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Travelling South – Winter Haikus
Preface


A true haiku usually alludes to its season, but, all these haikus relate to Winter; albeit as experienced in the Northern Hemisphere, so this element has often been omitted. Furthermore, a number of these ‘haikus’ are essentially descriptions written to convey the cultural nature of the landscape or cityscape being invoked. (0)

‘Travelling South’ alludes to the fact that we travelled southward in Japan. That my trip then moved to Korea and thence Hong Kong. Furthermore, ‘south’ alludes to the fact that home in Australia is also this southern pole, the final objective of my travels. That ‘travelling south’, then, also means going ‘home’ in whatever manner that might be defined. In haiku no.74, I suggest that this place, equally, could be France, namely Paris, as symbolized in having ‘a croissant (for breakfast)’. In this regard home is a more a place where we ‘feel at home’ even if travelling in a distant land… (1)

The word ‘travel’ or ‘traveller’ is also being held in contrast with the word ‘tourist’. A ‘traveller’ is a person who savours the landscape or cityscape they are travelling through rather than merely consuming the sights, and so on. These intrepid people try to be more aware of what they are engaging with, try to be more understanding even if we can only approach a relatively strange culture through the eyes of our own cultural inheritance. Still, we attempt to journey across this cultural mindscape as well and, in the process, engage with this different culture and its human representatives… attempt to make sense of both their worlds and our own worlds at the same time. ‘Worlds’ because we are already a product of many worlds. Through such engagement finding a degree of enrichment that must more escape the tourist even though they, too, cannot completely escape this need and desire for mutual understanding… (2)

Some of these poems are cryptic and/or philosophical in tenor… and have a center of gravity outside or beyond what is merely described. In Japan, e.g., I felt I had returned to the 1960’s, or so, as I found the healthy ‘thinness’ of the people there reminded me how New Zealanders and Australians, on average, once looked. I put this down to a diet of ‘fish and vegetables’ be that for breakfast, lunch and/or dinner. I also learnt that some of those vegetables were once in the Western diet. I also observed, on a number of occasions, that rice, as a frequent source of carbohydrates, was served near the end of the meal; where it was no longer so desired. We only learn through a study of others… and in this regard ‘travelling’ is to be preferred to mere ‘touring’. 

It is my hope that the reader of these simple poems might also feel they, too, are travelling to the exotic East, a distant land made just a little less incomprehensible, a little less open to misinterpretation… given that we must all live together on this same spaceship, namely, our planet Earth…. 



Noël Tointon, having written in both Leura and Sydney, 19.12.17.

Travelling South – Winter Haikus
Preparations for a Distant Trip

Details long thought out,

Journey already relived…

Before first few steps…. (1)

Nature of intent
Already enacted out,

Creatures of habit…. (2)

Singapore

Fronds and leaves dripping

In Botanical Gardens…

Closing umbrella…. (3)

On trains and hotels 

Signs forbid all durians…

They must love this fruit…. (4)

Like an aquarium…

Shipwreck pots encased in glass

As if in water…. (5)

Tall buildings must mean

Someone’s made lots of money…

Locals still work hard…. (6)

Upon busy street,

A brilliant butterfly is seen…

On a huge billboard…. (7)

Japan  

With train’s arrival,

The sound of happy music… 

Please enter… or leave…. (8)

Invoking nesting

Cuckoos at busy crossings…

What madness is this…? (9)

In ancient temple

Divine iterates one form,

Devils through diff’rence…. (10)


(Sanjusangen-do)
Grey, wary fish… looks

Like the edge of a boulder…

Slowly waves its tail…. (11)

Goldfish in sunlight…

Bobbing up and down… maples

Sailing with the breeze… (12)

In new Kyoto

Low buildings merely reflect
An old working town…. (13)

Garden without work

Is nature run amok, but,

Praise thoughtful violence…? (14)

Garden imagines 

The hilly landscape beyond…

With mountainous rocks…. (15)

A busy tourist;

Reading signage to temples…

Without visiting…. (16)


(Along the Philosopher’s Walk, Kyoto)
Small restaurants filled

With laughter… between mouthfuls…

Savoured sips of tea…. (17)

Such variety

In shape and taste… vegetables

And fish… repeated…. (18)
Saki bottle rows…

Thankfully, only one brand

Needs choosing… for now…. (19)

People like mushrooms…

Putting up their umbrellas

In the midnight rain…. (20)

An ancient temple

Under wraps, like a present,

A gift for tourists…. (21)
Lunch in hills above,

Hard to find monastery…

For travelling folk…. (22)

Real Japanese food

Can never be found within

Confines of one bowl…! (23)
Sturdy temple doors

Religiously shut at four…

Lest the monks escape…? (24)

A naked maple

Bejeweled in morning sunlight…

Tipped in frozen dew…. (25)

In Japan, China…

Find special cakes… with icing,

Tomatoes, parsley…. (26)

Elevated sites…

Sacred grounds intimated…

In climbing steep steps…. (27)

Sweeper swept the grounds,

The priest swept the inner shrine…
One echoes other…. (28)

Should the East meet West..?

Museum filled with Western art…

Great imitations…! (29)

Wake to sound of waves…

Upon a shore…not a dream…

Hotel on the beach.... (30)
Walk on fortress walls,

All else now raised to the ground,

The past ever traced…. (31)

Gossiping potters 

Work, joke… beside each other…

Forgetting their craft…. (32)

Traditional roof

Has come back to life again…

The thatch thick with weeds…. (33)

A world of desire, 

Ever in need - wooded hills 

Echo temple bells…. (34)
Enough paint remains 

To inspire both wonderment
And great sadness too…. (35)
See small Sung tea bowl…

In huge Japanese museum…

And meet enchantment…. (36)

In the ditch waving…

A thousand horse tails invoke…

A different past…. (37)
     (A type of weed seen in Japanese prints and paintings)
Tea master presents

Best aspect of bowl… but drink

Through another lip…. (38)

In setting sunlight…

The hands of Bodhisattva 

Seem to be outstretched…. (39)

They who wish to mend

A pot with golden lacquer…

Must love aged folk …? (40)
Ten thousand lit lamps,

On the temple avenue,

Spark a sea of smiles…. (41)

Hillsides left to trees…
No sheep eating grass… only 

Outlaws might be seen…? (42)
Going further south…
Bamboos compete with maples

And pines wanting snow…. (43)

Looking like plastic,

Perfect lidded lacquer bowl,

Now greatly admired…. (44)
In many toilets

Am surprised to find flowers…

But shocked when absent…. (45)

In power, a lord

Might love his castle… but stay…
Would be imprisoned…! (46)

Maples smouldering,

Clear blue skies without a breeze…

Gloves on icy hands…. (47)

Worn stone steps…  with moss…

Now lead nowhere, see no one…

After the earthquake…. (48)

Both pines and bamboos, 

Without discrimination,

Have slipped down the slopes…. (49)

Stars, snow, unicorns…

The airport decorations

Have loudly spoken…! (50)

Korea

So close… almost there…

Navigating the exits

At Seoul train station…. (51)

Precious celadons…

Forbidden to photograph…

Pricey catalogues…. (52)

Seek enlightenment…

How to find my way out from

This walled city park…? (53)
Sleek seals like to fish,

Whilst bears like to hunt… and fish…

Observe the diff’rence…. (54)

Not one upraised voice,

Respectful movement in crowd…

No wish for warfare…. (55)

Outstretched homeless man

On underpass step trying

To sleep… shivering…. (56)

A gate without wall,

In part rebuilt… like its roof

Above the entrance…. (57)
An identity

In what persists… noodles, chopsticks,

Soya sauce, pickles…! (58)
Such proof can be seen

Of moveable type… lamp-lit,

Magnifying glass… (59)
Escaped character…
Found embedded in the mud…
The rest melted down.… (60)

Smaller villages
Ignored by the motor way…

Must walk to bus stop…. (61)

A plot with a view…

Forlorn crop of hillside graves 

Watching the traffic…. (62)

When did it last rain?

A morning smog hardly counts…

Grey sky with promise…? (63)
Vegetables wrapped

In plastic… low green houses

Trap a fading sun…. (64)

Stark suburbs on stilts…

High rise apartments look like
Pencil-thin mushrooms…. (65)

Must have looked real tired..?
An old man gave me his seat…

On the subway train…. (66)
Wooden blocks signal

The intentions of the dead…

When restamped in ink…. (67)
(Haeinsa Temple)

Neglected temples

Eventually fade away…

Others – cursed by fire…. (68)

Such simple pleasures:

Eat a mid-afternoon lunch

On seat in the sun…. (69)

Maples now naked,

Dormant trees like skeletons,

Imagining Spring…. (70)

In time finding dust…

How many more dead now live

Upon these tombstones…. (71) 

Left before the dawn,

Return after sun has set…

Beneath same street lamps…. (72)

Universal drug..?

Signs for coffee everywhere…

Without prescription…! (73)

Bough dispensed in French…

With a croissant… now feeling 

At home… far away…. (74)

My world in a pack…

Catalogued in plastic bags…

Must represent me…? (75)

Hong Kong

On inky harbour

Working ply a thousand craft…

As if swift painted… (76)

A perpetual clock…

The fishermen ever know

The eternal tides…. (77)

A street of antiques..?
Taxi drivers showing more…

Authenticity…. (78)

Hong Kong pollution…

Hard to believe it is all

Gobi desert dust…. (79)

Ad for Super City:

Free samples to taste – cheese with

Truffles, then dessert…. (80)

Defer to locals…

They always know where to eat…

Find better value…. (81)

Beyond the glass case,

Somewhere lies a naked corpse,

Its clothes on display…. (82)

A bronze horse in gilt

Much admired… but, overlooked,

A simple Sung pot…. (83)

No rain and no sweat…

Season and savour… enjoy 

Soup already poured…. (84)

On sunlit pavement

Slices of fruit daily dried…

Spiced with city life…. (85)

Such perversity…

The smallest of fine wine cups

Versus huge tea bowls…? (86)

Saw small jades well-worked
With simple tools; in status
Still sought, fought after…. (87)

Our human nature

Like a soft rock poorly carved…

Often losing shape…. (88)

Transplanted orchids,

On trees have survived the storm…

Strong emblems of home…. (89)

Against setting sun

Shadow of a landing plane

Seen between the ads…. (90)

Blue Mountains

Small cracks in the clouds,

Distillations of sunlight…

Like scattered poems…. (91)

Planting some cuttings…
Then pull out a few weeds and
Water this garden…. (92)

A slow setting sun,

Fast portends our final fate…

That day forgotten…. (93)

Footsteps on the sand,

Not yet completely wiped out…

Just, more or less, lost…. (94)

How unreal out thoughts…

My hand is seen before me,

But, our ventures fade…. (95)

Even dreams present

Themselves with a greater life…

Than recollections…. (96)

Drink coffee, now tea…
To stay awake… a mission…

Ever doomed to fail…. (97)

Falling into bed… 

And out… rewriting haikus…
Relived in memory…. (98)
Correcting pages,

The computer screen goes black,

World without design…. (99)

Now ending the day,
Having fallen fast asleep,
With my pen in hand…. (100)



In Sydney and Leura, Noël Tointon, 18 December 2017. 
