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Introduction

When andya asked me in | ate summer 2016 to se
did seem at times, whether I, wide -eyed and bushy-tailed, woul d in a million moons be
able to do it. Yet, here we are.

This first issue of cattails in 2017 is a tri
PeterB. It is also a testimony to the generosity and dedication of Mike Montreuil and

Ray Rasmussen, whodesigned the new cattails journal website that permits the readers

to read a PDF version of the journal, whether on screen or as a download. Also, there is

the unstinted hard work and passion of the editors, David Terelinck, Geethanjali Rajan,

Gautam Nadkarni and Kala Ramesh. For the first time, Kala has coaxed the poets in the

Youth Corner to try their hand at tanka and haibun. The artists, Rebecca Cragg, Cindy

Lommasson and Paresh Tiwari give the relaunched cattails its distinctive look.

Deep appreciation and gratitude to the UHTS team: Alan Summers, Neal Whitman,
lliyana Stoyanova, Marianna Monaco, Paresh Tiwari and Cindy Lom masson for their
unwavering support and encouragement.

It is with great sadness that we carry a tribute to Maya Lyubenova, who w as a regular
contributor to cattails.

Finally, sincere thanks to the poets who have supported us, and a warm welcome to
those, who have joined us, in this new phase.

Sonam Chhoki



In Memoriam Maya Lyubenova

(12 September 195@ 30 December 2016)

LS

Our dear friend Maya left this world after a long and hard battle with the big C. A beloved
mother and sister, a talented poet, translator and photographer, she will be missed not only in
the Bulgarian haiku community but worldwide.

Maya wrote poetry in both Bulgarian and English, and published free verse, visual poems,
haiku and haiga in various journal s, magazines and anthologies: Frogpond, The World Haiku
Review, Shamrock Haiku Journal, Moonset, Haigaonline, Sketchbook , A Hundred Gourds,
Under the Basho, Simply Haiku, Lynx, La Ville, Aha The Anthology, Naad Anunaad etc.

In 2009 she won the WHA Haiga Contest and was declared a Master Haiga Artist of the World

Hai ku Associati on. I n 2010 she published a biling
/IZR3yaaGeRO , 330> Publ i shing House, Bl agoevgrad, Bul
a rich collection of publications, photographs and haiga, her biggest legacy would have to be

her mentoring and her participatsoaBanetBenesaB8sh
Hai kud 1 nt o B uThigiacredibéemmoum of @kl ZDroved to be an invaluable

source of information for many Bulgarian writers 0 both beginners and more advanced in their

haiku journey.

So with this little tributewewo ul d | i ke thoy es,a yMadyGodo dand t hank you f
into your haiku universe!

lliyana Stoyanova and Maya's friends from the Shoshin haiku group



Haiku for Maya

¥yaeR @683agD0
3>dewab arRG3Rt.
cehs¥¥200yas

a handful of crumbs
after the snowstorm . . .
first tit

¢RedR dRadkeMinddvd

toodde s59oya €6802GDI
Y bosoeaga oafa
L Y3a ¥ R3YRaO

SO many birds
in the winter sky
all of them crows

L] doRaR |iahalieWar/ | |

eR3yaaeR 300t &
992 3ayRe ea3adReR
cehsvehesgo

flecks of blue
show me the way . . .
first steps

209dR ?Rya¥YR/ Tsenka Tsacheva

oby)rasa 300848 9hadzge
YR¥ReR 330y} 9as
saageadazxraReR

a lost blue bead. . .
the glass opposite me
untouched

OseaRoaeR BayeRoaYR/ Antoaneta Bogdanova



Yavoo oaidaeRda
f3hydoea €& docagae
9abRfradaposo

water mirror fi
the wrinkles on her face
unnoticeable

teRadR €R3}) vYa¥YR/ Stanka Par ushe

9aYR yaesdR
€680GoG6®RIRR 1
ceadagsgt gR

new brush
finally the bi rds
are flying

OasadoaR Togada¥YR/ Detelina Tiholova

rabdsRaa ¢ehaga
3dae¥YRs egadagR
9R ft+dR e€aea3)] eR

endless road
| follow the flight
of a white butterfly

Zaet OBGRoeR3aYR/ Petya Atanasova
d3Re @8R yarvroaRaeR
ageoaR dae)jadR 293d329
Y 300t &
end of the year
one icicle sparkles

in blue

LdoteR teetoa¥YR/Iliyana Stoyanova



e ReRYyR bYabeR
padRaoa 63)Jeoda bR
3f heYRaa

shooting star . . .
a wish hard
to come true

Odads ta38aY/ Al ex Kostov

ga3hs33 gRed}
obfr}J g¥YRsa ¥ a39tg
aR doaRdR

horror haiku
we burst out laugh ing
at the end

Oa0323dRYR LERYaYR/ Vessislava Savov

Yozade, ..Yo03ada
¥} 9 &6 dafraeva¥Yo d3oda
sane} shydRaeR

higher and higher . . .
the flapping of swan wings
through the mist

?3038028R ¢ZRoenR3o2e23/ Hristina Pandj a
>ds3an
2 9238YR9 30 R 3dae¥YRs
238 Ro0206a 3dae?
frost
| try to follow

the left traces

Oa323dRYR tRYaYR/ Vessislava Savova



eh3¥YaoaaR .26hdf R
*R99a aevoea 3eheRda
eo d] aRe6R

wooden ladder . . .
just one more step
to the moon

dbodaaR Oada¥YR/ Milena Vel eva

YoadoeR
es3ays3shyR sa rvRdhae
de®8 80 902 ¢etaeR30D0

blizzard
the embrace of the scarf
you gave me

06a3yRaR gqooa3xdR/ Gergana Yani ns

Yasao2eaa oaR 3aayR
obyabaRgR
bRdab

the snow veins
disappeared . . .
sunset

OascadoaR TogadaYR/ Detelina Tiholova

bYabeo YA doadVYoasa
Y d3RdReR 80
csaddaY®ReaYa

stars in the puddlesii
SO0 many worlds

at our feet

J]1e902dR ?30368aYR/Ljudmila Hristova



Y aadega aR yR3YRaR

radotae 30ty

bRYoaRy02 a63Rbas

in the ravends eye

the white snow
forever reflected

qY¥a3 ?2Roa¥/ Yavor Tsanev

LdotaR tegatoa¥YR/II|liyana
*o0poa tada
Ya>oydo ehegoyR Yoertas
dhos oafraga
snow field
all roads lead
to the sky
J]1eso2dR ?3923@6aYR/Ljudmil a

bosasa bes3sRy
eR3yaaecR 300t &

3Rbe3zhad¥YRe shydRagR

winter dusk
flecks of blue
scatter the mist

bRYshyRoaaAY t acad

Yyl YRo 366hoe doaea
e3> 920260

returning to Kotel i
| hear your steps
next to me

0a3yRaR qooaadR/ Gergana Yaninska

10

Stoyanova

stova
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eadde¥YR 90oya GYdaast
ceaeas3) eRaeR
...oR fraeod

so many flowers
the butterfly
.. .on athistle

dbR3 0t 0 dMadayGuanrgueva

909abjJ gR30 ¥ 3o0ayR
bRRdAYRs o&aya arvaR 3Yay
Y eRosae 8aR bRt

crocuses inthe snow
| light another candle

for Maya

ya32026R ?R30bRoaYR/ Zornitza

Har i

Zanova
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on the island
where seabirds summeri
prison walls

Barnabas |. Adelekbligeria

a charred martyrii
the scarecrow after the passing
of forest fire

Adjei AgyeiBaah Ghana

colloquio a scuolan
sembrano piu profonde
le impronte sulla neve

meeting the teacherdi
footprints in the snow
seem deeper

Elisa Allo, Italy/ Switzerland

a breakaway cloudni
the muster of sheep
on the hilltop

Gavin Austin, Australia
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coming of age
at juvenile hall
plum blossoms

Johnny BaranskiUSA (EC)

sweeping the dojo . . .
the silent bell
of sensei's hakama

Sheila K. Barksdal&ngland

first snowfall
after his memorial
the sound of crows

Gabriel BatedJSA

mirno vele
u zaljevu usidren
srebrn mjesec

still evening
in the bay anchored
silver moon

Dubravka Bori¢Croatia A
Translated into English bip.V. Ro h i |
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evening deepens . . .
a flight of curlews
stirs the sky

Adrian Bouter Netherlands

equinox
.. .the sun
rolls over

Helen BuckinghamEngland

warm flannel pocket i
the candy corn colors
of autumn

Anna CatesUSA

almond blossom
the stillness
after love

Paul Chamberd/Nales



17

cold snapii
my hurried greeting
doesn't sound like me

James ChessingSA

powr6t z morza i
ptak ze zgamanym
w sieci rybackiej

return from the seafh
a bird with a broken wing
in the fishing net

Marta ChocilowskaPoland

deserted beachi
seagulls redo
their footprints

Rosa ClemenBrazil

again and again
to the smallest leaf
a zebra longwing

Bill Cooper USA

skrzydgem
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harbor huesi
dusk in the bellies
of dead fish

Lamart CooperUSA

Shirazi wine fi
the deep red hats
of whirling dervishes

Angelee Deodhamdia

minus forty i
even the clouds
refuse to move

Edward Deway Canada

inky hills i
the sky still colouring -in
a sunset

Jan DobbAustralia



19

buio mattino i
una pioggia sottile
cammina con me

dark morning f
a fine drizzle
walking with me

Anna Maria DomburgSancristoforp
Netherlands

will this be the year
| stop counting them . . .
autumn stars

Rebecca DrouilhgtUSA (EC)

a polar bear
swims in search of icef
New Year's 2017

Garry Eaton Canada

hill path fi
a cow leads her calf
into clouds

Jeffrey FerrardJSA
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incorniciata
dal vento la luna
di un gabbiano

framed
by the wind
a seagull moon

Lucia Fontanaltaly

still bustling
with noisy goldeneye fi
disused jetty

Tim Gardiner UK (EC)

blowing
in all directions . . .
east wind

Pat GeyerUSA

gazza ladra
nel suo becco
un pezzo della mia vita

magpien
one part of my life
in its beak

Eufemia Grif6, Italy
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jewelling
the mountain path ii
glints of mica

Simon HansonAustralia

desertsong . ..
the wildflowers
in my head

C.R. HarperUSA

whispers
from the old marsh
winter reeds

John HawkheadUK

dry petals
of a cyclamenfi
her odd uniform

David He China
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Long Night Moon fi
| unclasp
my necklace of pearls

Ruth Holzer USA

sharing news
around banksia blossoms
lorikeets

Marilyn Humbert, Australia

All Souls' Day
grandpa shows me
his dad's grave

Vishnu P Kapoorindia

breakfast granolafi
sorting through superfoods
black-capped chickadee

David J Kelly Ireland
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frail apple tree
the closest thing we have
to a scarecrow

Nicholas KlacsanzkyJkraine

pomi inflori "Hi
retutéz data nakierii
pe cripta mea

blooming treesfi
repainting my birth date
on the gravestone

Lavana KrayRomania

twilight A
a part of me too
with the honking geese

Jill Lange USA

winter dawn i
the scarlet firethorn
huddles closer

Eva LimbachGermany(EC)
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prelude to spring
the first robin

Joyce JoslihorensonUSA

floating world . . .
this childhood ri ver
of summer stars

Chenou Liu, Canada

a hummer Gis wings
the softer sounds of your words
fluttering in my ear

Cyndi Lloyd USA

scattered snowflakesf
here in a breath
gone in a breath

Eric LohmanUSA

cold moonii
moss covers his name
on the gravestone

Martha Magenta England
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ripples.. ..
under the lily pad
a turtleds breath

Ann Magyar, USA

last stanza
open to interpretation
the butterfly

Susan MallernegJSA

church archways
whispering with swallows
spring vespers

Marietta McGregor Australia

laying her head
on the fresh snow
January moon

Andy McLellan UK

farm pond i
the way the heron
fills it

Ben MoellerGag USA
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riding a wave
of buffalo grass
the killdeer's call

Ken Olson USA

February thaw
the tinkling chimes
of falling icicles

Dottie Piet USA

homeward bound
silently ploughing the dusk
two corvine birds

Madhuri Pillai, Australia

moonwater . . .
the shadows of reeds
teasing dawn

Sandi Pray USA
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pumpkin fest i
the village full
of sunsets

Anthony Q. RabangPhilippines

poderane cipelefi
mal o svjeheg zraka
na vrulem asfaltu

torn shoesi
some fresh air
on hot asphalt

Ljubomir ReEmatiav anlevic
Translatednto English byD.V.Roh i |

Buson's Dayri
the kettle's whistle
becomes bird song

Bryan Rickert USA

autumn dusk
mot herds t ea
in a cracked cup

Edward J. RiellyUSA


http://d.v.ro/

fading traces
of the way I've come . ..
autumn dew

Aron Rothstein USA

in remission A
a heron spreads
the stars

Cynthia RoweAustralia

svjehfisnijeg
svraka stigla prva
na igraligte

fresh snowii
magpie first
at the playground

StjepaGrodla hi | i
Translated intcenglish byD.V. Rah i |

snahan vjetar
on susjedovu hrastu
moje rublje

a strong wind
on the neighbor's oak
my laundry

Djurdja VukelicRdh i (EC)
Croatia

29
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snow flurries . . .
the last race
of carousel horses

Tom SacramonaJSA (EC)

long after
| let the branch gori
lilacs

Agnes Eva SaviGiUSA

prognosis
on the first warm day
spotting a robin

Adelaide B. ShanWwJSA

in the end
only you and | remain A
winter moon

Christina Sng Singapore

the curve
of an avocet's hill . . .
sickle moon

Debbie StrangeCanadaEC)



31

snow-filled nest
the depth of silence
before spring

Rachel SutcliffelUK

icy night . . .
on father's birth certificate
a swastika

Dietmar TauchnerAustria (EC)

icy moonii
an unknown abruptness
in your voice

Barbara A. TaylarAustralia

her ankles . . .
a path into mist's
endlessness

Hansha TekiNew Zealand EC)
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autumnsong . . .
the shadows hidden
in minor chords

Angela Terry USA

pierwsza wspolna noc
cicho spadajn
pgat ki dzikiej wiTni

first night together
silently falling
wild cherry 's petals

Zuzanna TruchlewskaPoland

sol stizidg ddédinverno
guel calore nella tua voce
che non sento piu

winter solsticef
the warmth in your voice
| no longer hear

Maria Laura Valenteltaly
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spring peeper . ..
the hermit opens
a window

Julie Warthey USA

in the middle
of meditation i
two blossoms fall

Neal Whitman USA

thin ice on the pond
how close | am
to breaking

Scott WiggermanUSA

cemetery footpath
the colors of autumn
trod black

Robert Witmer Japan

forest wind i
the squeal of branches
thrust together

Quendryth Young Australia



Editor Us s (E®@)o Haike

My gratitude to all the poets who sent in haiku submissions to this issue of cattails. We
received a phenomenal number of poems. | chos the haiku that stood out for me over
several readings. It has been an enjoyable and enriching experience. It was daunting
taskt o make t he Bfomthaku & suchGimeaualtyel have commented on
a delightful few.

Geethanjali Rajan

her ankles . . .
a path into mist's
endlessness

Hansha TekiNew Zealand

Hansha Teki 6s beauti ful hai ku catches t
first line and holds it as a lingering image with the use of ellipsis.

her ankles . ..

Where could this be leading? The poet leads us onto a path and the haiku effortlessly

moves forward into the mist and beyond.
leaves the reader with endless opportunities to interpret the poem in myriad ways. An

open haiku with ample space for the reader to step in. Is it the mist of spring or is it the
mist of autumn? Again, it is left to us, the readers.

still bustling
with noisy goldeneye i
disused jetty

Tim Gardiner UK

34
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The haiku which starts with an emotion of activity, bustles with life and then, quietens
to an image of stillness in a disused jetty. The poet effortlessly juxtaposes nature and
human life without mentioning the latter. In what could be a simple observ ation of life
at a disused jetty, lies a commentary of how human beings move away from and
maybe, even abandon things that are no more of use; but not so, the noisy goldeneye.
The movement from activity to disuse triggers an emotion of quiet/loneliness (sa bishii)
in the reader.

coming of age
at juvenile hall
plum blossoms

Johnny BaranskiUSA

This spring haiku with plum blossoms is a beautifully written haiku. Layered well, the
haiku could be a happy haiku, but is it? A gentle im age of spring juxtaposed with
juvenile hall leaves the reader delving deeper and reading the haiku again. Could it be
the observation of a person at a distance or is it the observation of someone deep within
the system? The spring kigo in the last line cauld mean hope and a celebration of life.
But yet, it leaves us with a lingering sense of the unknown. A very well written haiku
balancing images and emaotions.

will this be the year
| stop counting them . . .
autumn stars

RebeccBrouilhet, USA

A deeply personal moment is shared by the poet with a haiku that starts with a

guestion and ends with a concrete image. Very poignant is the question that implies

6how much |l ongerdd. The beauty of teman hai ku i s
unanswered, as is the case with most of our existential doubts and queries. The poet too

may be aware of it but nonetheless, asks the question on behalf of the reader. The use

35



of the ellipsis to hold the question in our minds a little longer is skil ful. It is difficult to
pass by the beauty and melancholy of the final image & the night sky in Autumn.

winter dawn A
the scarlet firethorn
huddles closer

Eva LimbachGermany

On a cold winter dawn, all one would want is some co mfort by huddling close to a
source of warmth. The poet skilfully speaks through the scarlet firethorn that seems to
huddle closer on a winter morning. A beautiful image that would find a great deal of
resonance with the reader.

snow flurries . . .
the last race
of carousel horses

Tom SacramondJSA

This haiku, set in winter, talks of the last race, an end. The winter kigo is by itself
beautiful 8 snow flurries. The second line leads us to the last of the race and the final
line provides the surprise d of carousel horses! Two concrete images, juxtaposed to give
us a delightful haiku, open -ended enough to let us ponder and wonder why it is the last
race.

36



the curve
of an avocet
sickle moon

s bill e

Debbie StrangeCanada

Avocets are from the genus Recurvirostra, mea
striking waders can be distinguished easily by their bills. The poet juxtaposes the
beauti ful i mage of the wupwar dckiemoondskifiil an avo

use of two concrete images to create an unusual association in the mind of the reader.

snahan vjetar
on susjedovu hrastu
moje rublje

a strong wind
on the neighbor's oak
my laundry

Djurdja VukelicRdh i |
Croatia

In times when haiku is melancholy, sad and very deep in meaning, this haiku brings a

smile in its childlike observation of oneds |
thinking of her laundry when there is a strong wind observed on herneighb our 6 s oak ?
Either way, the strength of this haiku is the lightness of the observation.

icy night . . .
on father's birth certificate
a swastika

Dietmar TauchnerAustria

37



On an icy night, the po e ttficdte. She last veord $eavhsithe
reader feeling the shock of the poet. The poem itself is written in a way that links the
swastika back to the first line. This haiku builds on the power of symbolism to create
the reader response. And the response is nofust an emotion; one feels the chill of the
icy night!

38
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now a celebrity
everyone in the neighbourhood
calls me brother

Barnabas Adeleke, Nigeria

office flirt
the added benefit
of working in pai rs

Kwaku Feni Adow, Ghana

top honoursii
my name under
someoneds haiku

Adjei AgyeiBaah, Ghana

waiting room
together we knit
our brows

Debbi Antebi, UK
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writing class
students hide behind
pronouns

Debbi Antebi, UK

airport coffee
she leavesbehind
a scarlet kiss

hospital ward
the levelling quality
of backless gowns

Gavin Austin, Australia

old sitcoms
| cringe at the laughter
of dead people

Gabriel Bates, USA

diabetic
now my toothless grandpa
brushes twice a day

Rohan Kevin Broachndia



road closures
swapping breakup stories
with the Uber driver

Lamart Cooper, USA

spring vacation
all the children indoors
playing school

expressway flirt
the old mands turn | ight
winking...winking

Patricia Daharsh, USA

moonlight
he croons to me
out of tune

Charlotte Digregorio, USA
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baby asleep
at last the coffeemaker
gurgles awake

collecting acorns
my grandson declares
his big ambitions

Jan Dobb, Australia

whipped cream

my diet plan goes down
in a mouthful

going in circles i know the world is round

Shivapriya Ganapathy, India

co-worker
her desk
too orderly

Bernard Gieske, USA
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sports bar
everybodyds
a player

neither a skater
they fall

for each other

LeRoy Gorma, Canada

Diwali lamps
burn out long before
the gambling ends

Rohini Gupta, India

old sweater
so many holes left
now heds gone

Hazel Hall, Australia



seaside cafe
photos of fish
that didnodot get

Simon Hanson, Australia

border control i
for the old lady
a full body search

a single stake
on the lakeshoref
stumbling over it

Ruth Holzer, USA(EC)

jogger passes me
on the path
again

Terrie Jacks, USA

daughterds recital
| dance
on the tips of her toes

Phyllis Lee, USA

46
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my sore fingerf
suddenly everything
is in its way

Michael H Lester, USA

bubbles of spit
frothing from his mouth...
divorce talk

gala dinner
the new mayor talks
of the have-nots

Chenou Liu, Canadd4EC)

geometry class
...and the angle at which
our eyes meet

wad of notes...
| grandly drop a coin
in the donation box

Vandana Parashar, India

47



dirty fingernails
my car mechanic washes
the windshield

February thaw
my ex sends me
a valentine

Dottie Piet, USA(EC)

local council election
the doorbell rings
more than usual

long distance dispute
the email inbox
clogged up

Madhuri Pillai, Australia

2 AM
my son and | meet
in the kitchen

Djurdja Vukelic Rozic, Croatia
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family reunion
the widest smile
the counsel

chain saw
the strident wail
of falling trees

Brijesh Raj, India

loud bar
repeating my order
she whispers in my ear

her tank top
we go to bed
making war

Tom Sacramona, USA

turning fifty
the depth of her smile
in smile lines

Srinivasa Rao Sambangi, India

or

~

0S
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a new pain
helping me forget
the old one

rained out vacation
seeing all the sights
in the hotel

Adelaide BShaw, USA

disasters
never imagined before
insurance man

the comfort
of being alone
together

Nancy Shires, USA

solid results
a month of laxatives
fail

Barbara A Taylor, Australia



origami class
the beautiful folds
of our elders

old documents
the things we forgot
we knew

Debbie Strange, Canada

high school reunion
everyone wearing
rose tinted glasses

family reunion
we wear our best
fake smiles

Rachel Sutcliffe, UK

a better mousetrapii
the cheese
a triple -cream brie

Angela Terry, USA

51
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to first class
from the back of the plane
bananas on a tray

carefully planned wedding off without a hitch

Julie Warther, USA

too much Christmas cheer
| labour to unwrap
another resolution

Robert Witmer, Japan

sick spouse
the roller coaster
of role-changing

Quendryth Young, Australia



Editor Us (E®@)o Benrgus

February thaw
my ex sends me
a valentine

Dottie Piet, USA

Despite the presence of 2 kigo [seasonal references] iniddé Febr uary t hawd and
Valentine 8this poem is a senryu in its sensibility. It is not enough that the poem deals

with human beings, for so do a large number of haiku. Here the focus or focal point is

the valentine which is a human invention, not part of the natural world.

An ex who has beenout of her life returns by way of a Valentine: an act that would

otherwise have been considered as worthy of ridicule, has been treated with kindness

and humour. How silly and yet how warm and human! As | see it, this poem is a

parody on a certain stereotype haiku dealing
poem special.

This senryu is one that s tememberediong aftetiwardsr eader 0
whenever thaw or Valentine is mentioned, with a quiet chuckle.

gala dinner
the new mayor talks
of the have-nots

Chenou Liu, Canada

53



The poem first gives the setting, a gala dinner, presumablytocelebor at e t he
appointment. Against this setting the mayor talks about the have -nots even as he quaffs
champagne and stuffs his mouth with caviar. The irony of the situation makes one boll
with indignation and smile at the same time. The poet has phrased the poem extremely
well, painting the picture and leaving it to the reader to judge or conclude as he/she

will, without in any way being judgemental himself.

a single stake
on the lakeshoref
stumbling over it

Ruth Holzer USA

This poem made me laugh out loud and small wonder: how utterly, utterly human to
stumble over the only stake at the lakeshore!!

Once again, this senryu makes no judgement at all by itself; the judgement or response
arises in the espliiyans économyrofdverds uded in the phrasing
makes for a very effective senryu; nothing has been overstated or overdone. As if to say,
this is the situation as | saw it folks, make of it what you will. The technique of showing
without telling, mu ch touted in the world of haiku, is equally effective in senryu, and

this poem is a very sound example of it. A word more, or a word less, could have
destroyed the fabric of the poem or at least reduced its effectiveness and impact.

Gautam Nadkarni
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Section 3 TANKA



