if the reader did not prefer to simply ‘smile and 
move on’ with the writer. The final haiku stresses the resurgence of new 
life almost unnoticed alongside the deafening work of re-construction and 
demolition.

54



BHS Haibun Anthology 2007DOVER BEACH AND MY BACK YARD

Jamie Edgecombe (UK)Suburban Kampala

First-light-hues reflect upon the bellies and dead eyes of tilapia from Lake 
Victoria. Gathering within its coolness, blood’s sapor rises with the smoke 
from breakfast fires, burning garbage and the wet crunch of the street- 
butcher’s block. Bicycles wobble by with the weight of green-banana 
bunches. Olive and ochre urbanity sprawls out upon the patulous hills, 
while distant high-rises protrude cumbersomely from the dusty exhaust 
cloud smothering the business district. Mother buys meat to make her boy 
strong—though would not think to have any herself. With her daughter 
she’ll wait for Christmas.

Still within the city limits, neighbours’ cattle lurch in search of pasture, as 
father appreciates the texture of chopped wood: sapless sinews that will 
bum without moisture. The mud from his adjacent plot still clings to his 
ankles, having mixed sand into the clay-like soil. Tomorrow morning, 
before going to his job, he’ll repeat this ritual

bricks to be fired— 
the colour of these 
dawn-flushed hills
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Suburban Kampala

We enjoyed this trip to Kampala full of vivid and varied images, colours, 
sounds and activities. Reference points that create atmosphere: dawn 
flight on tilapia (fish?) In the market, smoke from breakfast fires and 
burning garbage, bicycles wobble with the weight of green-banana 
bunches; we are made to pan out into the distant high-rise buildings in the 
business district with its pall of pollution and then focus back down on the 
mother buying meat for her son.

Notice how the writing successfully gets us cycling through the senses: 
sights near and far, sound close at hand (the chopping of wood), feeling 
the activity all around, the wobble of the laden bicycles, the sweet rise of 
the blood, smelling fires, the smell of chopped wood—the wood is for the 
father’s brick-kiln— the taste of the meat. The haiku stretches our eyes 
again to the hills at dawn.

The exotic location of this haibun is reflected in the lively prose, the diction 
and syntax. It may be felt that the piece is a little over-written in its use of 
words like ‘sapor’ and ‘patulous’ and the syntax of the second sentence is 
a little convoluted - the blood’s sapor rising with (amongst other things) ‘a 
wet crunch’ whilst also ‘gathering within its [the lake’s] coolness’.

Shorter, more focused sentences might have given the scene and the 
feelings more clarity. In such a short form every word in a haibun has to 
be chosen with care and any syntactical ambiguity, such as that in the last 
two sentences of the first paragraph, should be re-considered.
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Ray Rasmussen (Canada)The Fear That Has No Name

Pm introduced in glowing terms at the University Women’s Club. 
Looking out at their expectant faces I say, "I’ll begin with a story that is 
sure to tickle your fanny.”

There’s a moment of silence, then a roar of laughter.

I try to recover by saying, “Thanks, I’ve never had such a good response 
to one of my stories and I haven’t even started telling it.”

Later that day, I email a co-editor of a journal about the contents of the 
next issue and type in “Janet, I’ve looked over your titles ...” A wave of 
fear sweeps over me and I quickly check the sent message to see whether I 
had typed in a second ‘t’ instead of the ‘1’.

spring sun
a cluster of bellybuttons 
in the garden
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The Fear That has No Name

Haibun as joke! Here it is nicely done with a haiku suitably bizarre. Just as 
the haiku’s adaptability and economy of means has leant itself to haiku- 
like forms which are really in the spirit of aphorisms or gags or terse 
observations, this piece experiments gamely with how an amusing 
anecdote can be fitted into the haibun mould. That mould is still a rather 
shapeless one and on a first read at least, this piece works pretty well in 
its own terms to keep the reader engaged and amused.

If we take it at face value—that the propensity to make sexual 
malapropisms has developed into a fear—then one begins to get worried 
for the writer’s state of mind. The haibun changes from being about 
embarrassment to being an embarrassment itself. But this is to be too 
serious. However, humour and depth are not mutually exclusive and one 
might have looked for more lasting appeal than this haibun offers. 
However, it’s an interesting variation on how prose and haiku components 
can be harnessed to create surprise and humour.

The capacity to view the world from some humorous point out in space is 
very valuable. As with the best of haibun we are left to draw conclusions 
for ourselves.
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The Future Jeffrey Harpeng (Australia)

The future is not what it used to be. The man in the background, walking 
along the beach, is gone. I have cloned background to replace him 
digitally. Now there are only sky, waves and sand to the left behind my 
daughter. Her gaze is straight in to the camera, straight in to the future. 

‘Greetings! My big girl. ’
Her Sophia, less than two months old, is cradled; her left arm on mum’s 
left arm: armrest.
Ocean and a clear beach at their backs, as if the moment had been fenced 
off just for this small intimacy.

dark wisps of hair
the breeze holds for the photo
...the surf pauses

Sophia’s right arm and small clenched hand rest upright against her small 
body, and, couched between mum’s breasts, direct the gaze to a heart 
shaped silver locket her mother wears.

‘You still have that in your jewellery box, haven 7 you mum?' 
Sophia’s, eyes are lightly closed, her head tilts to the left. Asleep, she 
looks toward that place where she learnt the small bird sounds she uttered 
while her birth was still wet in her hair.

The beach to the right is a walk to the headland in the Little Golden Book 
of birds where Sophia’s mother found herself as a child. Plovers are 
illustrated over the headland. A child with wispy blonde hair watches.

ibird song
in the infant voice... 
& over the headland
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The Future

Strong and well articulated concrete images and a thoughtful reflective 
approach are key elements in any piece of writing that wants to be 
recognised as a haibun. The Future is beautifully evocative of the time- 
sliding our minds are often prompted to when we look at a photograph. In 
the process, memories, random circumstantials, images are all held 
together by the repeated rhythms of birth and growth.

The future is not what it used to be...’ An arresting opening statement that 
confuses time sequencing and makes you want to read on. Things require 
quite a lot of fruitful unravelling—who says what and when for example...?

We can perhaps be pretty clear that the father, angry at the way his 
daughter was deserted by ‘the man in the background’, has removed him 
from a photo of daughter & child on a seashore. The future is now not 
what it might have been had he still been around.

In the photo, Sophia is less than two months old, the position of her arm 
and hand pointing towards a silver locket worn by her mother. So it must 
be the older Sophia who comments that her mother still has the locket in 
her jewellery box. Sophia’s father and Sophia are looking at the photo 
together.

The scene in the photo becomes associated with a picture of a headland 
in a birdbook ‘where Sophia’s mother found herself as a child’. Plovers & 
birdsong, Sophia’s bird-like sounds. Is this about the father, the writer, 
wanting to take things back to simplicity?

There is hardly a word out of place or unnecessary here and there are 
some particularly felicitous phrases such as ‘as if the moment had been 
fenced off just for this intimacy’. The short sentences, the pacing and the 
discriminating use of punctuation indicate a well-considered piece of 
writing. The concluding haiku sharpens the preceding prose while 
remaining open ended, leaving the reader’s mind in a stimulated and 
creative state.
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Broken Road Jeffrey Harpeng (Australia)

The bus could be travelling through the 1930s. Its forty years 
later. The ceiling curve is a bell jar plateaued out. Nodules of yellow light, 
spaced out regular as vertebrae, stud the ceiling. The rumbling slowness 
and the cranky gear changes are heavy as oil and iron. A rock-foamed 
watercourse flows a wrecking fall below. Sunlight touches the road only 
at certain turns and aspects. The lighting outside seems about to fade into 
Kodachrome, into nineteen thirty something.

As much of a fall as there is below, there is a slope above. On the 
gorge’s facing precipice there’s a battleship-sized gouge in the breakneck 
incline. The scar seems fresh as the day, seventy or eighty years ago. The 
geological deities stomped about in their steel capped slippers, toe tapped 
a few hillsides. Flora and fauna crumpled together, dropped in a fatal 
slippery slide of blood and sinew, sap and lumber, to make a grave dam 
the river rose against and tumbled over.

m
the

between
precipices

gravity

gap

In a granite-overhang-siding buses change drivers before passing. 
We passengers go on, to morning tea to lunchtime with half a hillside 
above us all the way. These tree-cloaked steep-backed myths, these 
mountains might shake off their birch-green capes, let fall their mantles 
full of bird song, leaf mould, ferns and orchids smaller than their botanical 
names.

I daydream into this, this into me. There are no visible lines of 
cause and effect, just the story getting in to me, in to my waking dreams. i

in the bus no sound 
of the hawk 
high over ridges
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.. .a totemic ancestor... does not manufacture the world_he calls it 
into existence with songs or poetic verses which are outpourings from 
the very heart of existence. Each verse he sings is called a tjuringa 
name and the ancestor is described as projecting such names onto the 
environment so as to create an indissoluble sentimental bond between 
himself and the objects around him.*

The bus driver is playing a tape over the PA. Don MacLean sings,'... 
drove my Chevy to the levee, but the levee was dry and good old boys 
were drinking whiskey and rye, singing this ’ll be the day that I die, this ’ll 
be the day... ’

Quietly, to myself I interject, ‘Rock a bye baby on the cliff face, 
when the earth quakes the mountain will race ’

I tell myself into the narrative where the mountain falls. In the 
rough and stone choke tumble I become crush and crumble; subterranean. 
I leach into the rocks, become ice melt from the Alps to run underground 
for fifty years, I become ground-water in a city by the sea, I become as 
plain as tap water.

.. .shamans regularly report that at the outset of their careers they have 
been dismembered and afterward put together again.A

I arrive early. It is a little over ten years later. I am standing in my 
sister in law’s back yard, south east of where I melted. The lazy sprawl of 
a walnut tree and its time lapse rain of nuts almost bridges the back yard. 
The sky is twilight blue overhead. In a broad arc from the west to the 
north the clouds stand off, are heaped like sea-edge cliffs.

I flew south over that abrupt littoral, descended over patchwork 
fields, squares of crop and pasture, patches tawny and green, crazy 
quilted. The temperature outside the airport was half a dozen degrees 
colder than where I left. For the next fifteen years, this is here.

kitchen window—clouds 
above hills—I pour a glass 
of myself

Water is the death of the soul... and from water comes earth, and
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earth again water, and from it the soul restored leaps to the aether.0

In the mountains a great green narrative grows to the tree line lost 
in the misty underbelly of clouds. There are paths through the trees from 
one named place to another. In the nameless intervals people have been 
known to step off the track and never be seen again.

lines close up
on the map a blue line
cuts through

A The Way of the Sacred - Francis Huxley 
* The Heritage of Namitjira
° Orphic fragment — cited in The Shape ofAncient Thought —Thomas 
McEvilley

:
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Broken Road

The bus could be travelling through the 1930's...’ An arresting opening 
that, since the bus-ride is said to be proceeding 40 years later, 
immediately gets us asking—Why? The next two paragraphs, beautifully 
written prose poems, give us some clue: it’s an old bus—‘cranky gear 
changes are as heavy as oil and iron’—going through a turmoil of a 
landscape, gorges, steep hillsides, winding round rock overhangs...

And, wait a minute, there’s a memorable scar in a gorge face, ‘fresh as 
the day, seventy or eighty years ago...’ which makes the present 
moment—the one we’re grasping for—1930 + 70 or 80 years = 2000-ish. 
We reach for a pen and find ourselves in Maths mode rather than Lit Crit 
mode:-

1930
Bus ride

Don MacLean time 
Standing in sister-in-law’s backyard

40 years later 
1970

10 years after the bus-ride 
1980

15 for fifteen years or so 
1995 or 2000-ish

‘Here’

There’s a great time-scramble in this interesting and original piece like in a 
Conrad novel. The writer loses self in time— ‘Just the story getting into 
me, into my waking dreams...’—and merges into place. Time and place 
become one. ‘I leach into the rocks, become ice-melt from the Alps to run 
underground for fifty years...’ Either the writer is influenced by the books 
he’s reading or they happen to chime with his beliefs anyway, though the 
footnoted quotations are perhaps not quite melded into the experience 
well enough, either emotionally or rhetorically. Referencing borrowed 
thoughts can undercut the immediacy of the prose a little.

The haiku however fit simply into the narrative just as the writer fits into 
time and space. ‘I pour a glass of myself...’, and the vertiginous lay-out of 
the first haiku works well.

The extended experience linked over many years is given immediacy 
through the use of present tense and vivid description. The writer’s use of 
rich ornate prose is enjoyable—birch-green capes’ and ‘mantles full of bird 
song’. The view that haibun prose has to be restrained and understated at
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all times is not always appropriate when one is trying to express 
heightened awareness and something transcendental. Blandness and 
sameyness can be as much of a danger in haibun as in haiku.

There were however a few oddities of expression; ‘bell jar plateaued out’ 
didn’t quite give the graspable image that might have been intended and 
‘steel carpet slippers’ seemed an oxymoron that didn’t quite work, whilst 
the compound nouns such as ‘granite-overhang-siding’ were a little 
cumbersome.
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Miles From Anywhere Geoffrey Mason (UK)

last milk delivered 
he drives to the market town 

rattling with empties

Workers at the small cider-mill returned at mid-morning in their best 
clothes and were standing at the gateway behind their employer, his father 
and sister and members of the PCC. In the lane thirty children clutched 
little flags and trembled with excitement. The chosen one stood between 
two teachers, maintaining her composure as she cradled an expensive 
bouquet and thought of the six words she had to say. Parents fidgeted with 
cameras and glanced at their watches. Colin and Liz were there for the 
Gazette.

Watchful men in dark suits spoke softly towards their lapels and listened 
to tinny voices in their earphones. Seven minutes late, the helicopter 
caused a storm of happiness.

the mast on the hill 
transmits but lovers there hear 

skylarks and buzzards

A woman holding a colander picked her way around the orchard hedge. 
After several days of clear sky an east-north-east wind hurried little white 
clouds across blue and from the unsteady brambles her hands took fruit 
and little thorns.

terrifying planes 
rehearse but always perform 

very far from here

On Noggin Meadow a canvas hall was full of trestle-tables bearing 
vegetables, fruit, flowers, cakes and jam, where judges deliberated and 
placed red, blue and yellow cards for 1st, 2nd and 3rd prizes. A doorway 
was opened and the crowd ambled around breathing aromas of the

66



BHS Haibun Anthology 2007DOVER BEACH AND MY BACK YARD

exhibits and crushed grass until the raffle ticket numbers were called out 
and it was time to start thinking of going home. Eventually, volunteers 
could get on with scavenging for litter and carrying the tables back up a 
short-cut path to the village hall and the school.

Four men in a truck returned to the empty field and soon the great hall 
was sagging and shuddering as they worked, taciturn in their expertise, 
collapsing what they had erected, making a tidy load to drive away.

the mast is red lights 
visible in three counties 

until morning shines

!
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Miles From Anywhere

An exquisite piece of writing in which the writer develops an interesting 
atmosphere based around an absence, a nothingness.

Is the ‘he’ who arrives back at the depot rattling with empty milk bottles 
now standing with the ‘he’ whose father and sister (and the PCC) are 
waiting mid-morning for some visiting dignitary? Anyway he or she is high 
enough up the aristocratic chain to have dark suited minders talking into 
lapel microphones and to be flown in by helicopter which, when it 
eventually arrives, causes a ‘storm of happiness’—one expects the thirty 
children in the lane to start waving their flags.

The haiku indicates the irrelevance of the Great Person’s arrival to 
everything that’s of real human import. The lovers on the hill are oblivious 
of important messages going through the radio mast; an ominous slant is 
added with the presence of the military aircraft in the third haiku; while the 
woman with the colander blackberrying in the school hedge is perhaps the 
most important human presence in the piece.

The dignitary is not around. The dignitary is not alluded to—so much 
palaver over somebody who stands on such ceremony. What would be 
more important than the flower-show prizes and the raffle? And then it’s 
all over and everything is packed away for another year. The day is over.

Impressionistic writing is something that haibun can accommodate quite 
successfully. There doesn’t have to be a linear narrative and progression 
can be from one concrete image to another. We can accept that the 
various images are not quite pulled together or made to head in the same 
direction and that the haiku are at a rather distant tangent.

The time scale is nicely established from the morning milk to the mast in 
the following dawn and the concluding poem with its visible three red 
lights does its best to pull a focus together. The transmitter mast almost 
forms a hub around which the various personnel can gather

It’s often felt that haibun should transmit a sense of the ‘now’. It might 
have been interesting if the writer had tried out how the piece could have 
worked in the present tense.
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The Inkermans Ken Jones (UK)

Come for a stroll through the Inkermans. They’re old enough to have 
developed a bit of character, and take an interest in the passer-by. Not like 
the new brick boxes, poor things, which don’t have much to say even to 
those who live in them.

INKERMAN STREET is forlorn and unloved. All multi-occupancy and 
buy-to-let. Mid Victorian triumphalism gone to seed, the futile Crimean 
battle long forgotten. Lifted off their hinges, front gates rust behind 
unkempt hedges. The ruins of outbuildings are bright with rosebay willow 
herb.

Flats 1 to 5 
to every life 

its grubby bell push

Plodding uphill, Inkerman Street becomes the long scowl of INKERMAN 
DRIVE.

Hot black tar 
front gardens 

trouble free at last!

Instead of dandelions, four wheel drives with chrome bull bars. Lawson’s 
cypress conceals the patio heaters and on the larch lap: YOU HAVE 
BEEN WARNED!

Gratefully I turn the comer into INKERMAN CRESCENT, past the 
embossed GVIR letter box—that shy, stammering royal philatelist.

Semi-detached — 
the sharp line of paint 

where two colours meet

Starched gentility now. STRICTLY PRIVATE and NO TURNING. 
Peeping over the privet ‘Fox & Hare—Estate Agents & Valuers’. In the
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upstairs bay windows, ladies’ dressing table mirrors turn their dull backs 
on the world. But in the comer garden is a posse of busy, rubicund 
gnomes, winding up a non-existent well, and pushing a stationary, flower- 
filled barrow. However, THESE GNOMES ARE ALARMED. A passing 
dog walker explains: “They get kidnapped and ransomed, y’ know—like 
in Iraq.”

Escape from the Crescent is by a sunny passageway past the tennis courts. 
In place of surveillance cameras, COMMIT NO NUISANCE in rusty 
iron. And along a wall top, instead of razor wire, shards of Edwardian 
lemonade bottles set in cement. Out into INKERMAN CLOSE cul-de-sac, 
barge boarded, slated, and ivy-clad. ELGAR VILLAS in warm moulded 
brick, with borders of marigolds, nasturtiums and lupins, pipe tobacco on 
the air, and the click of shears. And always, framed in the last house:

Grave old cat 
his penetrating gaze 
all that needs saying
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The Inkermans

A witty personification of Streets which takes in interesting social 
observation. An unusual and unlikely subject for a haibun, but one which 
has been handled well and persuasively. There's invention in the use of 
words: ‘long scowl’ of Inkerman Drive, for example. The first haiku follows 
perfectly the sense and the pacing of the narrative whilst being a fine self- 
contained haiku in itself.

Punctuated by the public notices, the walk comes to an end a little 
abruptly perhaps and with a haiku that rounds off the narrative well but 
without having such a stand-alone quality.

We are jovially invited to ‘come for a stroll through the Inkermans’ a 
collection of thoroughfares that have seen better days. ‘Mid-Victorian 
triumphalism gone to seed, the futile Crimean battle long forgotten...’ An 
area where garden gnomes ‘get kidnapped & ransomed like in Iraq...’

Assuming these streets to be located in a Victorian suburb of a real city, 
this haibun would serve the local tourist industry very well in the same 
way that Betjeman’s Summoned by Bells has people investigating 
Highgate Hill and area. It’s a real wander round streets that feel real and 
our vision of decaying gentility is stimulated both by the haiku and the 
easy-going sparkling prose that leads in and out of them. Tall buildings 
divided into flats (‘to every life/its grubby bell-push’), ‘ruins of outbuildings 
bright with rosebay willow herb’... Packed with observations, humorous, 
perceptive & endearing, all is closely observed and commented on in a 
variety of ways, from the GVIR letter box (memorialising the ‘shy 
stammering royal philatelist’ George 6) to the ancient rusty iron COMMIT 
NO NUISANCE and broken Edwardian lemonade bottles set in cement to 
deter long-dead burglars.

The writer constantly directs and redirects our gaze and stimulates our 
senses: marigolds, nasturtiums and lupin, pipe tobacco on the air and the 
click of shears. The enjoyable stroll through the Inkermans has, 
appropriately, been marshalled by strolling prose and way-marking haiku.
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