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HAIKU 2006

Introduction

is a group of haiku poets who share the same diatsatre primarily to
foster the writing of haiku and its related fornms & standard of excellence and in a
manner which reflects both its origins and besttemporary practice and secondly to
contribute to the development of haiku in Irelamd anternationally. Another aim is to
develop and sponsor cooperation between the lr@kuhpoets and the international
haiku community.

The objective of is to offer the international haiku community the
opportunity to read a selection of haiku, and eslatorm such as haibun, written by
members during 2006.

Most haiku were published in newsletters (downloadable at
www.haikuireland.org) or read during the Haiku Evening organised injwoction with
Poetry Ireland last 16 May 2006 in Dublin.

The winners of the first three Kukai organised by have been inserted
and some members have also sent their haiku that been published in journals,
anthologies or web sites world wide. These havenbireluded to reflect the overall
activity and international aspect of

We sincerely hope you will enjoy

Looking forward to hearing from you in 2007

Gilles Fabre

Photo: Christine Broe
Haiku: Maeve O'Sullivan

(From )

organises regular haiku events, such as workshops and ginko that are
open to all. For further information on our group, to attend some of our events or to join
us, please visit our site at www.haikuireland.org _ that also contains haiku written by
members and information on our events and activity.




HAIKU 2006

bedtime
his hand
in mind

(4th Place, Shiki Kukai, Nov. 2006)

mother's day
a nurse unties
the restraints

(The Heron's Nest Volume VIII, Number 2: June, @00

back at work —
the mosquito bite
blossoms

(The Heron's Nest Volume VIII, Number 3: SeptemB2€06)

ice patch
the surprising strength
of mother's grip

(The Heron's Nest Volume VIII, Number 4: DecemI2§06)

halloween twilight
again this year my son waits
alone by the door

(1st Prize, Tokutomi Memorial Haiku Contest, 2006)
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first date
the little pile
of anchovies

(1st Place, Brady Award, Haiku Society of Ameri€9@)

mid-summer twilight
a child's hands cup the rain
over and over

(Special Prize, 2006 Hekinan Haiku Contest, Genliss

dwindling heat
a butterfly lengthens
the rosevine

(Hermitage, 2006)
park bench

an old man slips deeper
into his dream

(Hermitage, 2006)

unveiling i listen hard for spring rain

(Hermitage, 2006)

autumn rain --
mother turns her face
to the wall

Winner of Kukai 3 (December 2006)
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day off
the dog works the bald spot
in the rug

(frogpond XXX:1, 2006)

cherry blossoms
the tug tug tug
of baby's hand

(Highly Commended, 1st Annual Vancouver Cherry Btoa
Festival 2006)

morning mist
a bent back sweeps
yesterday's blossoms

(Highly Commended, 1st Annual Vancouver Cherry Btoa
Festival 2006)

from here
to there
mother's silence

(2nd Place, Penumbra 2006 Tallahassee Writers'chegm)

blizzard
the space between us
in the king size bed

(HM Penumbra 2006 Tallahassee Writers' Association)
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wet sand
an abandoned boat
in the galaxy

hospice window
a protruding fist
flicks ash

night nurse
| walk down a corridor
of her perfume

spring rain
the chameleon busy
being green

donation box
how quietly
the summer rain

first quiet hours
the dew-laden leaf
a little lower

summer rain
i stop to listen
to the lake




HAIKU 2006

our wisteria
flowering well
next door

impressive name
for a weed
i look again

From ELEGY and other poems:

Sitting in the park
Slicing a baguette in two -
We dine like royals

Family of ducks
Glides by, water surface
Broken by a trout

Lunch on mountaintop,
Lying back on our elbows -
Peaks spread before us

Quiet country road,
Fence rails and mailboxes mantled -
No sign of people

The world listening
In quiet meditation -
Seized by stillness

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin
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swan making her nest
places one straw at a time
ducks plosh in the lake

on my window ledge
from an overgrown garden
stolen honesty

seagull with a fish
soars upward over Dublin
from Moore Street market

dark crows scattering
quarreling away the day

nests atop dead trees

chilly autumn air
cats noses twitch - they can smell
cocoa on the hob

rocking in his chair
revisiting every age
now eight, playing ball

mother, childlike now,
sits alone in her neat room
waiting for Christmas
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blank glass buildings
drugged children stumble and fall
only cranes rising

empty holy well
its basin filled with dead leaves
workers pour cement

roof rafters an upturned ship
great beams firm against the gales
church built by sailors

hunched against the cold
cat sleeps... under her nose
moth rests on her paws

meadow halfway up
sheep graze above, below us
we lie on sheepshit

mother and daughter
grandmother's shawl warms them both
leaning together

where does it come from?
little spider keeps diving
off my computer

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin
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Terraced houses in the sun
each front door’s
a different colour

After mass
the priest kneels again
to lock the church door

Back home ~
at the front door, again
avoiding this snail

It had only one leg
the seagull

that woke me up

(Asia)

To a monkey
tied to a chain
I've nothing to give

Swordfish
for sale on the beach
one sword points at the sea

The stranger
who raised his hat to me:
bald as an egg
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(Chile)

In a China cup
that survived last night earthquake
| place my wedding ring

(Africa)

The post office clerk
places stones all over his papers
and puts the fan on full blast

This yellow headed lizard
staring at me
like I'm an alien!

(India)

With this big prawn
I'll take
my malaria tablet

(Japan)

Zen monk
blessing a baby:
two bald heads

To some moss
growing in clay pots | make
the promise to come back

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin
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Autumn sun
River as mirror
Walkable

Watercolour sun
Absorbs the grey tones
Of winter clouds.

Walking in the park,
Black clouds accessorise
The girl's pink shoes.

The blackbird’s eye
Targets autumn berries,
Shiny black and red.

The newly cut grass
Inhales the sycamore’s shadow,
Exhales spring.

Asleep on blue ground,
A white moon matches the snow.
There is no sound.

A waxing sun seals
The poet’s self-image
In blinding gold.

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin




HAIKU 2006

Milky Way ablaze -
sleeping
is a waste of stars

deep in this lake
the memory
of ancient moons

go doimhin sa loch seo
nua gacha éisc
sean gacha ré

after the storm
fog
creeping into sea shells

grey sunless day, still,
the light runs pink
through the pig's ear

as she walks away
the snowflakes
getting bigger and bigger

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin
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a little inn
with a swinging sign-board . . .
the evening chill

The Heron's Nest, Editor's Choice, September 2006

done for the day
my dad brings to supper
the smell of turned earth

The Heron's Nest, Editor's Choice, September 2006

having no thought
we've come to see them --
dogwoods in bloom

2nd Place, Harold G. Henderson Haiku Awards, 2006

starless night . . .
from the bar-room a love song
about red lips

The Heron's Nest, December 2006

April funeral --
the weeping mother neatens
her son's perfect hair

"Rites" in The Five-Hole Flute (MET Press, 2006)
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above the trees
a mountain has melted
into haze

"Portrait, Made at Greybull River" in The Five-Hdtute (MET
Press, 2006)

foggy rooftops . . .
a sense of the day
only in outline

Clouds Peak No. 2, Fall 2006

holiday weekend . . .
three floors of modern art
| can't remember

Clouds Peak No. 2, Fall 2006

eating a pear --
how small the seeds are
in this modern variety

Basho Haiku Festival 2006

with no kites in the sky
the wind
moves on

Clouds Peak No. 1, Summer 2006
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trilling robins --
out of low, rolling cloud
the ball of the sun

Modern Haiku 37.1, Winter-Spring 2006

where three drowned
the lake water
sparkles in the morning

Clouds Peak No. 1, Summer 2006

while busy
cutting my toenails,
the Buddha departed

Clouds Peak No. 1, Summer 2006

all there is
between heaven and earth --
towering clouds

Clouds Peak No. 1, Summer 2006

along letter . . .
honeysuckle in the window
and the enormous sea

Modern Haiku 37.3, Autumn 2006
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prayer ribbons
fluttering, fluttering
an autumn evening

Frogpond xxix:2, Spring-Summer 2006

not green itself
but a hint of it --
the slanting spring light

Roadrunner, V.4

traveling, too,
on a seat by the window --
green melons

Roadrunner, V.4

hearing the dog
drink from its bowl
| feel cooler

Frogpond xxix:1, Winter 2006

a nightstand clock
turned to the wall . . .
the sound of waves

Modern Haiku 37.2, Spring-Summer 2006
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a skein of geese -
warmth
on the hoe's handle

Winner of Kukai 1 (June 2006)

march winds -
daffodils, lightening
darkening

river flooded
the farmer crosses
on invisible stones

Winner of Kukai 2 (October 2006)

Barbed-Wire & Butterflies

Returning to the city after a spell in retreated¢eived a call for help from an old friend.
He was going away for five weeks and needed a dogen My duties were to be light

- feed and walk Ty in the morning, a longer walkerh returned from work. Some kind
of scotch terrier, he rejoiced when | rattled thad at dawn, spun with delight when |
returned at dusk. Nose-feasting and marking atyes@ner and post, he dragged me on
the outward leg, ambled on the return.

sweet the dust
just a few raindrops
and a thousand smells bloom
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But he can't hold his water indoors. Little yellp@ols everywhere. Luckily the floors
are tiled. We don't fall out over it. Except oneéhen | catch him cocking a leg at the
bedroom wardrobe!

For the longer evening walk, | take us both offlgeed along the canal bank and note
little things along the way, to give an accounirny friend on his return:

on a slack leash
me to the butterfly bush
he busy below

Descending the steps to the canal, a man sitsibptie way. He’s drinking from a
flagon. Gets unsteadily to his feet. “No hurake your time“. Is there just a hint of
condescension in my voice? Stepping past himape ¥ our fly is open”.

What better place for drinkers to congregate? @lthe water-margins, a thousand
empty cans and bottles bob in the wake of moordmehcoot. Their fluffy chicks zip this
way and that along the surface, until recalled myii@ent cheep-cheep. So tiny!

A sleeping form on the grassy bank stirs as weagmbr. Ty sniffs around him. My gaze
innocently takes in the large hole in the seati®plants, the scratching hand and fleshy
buttocks. He’s not an old man, ginger-haired, seddened.

On the far bank, a golden-stemmed Salix overhaniffiegvater brings to mind a poem:
bring to the willow

all the weeping of your heart
motherless chicks

The lead on again, we cross the bridge. By Lullggriberrace is a patch of highly
sniffable grass, which gives me time to read thalmelamppost. On it is a list of names
written in the one distinctive hand. | try to memae them but by the time we get home
I've forgotten. Next time. One by one.

Buddleia arches through the coiled barbed-wire Wwigieards the gable-end houses.
Butterfly bush - it grows everywhere, little shoatisevery crack and crevice, exuberantly
out of chimneys, at the feet of drainpipes, untergutters. Stop and sniff the air - its
mild scent is all-pervasive.

so few butterflies
suddenly there’s one
| hardly notice
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Though it will rain today, it's warm enough at érato walk outside in shirt-sleeves.
Flocks of pigeons own the side-streets. Amorowkswvith fanned tails and puffed
throats coo around indifferent hens. Poplar antbwiin the grounds of the maternity
hospital whisper in the dawn breeze. In the dgfireoms at this very moment, lungs
filled with fluid are sucking-in their first breathA ginger cat walks along the ridge-tiles
of number 5, stares at us and disappears. Hurglong in his nose-world, Ty ignores
them all.

Abruptly he changes direction, tries to make aibheeicross the main road. | drag him
back. Such a hangdog look! This must have beerobhis ways, a songline from his
dreamtime. Over we go.

High railings bar us from a vacant lot. It's agemf buddleia, self-seeded in the heaps
of broken brick, long arching stems of pale puffdever-heads, a dot of orange at the
centre of each tiny floret. Then | remember - thied to be a pub. His previous keeper’s
watering-hole maybe. | was here once, thoughargpleasure:

SO many souls
the length and breadth of tedl
combed and counted

The publican had kindly invited me upstairs whaeedgéd mother lived. “Leave me out
of it, I'm gone already”, she cackled. He compietiee census-forms in impeccable
copper-plate. We chatted briefly. He didn’t emeg my task - the warren of bedsits,
corridors and landings of suspicious flat-dwelleke bemoaned the blight caused by the
long-delayed road plans, and as we stand in theadyo imparts a secret - one of the
Liffey’s daughter-streams flows under his cellaiNo place on the census form for her:

tributary
into the vacant lot
a wishing coin

The riverbank is dense with alder and sloe, but teemes a break, and there she is -

a mountain trickle
now she carries all before her
anna plurabelle

The path is permanently muddied by the clear drip-of a tiny spring oozing from the
upper bank to join her.
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Here on these broad stretches, her circuitous gyuaimost complete, she gathers herself
and pauses before plunging over the weir, intactitdines of the city quays and the vast
sweep of the Bay, her banks bedecked with wildfi®werosebay willowherb...balsam
with its orchid-like pink flower and scarlet stetall, maidenly...

and at the next great bend, the steeples of Clzapetiome into view. What a sight for
pilgrim or plundering warrior! Seipeal Isult - ticbapel of Isolda. As we approach, the
angelus bell rings out for 6 o’clock, a mechanaatice but sweet-toned:

that rushing sound
high up in the poplars
shaking silver

Alas, the path is blocked. To reach the villagemest take to the busy road. We turn
back.

thistle-down

with each teasing breeze
in twos and threes
drifting upriver

The anglers are out. These solitary watchersaokdines, do they ever carry home a
trout for supper, a salmon to feast upon? Ydtthly sit, and still the waters of the
mirror-world drift by them. The heron watches wiltlem from a withered limb, but no
kingfisher to be seen, that rare thrill.

Plaintively a boy asks if | know of a good pladél knew, would I tell him?
| sit with Ty beside the great-branched poplar.t @itsight something big and fat

splashes. For long moments mesmeric ripples edeach one a leaf-world. In the
shade of a willow, a dash of silver smoothes tegtayreen

We walk on. A knot of teenage girls sits on thalhaat-calling to a youngster fishing
on the opposite side. He gives as good as he getbe middle of this fusillade of
sexual challenge and insult

back arching
out of the mirror
a fisher’'s dream

Time to pack. My friend returns this evening. Meoup the dog-hair, mop the little
pools of pee.




HAIKU 2006

heady scent
through the leaky skylight
butterfly bush

The back door is open, its peeling varnish and viklamdle, each nail-mark, illuminated
by the slanting sun. Ty lies in the doorway ak $trletch, cooling on the tiles. He lifts
his head, turns it from side to side, pausing a emrm each degree of inclination, the
better to listen. A faint breeze makes a baretggmible rustling in the tiny garden. In
the middle range, a child’s voice is just audibfainter still, the chiming of cathedral
bells. With great attentiveness he listens, te&eiching his head on the tiles, emits a
sigh. Not a word, eloguently spoken.

a buddha in the garden
puts out its horns to explore
the garden Buddha

A last walk. We head for the canal. He needsmyong, foraging ahead.

At the lamp-post | note the last name:
Louise Sheila Emer Sam Jade Tina Tasha
Butterflies of Lullymore.

Rock-pools at Skerries
the barnacles that never moved
in the sun-lit water

St Patrick’s island
Motionless across the sound
Vaguely of the past

A scoop in pebbles
The perfect camouflage for eggs
Exposed to the sky
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Unseen in foliage
a robin sings its heart out
on the first of May

Reflected yellow
The gorse overhanging a stream
In the month of May

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin

another cork pops -
between us and the town
red-windowed river boats

Chosen for the BHS Members’ Anthology 2006 (thetheght”)

“Postcards from Hollywood”

drying the pink
a small fan at my feet
- nail station

one hundred degrees
ice-cold lemonade
warm banana bread

Japanese Garden
a strong sweet scent
- we search for the flower
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Cha Cha Lounge
slumped over the counter
- the bartender

open-air screening
we pause the movie -
coyotes howling

Sequence published in the September 2006 issuglidi¢ Spirit”

around the corner
from the Dvorak museum
- a drummer practising

Commended in the Bulgarian Haiku Club’s internatiocompetition for
music-themed haiku (to be published in 2007)

yoga movement
chimney pots coming into view
disappearing

prize-winning poem
wagtails move in low arcs
towards the podium

Above 2 published in the December 2006 issue attiBISprit”

parched rose bushes
doing their best to bloom
this sunny afternoon
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vertical wooden sleepers
bound with chains & girders -
Holocaust memorial

ancient crater
deep in the desert
—the rising moon

poetry reading
my glass of water
carefully

on the fireplace

three days of rain - not a moment of sun or modorbeamists sop it up. no stars. clouds
dragging long chains across the bay, smudgingstaad.

but the woods jewelled, full of seasonal pondsr@awvb torrent of rain and meltwater
foaming like beer under the bridge, barrel aftetHy barrel-full, flowing so fast that it
cuts sluicing down through the grey clay of thet sakadow to the bright pebbles
beneath, slowly excavating the ribcage of a deer.

white froth like spittle flowing out of a rottenawn up log on the forest floor - a fungus
made of millions of tiny white threads streaming ofithe end grain. behind me, a frog
strums the slack elastic in its throat, a basagtitined so far down it is almost inaudible,
deep notes felt in the skin as much as the ears.

two slugs twisting
around each other
soaked in shared slime

MAINE JOURNAL (XXXIV)
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Morning mist
Sea and sky
Become one

Waking eyes
So warm the glow
On the lilac

Ancient gravestones
Under the Yew
Sparse grass in the light

Summer shower
Last magnolia petal
Drops on daisy buds

Cool morning light
On the wall
Still embers glow

Venus lone star
Nestles in the crescent
Moon

On my mother’s birthday
A haiku reading
Flood of memories

Some of these haiku were read during the
Evening organised in conjunction with Poetry Irelan
16 May 2006, Dublin
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1" " grew up in New York City and currently residegdlie Washington, DC
suburbs. While living in Japan in the 1990's, diseovered haiku. She has been writing
haiku ever since. Some of her poems can be fouAdNEW RESONANCE 2 Emerging
Voices in English-Language Haiku (Red Moon Press.)

Roberta was awarded the Grand Prize in the 10thamdakura International Haiku
Competition, Kumamoto, Japan.

# 19 has been writing haiku for about 10 years and wdew contests and
published 3 books.

i has lived all his life in Dublin. He has publishgdooks of Lyric poetry
and two books inspired by Haiku: Girl Through Myslow and Elegy.

He tries to live and write out of a philosophy bktunity of all creation, through the
interconnectedness of his True self with the ess@fothers and a focus on Being as
opposed to merely Having and Doing.

% was born in France but resides now in Ireland e currently works in
sports administration following previous works ateacher and free-lance translator. He
has a Masters of Translation (Philip Larkin Poefran La Sorbonne (Paris).

Gilles started writing haiku in the mid 1990’s whiea took a year's sabbatical to travel
around the world and published his first haiku ins&alia during this trip and has been
following the Haiku Way since then. He sees hai&k@aavay of life as each haiku unveils
something most of us had not noticed or felt, gt a moment we failed or did not
bother to experience or simply reveals, under tediht angle or a new perspective, a
truth we've known from the start and proves us yweoment and experience we go
through in our life is meaningful.

He is the editor of the international bilingual kaisite www.haikupsirit.org
(English and French). His haiku have been publishdginglish, French and Japanese in
various journals, including: Haiku Spirit (Irelandresence (UK); Blithe Spirit (UK);
Mushimegane (Japan); and the following internationathologies: HAIKU Sans
Frontiéres (Editions David, 1998. Canada); The NHaiku (Snapshot Press, 2002. UK);
Chevaucher la Lune (Editions David, 2002. Canadathologie du Haiku en France
(Aléas Editeur, 2003. France); World Haiku 2005 No.(Edited by World Haiku
Association, Nishida-shoten inc. Publisher, 20@f¢ah).

One of his haiku has won the Museum of Haiku Liien@ Award granted by The British
Haiku Society (Blithe Spirit, Journal of, VolumeNumber 4).

His first collection of haiku BECAUSE OF A SEAGULWas published by The Fishing
Cat Press in 2005 (availablevawww.haikupsirit.org).

27
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Born in Dublin in 1939, & 'S vocation as a poet was first expressed in verses
emerging during a visit to Venice in 1993.

TURNINGS, a first selection of his poems, was pahid in 1999. After a career spent
largely in Brussels, he returned to Dublin as g@ewiin 2001. One of his poems won the
2003 Francis Ledwidge Award and he was selecteckad work in the 2005 Poetry

Ireland Introductions Series. His keen visual apfation and good humour are never far
away and he is currently interested in the haikunfand in the relationships between
poetry and film images. A second selection of pp€h®99-2005) is being prepared for
publication.

A proponent of the "Liberated" haiku in English @nthe 1960s, and of subjective
realism in contemporary English-language tarika, " #!  ('s short poems,
haibun (a form of prose-poem), essays and reviawes,ead and studied worldwide.

While taking degrees in English and American Litera, Asian Studies, and Information
Sciences from Occidental College and the Univewit$outhern California, McClintock
was Assistant Editor of Haiku Highlights in thedat960s, Associate Editor of Modern
Haiku in the early 1970s, and edited Seer Ox: AcaeriSenryu Magazine and the
American Haiku Poets Series, 1972-1976. He cuyreéstianka editor for Simply Haiku,
and edits with commentary the "Tanka Cafe" coluran Ribbons: Tanka Society of
America Journal.

His collections of haiku, senryu, tanka, and relgp@etry include Light Run (Shiloh,
1971), Man With No Face (Shelters Press, 1974),a&geer Ox,1976), and Anthology
of Days (Backwoods Broadsides Chaplet Series No2@02). His work has been widely
anthologized, and is featured in each of the tleBgons of The Haiku Anthology, edited
by Cor van den Heuvel (Doubleday/Anchor, 1974; Sind& Schuster, 1986; W. W.
Norton, 1999).

The Tanka Anthology, which he edited with PameldleMiNess and Jim Kacian (Red
Moon Press, 2003), includes his groundbreakingrdthiction” to English-language
tanka. His mostrecent collection, Letters in TirBety Short Poems (Hermitage West,
2005), contains tanka and haiku.

Michael McClintock resides in California, altermagi his home between Fresno in the
central San Joaquin Valley, South Pasadena, anédhgsles, in California.

$ # ' ) #' is a retired stone-mason who fell in love with Koai- through
metaphysical readings - in the mid nineties aftarg of writing scots poetry.

He was awarded the museum of haiku literature avegrdlithe Spirit: no. 11/4 and
no.15/1. Some of his haiku have also appearedScodtish anthology: Atoms of Delight
and in the recent Haiku for Lovers anthology.

His haiku have been published in Blithe Spirit.
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His publications include:

The Eternal Wine - Tasting itself: HUB EDITION
Frost On The Hives: HUB EDITIONS

Leafdrifts ;HUB EDITIONS

PeeWee's Blues: JEKAL PUBLICATIONS
Being Spring: HUB EDITIONS

$* I # was born in 1947 in Dublin where he still lives.

In 1994 he created Haiku Spirit, the Irish JouwfaHaiku and related forms and was the
editor of HS until 1997.

His haiku express a quest for freedom among thedsyulifficulties, sorrows but also
joys of living in a capital and have been publisiedHundred Haiku (Iron Press, 1991)
and various journals such as Bare Bones, BlithatSPresence and Poetry Ireland.

He published a collection: WORDS ON THE WIND (hai&od short poems; Waning
Moon Press) in 1997

) * ! + # discovered haiku through a book of Basho’'s hailkanglated in
English in a library in Dublin.

Dermot lived in the UK and Spain but has sincerretd to Dublin and now lives in
Ferns, Co Wexford.

SMALL WORLD, his first collection of haiku, was wien by the author while residing
at St Aidan’s Monastery in Ferns and the inspirafar the poems comes from the life of
prayer in the monastery and the everyday life @abuntryside surrounding the town of
Ferns.

In an imperfect world, our consciousness of creaigonot always as clear as it might be.
One of the purposes of prayer is to enable us ¢orhe more aware of God, ourselves
and our world. In a state of perfect awarenessy#viey would be understood. Like
stepping stones across a stream, the haiku offeotahold in the flux of time, and a
pointer to God, the ultimate reality

#1 4+ became interested in haiku when she heard abisuiotim during
a Poetry Workshop facilitated by Irish poet Tonyriau

Since then she has started writing haiku and agrnvadorkshops, meetings, ginko and
events organised by
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Dubliner' " & +  &'# has published over one hundred haiku in variousnps
and e-zines including Haiku Spirit, Blithe Spiritchthe World Haiku Review.

Several of her poems have also been published,oardof them won the Listowel
Writers’ Week prize in 1999. Her first book, Doulitainbow, a joint collection of haiku
with Kim Richardson, will be launched in Novemb@038 by Alba Publishing.

Born in Surrey, England, in 1951, Kim Richardsorsvirstroduced to haiku in 1980. He
read Basho's 'Narrow Road to the Deep North' widagure, but never considered
writing haiku himself till a chance visit to Anamata Writers’ Retreat, West Cork, in
2000. Since then many haiku, and some haibun, foavel publication.

Kim is a member of the Redthread Haiku Sangha.

" ( M started writing haiku in Maine in the mid-90s aadow based in the UK.
He lived in the US from 1989-2001 where he had twbections of poetry published,
THE FARMHOUSE VOICES (Puckerbrush Press) and WATER ROOK HAND
(poems and images: Tatlin Books).

He also had poems published in magazines on bo#s sif the Atlantic. After stopping
writing haiku for a while, he has resumed this faamd does not intend to drop it this
time.

Since 2005, his haiku have been published in Peesdlithe Spirit, Haiku Scotland...

Mark is a painter, printer, and book artist, andreutly in the process of setting up a
poetry press, RAG & BONE.

, ! is aDubliner living in Sandycove with her two negers.
She works as a Homeopath.

Writing haiku deepens her efforts to live in themamt and be in a state of ‘beginners
mind’.
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