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Finding Haiku in Taiwan

Cloudy Winter's day.
Still no rain these last few days.
Juicy mandarins... (1)
Small things, so thoughtful...
Upright urinal flushed first...
Finding harmony... (2)
Democracy grows.
All shapes and sizes to see,
Expressed through tower blocks.... (3)
A warm sunny day...
But the passing people
Seem dressed for Winter.... (4)
Such a hectic time…
Ended with a bath...perfect place
For philosophy....(5)
Treasures buried in tombs...
Now reburied in museums...
Lost ghosts gliding past.... (6)

Ten thousand horse-tails
And not a wild horse in sight...
The grasses sighing.... (7)
Roads edged with bushes,
Like tea plantation in rows
Between the cafes.... (8)
Potter's work is slow…
Mix and knead, fire, glaze, fire...
Hoping things don't crack.... (9)
Unlike the blossom
People are won't to admire
What might be recalled... (10)
Waiting each New Year...
A succession of old friends
As seasons return.... (11)
Good architecture
Creates the great impression
Of independence....(12)
Great architecture
Creates the good impression
Of conformity.... (13)
Status unfolds between
The hat and shoes... apartments 
Looking elegant.... (14)
Tidal rivers flow...
Time to head home...
Workers in a rush.... (15)
Coiling snakes above
The intersection... hissing
With the traffic.... (16)
Upon country roads...
Told discarded reptile skins...
Are left overnight.... (17)
What we do not see
Is best left unseen... perhaps
Also left unsaid...? (18)
Steep city hillsides
Imitating moss, lichen
Upon old stone walls.... (19)
 
A grey night-time smog
Signals an early evening...
Time warmly wrapped up... (20)
One leaf left behind...
Perfected imperfection...
Sweeper with straw broom.... (21)
Growing from the vase, 
See natural elegance
In flower arrangement.... (22)
These busy people
Have priority seating...
Motor bikes at lights.... (23)




I.e., at traffic lights.
As if jagged rock
Along the sides of rivers...
High-rise apartments.... (24)
Heading south, but not
Yet heading home... travelling
By bus... eyes shut.... (25)
Osmanthus in bloom...
Small beads of white car-light caught
Beside dark road....(26)
Fancy roof-tops...
More expensive apartments...
Dreaming of the East.... (27)
Tall Buddhas on road...
Wait to be sold... to temples
Or micro-gardens.... (28)
Ivy in the trees...
Bursting with purple flowers...
Such sweet hibiscus.... (29)
Retirement deserved...
An eight hundred year old pot...
Longing for jonquils.... (30)
To see anything
We must first travel... then stop...
At these wayside shops.... (31)
'Even the wealthy
Eat olives'... the poor person,
Too, gets to eat rice.... (32)
It is obvious 
What people wish to reject...
More what's found than lost.... (33)
A long banquet meal
Shared with friends who are known...
Not noisy strangers.... (34)
Known Chinese place names
Evocative, far away...
Now rendered as home.... (35)
Butterflies finding
Their own species to dance with...
All so natural.... (36)
Without politics
Is a hard ask... to be learnt...
But better... unlearnt..?! (37)
A wriggling worm...
Bus driver working his way
Along country lane....(38)
A small banzai pine
On the sawn off stump of tree...
New growth bursting forth.... (39)
World within a pot...
Water lilies and gold fish,
Blooms both young and old....(40)
Translation translated...
Minus the humour, nuance...
Like titles of books.... (41)
A simple gesture,
Even a sudden smile...
Can relate volumes.... (42)
Older buildings hide 
Amid the growth of new towns...
Yet old folk not shy.... (43)
An exciting world
Awakens... almost asleep
Whilst within the bus.... (44)
On concrete supports,
Power-lines on podiums...
Conducting themselves.... (45)
Island half travelled...
Not a single soldier seen,
Not one checkpoint passed.... (46)
This land could not be
China... rooftops more jagged
Than rugged mountains.... (47)
Paddy fields, towns, roads,
Dry fields, poles, small plots with trees...
Embraced by mountains.... (48)
Mountainous rivers
Then take a broader path...
Awash with boulders.... (49)
The horizon smudged...
Like an ink painting dry brushed
With a dusty smog.... (50)
Gaudy temples lift
The sombre landscape... surpassed 
By flowering trees.... (51)
In brilliant yellows,
Shocking reds and pinks... outdone
By the native trees...? (52)
Who's indigenous
These days... hopefully we all
Can be settled in...? (53)
That difference between
House and home... looking happy,
Finding some delight.... (54)
In a secret smile,
Beneath the surface... not just
A mere reflection.... (55)
Finding these haikus
Through the windows of the bus...
Beyond perception.... (56)
Confused by season...
Global warming, without rain...
See a Summer's day.... (57)
Dry rivers constrained
By concrete banks... clearly present
A diff'rent story.... (58)
Highways not too crowded...
High-rises and power-lines
Highlight new demands.... (59)
Last century Japanese
Fled... leaving behind, I guess,
Their style of toilet.... (60)
Visitors chatter
In cool, bamboo museum court...
Sweetly chirp the birds.... (61)
Remnant pink blossom
Signals Autumn... a few buds
Has Winter sign off.... (62)
I miss Winter's ice...
Realise I don't wish to trade
Tropical night for frost.... (63)
Pylons pagodas...
In lightening floating world...
Sharing the force.... (64)
What could be more free?
Turning on a simple switch...
Sudden empowerment.... (65)
Water stored in tanks,
Shiny and on the roof...
Recycled like rain.... (66)
Strategic palm trees
On the side of road painted
Like telephone poles... (67)
So close to the edge...
So hard to tell them apart...
Make no difference... (68)
Taking hairpins bend
Moving up mountain... but straight
Down, the downward view...! (69)
Village in valley...
Thankfully is ignored
By skilful driver.... (70)
But at very top
The view is lost... sleepy night
Now blankets the scene.... (71)
A lone mountain top
Says goodnight... barely hinting
How bright the next dawn...? (72)
How bus seems to fly
Upon a road barely seen...
Delays its landing.... (73)
At the end of road
A welcoming light waiting...
For night-time travellers.... (74)
Awaking early...
See 'special' mountain sunrise...
With good friends gathered.... (75)
Sad to see Winter
Recede... fresh green shoots replace
The falling blossom.... (76)
The silent bamboo
Is not yet heard creaking...
Go downhill slowly.... (77)
The tea plantation:
So much working together...
To make a lone cup.... (78)
The sound of crickets...
The master teaman reaches
For his mobile phone.... (79)
Tea-tasting reminds
Me of something else... only
So much can be done.... (80)
Gratefully working
With what we have... producing
Something different.... (81)
My camellias
Now looked at quite differently...
But will not be picked.... (82)
Winding down mountain...
What's worse than a passing bus...
Three buses on bend...! (83)
The tallest bamboo
At the bottom... the smallest
Flowers on summit.... (84)
Everything - it's place...
Ecological vandals too...
Like this dry river....  (85)
When heavy rains pour, 
Move forwards with caution please...
Waiting landslides sleep.... (86)
The fragrant mountain
Contained in a bag of tea… 
Modern miracle.... (87)
Some small flags waving...
A special occasion? No...
Just parking spaces.... (88)
The world is not flat...
Small, polychromatic shrines
House the local gods.... (89)
Rice seedlings in rows...
Like green gramophone records...
Too soon for stylus.... (90)
Orchid factory...
Industrial farm... our world...
Should take careful notes.... (91)
Shop signs in Chinese,
Brands in English... does not mean
People speak same way.... (92)
Tourist tsunami
Has yet to come... just Chinese...
Only travellers.... (93)
Island farm houses
Midst paddies fields... causeway roads...
No oxen to see.... (94)
Nondescript garage…
Ramshackled building... lifted
With potted Orchid.... (95)
Refined luxury...
Flowering plants, gentle music...
Marble toilet floor.... (96)
The waystation had
Six cake-shops... ran out of time
Just looking... looking.... (97)
Small provincial homes...
Tall blocks in the capital...
All else in between.... (98)
Wilderness rivers
Divide the city landscape…
Mountains integrate.... (99)
The flooding rivers
Integrate the urban scene...
While mountains defend... (100)
Sepia skies turn 
New towns into old photos...
A double illusion.... (101)
God cannot be seen...
But Ironic business sells
Glasses with same name.... (102)
A scarf of yellow
Gilds low-clipped hedge... golden flowers
Drop from tree above.... (103)
A few days in Winter...
A snapshot of local life...
What more can be said.... (104)
Between these short lines
Nothing to see here, move on...
Read no more into them.... (105)
Rewrite them please...
As you must... for what is read...
Is rewritten too...! (106)
The provincial tour
Has ended....from Capital... 
Leave as diplomats.... (107)
At airport re-see
The same orchids differently...
Making some progress....(108)
Some  Additional Miscellaneous Haiku

Korean Haiku
House keys in pocket…
Warm trousers and umbrella…
Half a world away.... (109)
Front door key is turned.

Back where I left; through widow...

See leaves still falling.... (110)
Sydney – Vivid Festival
Cold, Vivid Sydney;
Noise-drenched crowds dropping rubbish…
Disturb flying gulls.... (111)
Find, two blocks away,
A simple light-filled fountain…
Much more impressive.... (112)
