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Dedicated to the memory
of Daisetz T. Suzuki,
who introduced Zen to America,
and who taught that
“the intuitive recognition of the instant,
and thus reality. . .
is the highest act of wisdom.”*

* The New Yorker, August 31, 1957.

Introduction
Selflessness is germane to the art of haiku. Haiku poets
characteristically feel at one with nature and even the cosmos.
They shed the illusion of a separate self, which is at the heart of so
many of humanity’s ills and problems. There is in haiku no
sacrifice of individuality, as is clear in so many of the haiku selected
for this book. When we “let go,” coming in openness to our haiku
moments, our sense of self can become “a home, rather than a
prison. You can come and go freely…the self a verb, not a noun; a
wave, not a particle.”1
Both haiku and senryu, at their best, emerge from a state of
relative detachment, in which we see ourselves from a distance—
in the senryu from the outside, in the haiku from such a depth
within that spirit is in the ascendancy. In both cases, selfcenteredness is bypassed, freeing us in senryu to smile at our
human vagaries and foibles, in the haiku to wonder at the revelations which so mysteriously transform our aloneness into experiences of all-oneness. In complete letting-go our vision is limitless.

But a true haiku poet does not force his imagination, does not
pick and choose with an eye to what could most impress. He
accepts what actually happens in the here-and-now, because
experience tells us that it is often as not the simplest perceptions
which are endowed with the most astonishing unifying power.
They also offer the greatest potential through reader intuition for
vision and meaning to grow.
Whatever we are led closely to observe in the haiku moment,
let us find a way of interbeing—of hearing with its ears, seeing with
its eyes, as Blyth urged us.2 The greatest knowledge, Spinoza
wrote, “is of the union which the mind has with the whole of
nature.”3 In Job it is even said: “Thou shalt be in league with the
stones of the field. . . .” Through that selfless detachment which
awakens their own nature’s wholeness, haiku poets can know “in
their bones” the truth of oneness.
—H. F. Noyes
Politia, Greece
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the black swan alights:
stars of the Milky Way
lap against the reeds

1

Anna Holley

O

ne of the most beautiful examples of nature interpenetration
that I know. We feel stillness most intensely where there is
movement, and silence where there is sound. This palpable silence
of the lapping stars leads us toward eternity.

2

how silently
the wave-tossed log is beached
and snow-flaked
Geraldine C. Little

I

recall an scene identical to the one limned here a winter long ago
as I stood on a driftwood-strewn shore of Juan de Fuca Strait. For
many of us at the aerial torpedo base, it was likely to be our last
winter, and the beauty of nature made an indelible impression.
There is something uncanny in the poet’s comparison between the
violence of the log-tossing waves and the gentleness of the softly
mantling snowflakes. Its contrast is that of war and peace. The log
is buried as our dead are buried, and all is silence.

wind
rubbing the lake
the wrong way

3
Jane Reichhold

A

most unusual awareness, comically phrased. An example of
how effective colloquialisms—like “rubbing the wrong way”—can
be in bringing a haiku moment to animated expression. The kind
of chuckling release such a haiku provides is an important part of
the pleasure of living, which the Hindu philosopher Tagore
regarded as the very pur-pose of life on earth.

4

The winter tempest
Hid itself in the bamboos,
And grew still.
Bashô

I

like R. H. Blyth’s phrase that the way of haiku requires “a
perpetual sinking of oneself into things.” The tempest does just
that in the bam-boos. And I hear the whoosh of the gale in the
“oos” sound. I like the phrase “hid itself,” and it perfectly describes
what even a strong wind will do quite suddenly in the rushes.

temple halls still;
around the massive bronze bell
hidden birdsong

5

Richard Tice

T

ice writes that tension in haiku stemming “both from juxtaposition and the qualities of the images…causes a static poem to
become dynamic.” In this fine example of his own, he sets against
a ponderous temple bell a chirping sound so faint it scarcely
surfaces in the sea of silence. Rarely does a haiku allow the listener
to be so fully steeped in a true-as-touch atmosphere.

6

forest fog—
sound of the woodpecker
on a vanished tree
Helen J. Sherry

M

uch of what constitutes the true haiku spirit is a courage to be
in touch with the sensed but unseen. The present-mindedness
essential to haiku might be defined as being in touch with eternity—the eternity of each moment. And what is more intangible
than eternity? Isn’t this why a haiku that is mere visual description
leaves us feeling so incomplete? The poet is a painter; and sees with
an inner eye—a “vanished” tree poses no obstacle to her. In fact,
she relies on the vanished tree to localize her experience, to give
it a living reality.

chopping wood
someone does the same
a moment later

7

Jim Kacian

I

rank this haiku as close to Bashô’s frogpond haiku—in much
the same way, it connects me with eternity. I don’t think we hear
the frog’s splash anymore the way Bashô did. We may need Jim’s
two sounds to propel us into an awakening, an echo to remind us
that we can be so self-absorbed as to be oblivious even of our own
sounds, or those right next-door. We need to rediscover time and
space and silence, to receive the grace of an eternal moment of
sound.

8

lighting the path
to Walden Pond
my bedside lamp
Ebba Story

T

he quality of imagination runs deep here. For me, it is a welldeserved celebration of what Henry David Thoreau has meant to
modern haiku—in “lighting the path.”

beyond the porch
the summer night—leaning out
a moment

9

John Wills

H

ow well I know this moment in a room with a view. A sultry
silence, a perfumed silence, a silence with the sea’s sound far off,
a silence with the unselfconscious voices of children playing or
neighbors relishing some pleasantry in hushed tones. This is one of
the most superb ex-amples of haiku simplicity I know, and a deep
experiencing of the “no-self.”

10

White lilac scent—
the dollhouse at the window
with its window open.
vincent tripi

W

hen the scent of lilac goes, it goes like our youth—or like, as
Whitman wrote of Lincoln, the passing of “the sweetest, wisest
soul.” “Lilac time” brings to mind youthful romance. Do tripi’s
juxtapositions unite, through the lilac’s scent, wise old souls,
young lovers, and toddlers—narrowing the generation gaps? Beyond this, I find great beauty in his vision of the two open
windows. We learn to open through the openness of so many
others who go before us, willing to share their points of vantage.

torn lace
and tincan geraniums
on sills of secondary rooms

11

a bonnard
face
anne mckay

T

his avant-garde work makes an interesting contrast with the
work of the masters, though the poet honors ancient traditions as
to what is noteworthy. How observant and attuned to catch such
snatches of city beauty. Don’t we look up to the second floor with
her and share with delight her association with Bonnard?

12

hobo
his home on his back
winks at a turtle
Joe Nutt

T

his rare haiku reflects how much man needs the natural world
for insight into his own nature. Alexander Pope, in his Essay on
Man, wrote: “In pride, in reasoning pride, our error lies.” An
objective observation, it would seem, in this poem; yet we strongly
sense Joe’s own humble spirit.

fence fallen away
I close the rusted gate
behind me

13

Yvonne Hardenbrook

A

nother engaging example of the pleasure we take in catching
ourselves in our absent-minded moments. Not only the fence has
fallen away, but the poet’s attentiveness as well, something besides
the gate getting rusty. Senryu traditionally expose our human
fragility and be-wilderment.

14

wild roses
tarrying beside one
touched by time
Robert Spiess

T

he poet lingers by a fading wild rose long enough to feel
empathy. In Isaiah it says “we all do fade as a leaf.” This is a fine
example of a haiku of aware, which Alan Watts characterizes as
“not quite grief, not quite nostalgia.” It has the right tone to
perfection. One feels nature’s way is accepted, without sorrow or
regret.

aching legs
the bird’s flight above
then below me

15

Jerry Kilbride

A

good haiku, though free of “message,” may prove a vessel
worthy of holding man’s highest aspirations. I feel in this haiku the
struggle, the dauntless spirit, the supreme attainment—and the
cost. Somehow we’re helped in achieving “the impossible” when
we grasp the Buddhist teach-ing that a separate self-entity is but
an illusion. Disburdened of illusion, we can feel light as a bird. And
somehow when we “make it,” the aching legs don’t matter.

16

a crow flies by the frozen falls

Cor van den Heuvel

R

od Willmot writes of the sequence in which this haiku appeared: “In this state of mind the life force seems dangerously
powerful, like a speeding truck, and [the poet] responds by
freezing inside.” We feel ourselves to be facing extinction, frozen
as we are inside those falls. But there’s no element of comic relief
here—only the dark side of the moon.

mist
rolling over the moon
the traveling sky

17

Proxade Davis

P

lainness and simplicity are different things. The former is most
often in the vernacular, homely or even awkward, euphony ignored. The latter has the flow integral to poetry, nature and the
spirit. There is a grand sweep here reminiscent of our planet’s slow
turning. “The traveling sky” is a marvelous phrase that speaks to
me of the constant flux and intermeshing of nature.

18

amber light…
creased in the roadmap
a place we’ve been
Peggy Willis Lyles

L

yles takes us directly into her life situation to an incredible
degree. In that amber light everything is crystal clear—even to
that crease in the map. Extraordinary that she chose “amber”—in
which, as a solid, what and where we and all of nature have been can
be preserved. And doesn’t her “we” bring to memory companions
of the road that we have known, and places shared and cherished?

making a wish
on a falling star
no—a satellite

19

Michael Dylan Welch

W

illiam Higginson wrote of this poem: “In senryu, nature always
points back at the human situation.” It offers a lively “Aha!”
experience, as the impressions of our peripheral mind so often do.

20

Last night’s fading dream…
On the blue teapot birds drift
beyond the willows
Ann Atwood

I

know of no other haiku that better expresses the spirit of the
genre, yet with no sacrifice of the beauty at the heart of poetry.
Vladimir Devidé asks “how to escape from reality into Reality,
without leaving reality.” That is Ann’s supreme accomplishment
here.

Monday morning…
listening for the rooster
eaten yesterday

21

Denver Stull

M

indfulness, a Zen Buddhist term for full awareness and attention to each moment, is vital to haiku. But sometimes a mindless
thought provides the greater reader enjoyment. There is a kind of
attentiveness that exposes our all-too-human inattentiveness—
our vague and often bewildering inner monologue, our fogs and
distractions. Insistence upon the purely rational will deprive us of
some of our most authentic haiku moments.

22

Reid cluds lemin
at keek-o-day—refleckit
in the cray glaur
Bruce Leeming

O

ne of the finest haiku of “suchness” that I have come across.
Note the powerful sense of interpenetration of nature—as above,
so below. That tremendously alive Scots language adds to reader
delight. Wabi is, most often, an unexpected recognition of vital life
essence in the ordinary everyday. Here one feels no surprise on the
part of a poet rooted to earth and at home beneath the heavens.

wishing I were
a dandelion
I become one

23
Raymond Roseliep

I

don’t think I know—even among the work of the old masters—
a more humble and true-to-life death poem. And a dandelion, for
me a symbol of spring, can speak of the possibility of resurrection.
I think of Whitman’s saying to look for him under our bootsoles.

24

Easter evening—
the old woman gathers
her unsold flowers
Ion Codrescu

C

odrescu has chosen the perfect words to reflect the sadness of
his haiku moment, and his sympathy. When the old flower girl’s
nondescript bouquets have not sold out even during the great
demand of Easter, they must be truly beyond resurrection, and we
feel intensely how her spirit has withered along with her offerings.

Sometimes the oddest thing,
like this orange pip,
begs not to be thrown away

25

James W. Hackett

W

abi generally refers to the sort of poverty or simplicity of living
where there is, through acceptance, a kind of contentment.
“Suchness” refers to the seemingly ordinary that surprises and
rewards us when we discover it as a welcome part of everyday life.
There may be an aspect of redeeming humor, as in Hackett’s
poem, along with the prosaic planness of wabi.

26

snowcovered shed—
the spider spoke to spoke
on the bicycle
Elizabeth St Jacques

A

wonderful world-within-worlds haiku. And how deeply one
knows that winter silence above and beneath the snow. What wabi
suchness in that shed and spider and those bicycle spokes. The
bicycle comes into our consciousness as a rare thing indeed—an
inanimate object in hibernation. Note the irony of the phrase
“spoke to spoke” in the dead silence.

where lilacs
were cut down
unscented rain

27
Rosamund Haas

W

hen a tree or a shrub has for us a special treasured place in our
life—as lilacs have for Rosamund—its cutting down can reawaken
our existential anxiety over life’s ephemerality. The hard word
“cut” in this haiku calls out for a softening. Though the
transcendance of loss is left to the reader, the perfection of her
final line evokes in the haiku echo a lilac-scented rain.

28

Spring rain:
the lid is hopping
over boiling beans.
Marinko Spanovic

T

his homely and delightful haiku reminds me of the French poet
Francis Ponge’s “the gurgling of the gutters, the tiny gong strokes,”
in his poem “Rain,” and of his phrase, “little matchsticks of rain
bounce off drenched fields,” in “The Frog.” Beth Archer writes:
“There is nothing to count on, no truth to explain the why’s and
how’s of our existence. But there is melody, the work of art, and
that at least is. Above all, as Ponge expressed it in his title, there
is “the voice of things”—outer and inner.

heat lightning
the night
jumps silently

29
David Gershator

A

koan-like haiku in the way it jolts and wakes up the mind. but
it’s so much more than that in its inseparability of mind and
cosmos, in its universal communion. I view it as one of the great
poetic conceptions in all of literature.

30

A bit of wick
floats down to the candle’s base
burns for awhile
Thelma Murphy

T

his haiku, chosen as a memorial to the poet, is richly endowed
with the forlorn, fragile beauty of hosomi, an aspect of sabi. Yet the
emotional desolation is sublimated by the reassuring wabi suchness
of that wick fragment. In the end, doesn’t life pass just that
naturally, after it “burns for awhile”?

Memorial Day:
wave after wave
hitting the beach

31
Tom Tico

W

ith its double meaning and its strong interconnection both
with sea and the sea of life, this haiku seems to me perfection as
a remembrance of “the boys” who hit the beaches.

32

Today it struck me—
the thought of red suns setting
after I am gone.
Günther Klinge

H

ow can the thought of what will occur after one’s death
possibly be the subject of a haiku? Klinge achieves such a magical
alchemy here. The word “struck” provides the vital immediacy,
and “red suns setting” is such a compellingly vivid image that the
passivity of thought is transcended. The haiku is, above all, rich in
sabi longing, yet without a shadow of self-pity. The reader is left
not with grief that a life can end, but with a strong sense of the
benediction of continuity: day-night, life-death, on into eternity.

the last performance
the puppet master’s sadness
slips down the strings

33

Patricia Neubauer

A

haiku of profound sadness, as one imagines what it will mean
to the old puppet master to give up his art. Yet the sadness is
transcended through Neubauer’s empathy and sensibility. She
endows it with a sort of fairy-tale life, enabling it to slide down the
strings and presto chango—we can hope—vanish into thin air,
disburdening the old puppeteer of its weight and gloom. Yet for
the children—and the reader—there may be no escape.

34

Catching herself
saying too much—the deaf girl
hides her hands
Matthew Louvière

W

hat I like most about this haiku is that it startles us—but in a
charming and delicate way—into a deeper empathic awareness of
deprivation.

spider
spinning
mandala

35
Francine Porad

W

e most of us know enough to avoid pathetic fallacy and
anthropo-morphism in haiku, but few of us have the sharp eye that
Francine displays here, to take note that miracles are being
accomplished in the everyday natural world. Cosmos in a spiderweb!

36

two white butterflies
spiral into a clear sky
uncorking the wine
Kenneth Tanemura

T

he interplay of aspects of our life with the life of nature is
among those things worth living for. An unhappy life is most often
a separate life. If we feel such an interplay in our haiku moment, it’s
real enough to transmit the haiku spirit. Did a cork pop first or the
butterflies go into their spiral first, in the near-synchronous
moments? It’s enough that nature’s celebrations may often chime
in harmony with our own.

they meet each other
only when they disappear—
footprints in the snow

37

Robert Bebek

T

he finest war poets have the vision to ask the right question. In
this timeless haiku from Croatia, Bebek asks where all the footprints go, but also alludes in an unforgettable way to the eternal
thrust toward “meet-ing,” toward reconciliation—toward restoring to wholeness what has been split apart.

38

Carrying a saucepan
Over a little bridge in Yodo,
Someone in the snow
Buson

H

aiku, often particularly those of the Japanese masters, have an
almost mystical capacity to bestow a blessing, a hallowing, upon
the most ordinary-seeming aspects of nature and human life. My
favorite such haiku is this one, for it is no one of note carrying
nothing of any account nowhere that matters. Yet to me it offers
a charming picture of life at its best—or, as Thoreau expressed it,
life at its sweetest, “near the bone.”

In deep silence
I eavesdrop her
absence . . .

39
Marijan Cekolj

W

hile this haiku borders on surrealism, it is also in the classical
tradi-tion of simplicity and immediacy. Is its author missing a
longed-for loved one, or enjoying a treasured gift of unaccustomed
silence? The absence of someone close to him intensifies both the
silence and the sabi aloneness. Though spontaneous and minimal,
this haiku has uncanny powers of evocation, with an element that
is haunting, whatever our interpretation.

40

her breasts lift with her arms
flowers on the curtains
fold and unfold
Rod Willmot

H

ow sad that to some eyes the curves and hollows and the ripe
round shapes of woman—as lovely and exotic as what we can see
in nature—are hidden from view. In softness, woman and curtain—a most apt inner comparison—fold and unfold.

a bird—
I am the clear blue sky,
then it vanishes

41

Robert Henry Poulin

T

he ocean can flow inside us. We can even have a cloud self, as
vincent tripi says. R. H. Blyth wrote: “The bird’s path through the
sky and the fish’s through the water are the Way.” A transformation out of our usual human ego-centeredness into a degree of
selflessness is a frequent experience in the haiku moment. Here
the poet follows a bird’s flight with a totality of attention that
leaves him feeling that the bird’s path is within himself.

42

such is night
no door
no key
James Minor

H

ow can anyone who objects to the shorter, “telegraphic” haiku
findfault with one which says so much about the mystery of
nighttime and that lonely “locked out” feeling? Minor’s haiku has
universality: “Into the night go one and all.” St. John of the Cross
spoke of “the dark night of the soul;” and Plato described eternity
as a single night.

the Beginning
—of rain—
reaches my forehead

43

Kelly Detweiler

S

hunryu Suzuki wrote that the secret of Zen creativity is always
to be a beginner—and always to begin by just being there: “When
we are there, everything else is there; everything is created all at
once.…We see it all as a fresh new creation.” There is more than
a little of this incipient essence and wonder to be found here. The
Beginning, with its touch of primordial freshness, comes to the
poet’s forehead, and not—thankfully—to her thinking cap. One
senses her spirit in play and feels blessed by its airiness.

44

All day I watch the oak
look down on its blossoms—
should we have had children?
Andrew Grossman

T

he internal comparison here may seem obvious; yet it takes a
sensitive soul to have conceived it. Grossman’s sincerity is almost
palpable. How many of us have asked ourselves the same question,
even if few have been able to give children the attention they so
clearly need. Carol Scott Wainwright speaks of “using the ordinary and the mundane to see into the deeply serious nature of
existence.” Haiku are never didactic; yet it’s impossible to see
deeply into nature without some sort of learning experience.

this loneliness
the rain continues
into darkness

45
Gary Hotham

I

f you muse over moments of loneliness you’ve known when
passing from light into darkness, you can be the rain and truly feel
the loneliness.The unadorned simplicity and stark unemotionality
of this poem enhance the mystery and beauty of the subtle sabi
element. I get an after-feeling of freshness, rather than sadness,
from it, and am drawn to follow that rain into the darkness. Silence
within darkness often has a healing effect upon the spirit.

46

nightstorm
after each flash
your absence
Stephen Hobson

T

his is very likely a love poem. But haiku inevitably carries one
deeper—even conceivably, here, to Christ’s agonizing sense of
abandon-ment on the Cross. Flashes of lightning leave us in an
eerie, even sometimes death-like, silence. Like thunder, it can stop
our hearing, stop thought, leave us shuttered-down, empty. We
can become aware of the expanse of the heavens and our own
insignificance. In such moments we’re particularly susceptible to
the deep human need of a loved one close by—and to the fear of
being forsaken.

The morning after:
bending over daylilies
her dead son planted

47

Nick Virgilio

I

on Codrescu once wrote “In our folklore, nature is a place of
spiritual communion where man shares his sadness with the moon
and the sun, with the trees and the flowers, with the rivers and the
mountains.” Surely there can be no better way of overcoming the
sadness of transience than through the joy of reunion with nature
in the haiku moment. This haiku unforgettably expresses both the
sadness and its transcendence.

48

Wet of the dawn—
the sun slides through leaves
and flower fragrance.
Svetlana Mladenovic

I

appreciate this haiku for its special quality of interpenetration,
which Bashô considered the chief spiritual element in haiku. J. W.
Hackett says it refers to “an intuitive sense of oneness” in the
cosmos, which “reflects our true Self.” The poet’s’s word “slides”
points up the euphonic flow of her phrasing.

midsummer morning—
the dead tree’s shadow
stretches upstream

49

Adele Kenny

A

haiku with a haunting sabi-aware element. Because the poet
lets nature speak for itself, the connection is made in an unforgettable way between death and the ongoing stream of life.

50

Great blue heron
stands still at the marsh edge
feet washed in sunset
Joan Couzens Sauer

A

fine painterly haiku imaging a moment of vivid nature’s
interpen-etration. Joan’s “washed in sunset” is an inspired and
rather lofty poetic phrase, brought down to the haiku level of
everyday earthiness by the heron’s feet. While the color in this
haiku moves, it seems only to accentuate the stillness.

tide’s far sound…
the stars have come in again
to lie among the stones

51

Martin Shea

W

hat could be a more ordinary subject—the tide goes out, and
the stars come in. But as Robert Spiess has said, “Originality in
haiku does not mean novelty, but direct contact with things in
their original nature.” The true haiku poet never merely describes,
but finds a way to create in our minds the very things themselves.
Only then do the sound of the tide and the sight of the floating
stars merge in our consciousness as one, in surpassing serenity and
sublime grace.
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