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K4 : Chen-ouliu (Fzv 49 Vy) HFH

light of dawn
a tai chi master
pushes the silence
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This poem was a top choice for all three judges. The poet has captured the very essence of the tai
chi master’s movements; the push and pull of the body’s energy is at the core of this art. Because
the haiku is set at dawn, a reader perceives that the light is (also) just beginning to push its way into
day. Here we can see the master’s gentle and precise movements, bringing light to his or her
students and making even the silence palpable. This is a finely seen and deftly presented moment.
—Terry Ann Carter
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K4 : Shirley Johnson (W)=« Vv av)y) A

beyond mountains
more mountains—
winter moon
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This poem’s repeated “m” and “n” sounds give the image a lyrical compactness. We can picture the
poet at the top of a mountain ridge, reveling in the moonlit scenery beyond his or her vantage point.
—Miichael Dylan Welch
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K4 - Mohammad Azim Khan  (bhW=h « 7V L« =) RF AKX

puppeteer
carefully unfolds his puppets
from a tin box
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This haiku is about a street performer, reminiscent of Japanese Bunraku puppet theater. Street
performers are rarely the subject for haiku, but this experiment is successful. The puppeteer’s
tenderness for his puppets is clear when the poet nicely uses the word “carefully.” —Toru Kiuchi
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K4 : Debbie Strange (7t =+ AbvT) HFH

snowmelt

the wild crocuses
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Crocuses often push through snow as a sure sign of spring. Here the passing of one season is paired
with the passing of a friend or family member, or perhaps that person is just absent. Either way, we
can enjoy the moment and its evocation of someone who is not present. —Michael Dylan Welch
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airport goodbye . . .
the distant sound
of wild geese
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There is no apparent relationship between goodbye at the airport and wild geese quacking.
However, the distant sound of wild geese quietly suggests Matsuo Basho’s well-known haiku, “After
dark at the sea, / the quacking of a goose / is faintly white” [umi kurete kamo no koe honoka ni
shiroshi]. When one bids farewell to your lover or family members at the airport, he/she gently
listens to the voice of geese, thinking of the past and future. This haiku is a good example of the
perfect and successful juxtaposition. —Toru Kiuchi
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K4 : Kath Abela Wilson (%A « 7™ 7 « y)v) 7 AU D

the deer’s mouth
shaped like a kiss
cherry blossom
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Finely juxtaposed images of the deer’s mouth rounded in the shape of a kiss, and the tenderness of
a cherry blossom, give this poem a whimsical flare. The gentle pink of the inner mouth also echoes
the pink of the cherry blossom. The haiku lets me see cherry blossoms in a new way. —Terry Ann
Carter
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K4 /N Fik AR

twilight
two male deer
fight with hornless heads
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This small poem conjures up legendary sagas of males fighting against one another for a female.
Twilight adds another dimension: getting dark, begetting conquest. Are these adolescents? No
matter. The most common deer without horns live in Central Asia. In my country, Canada, most
male deer have antlers. But this is an age-old story, without cultural boundaries. Strongly noted. —
Terry Ann Carter
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K4 . Taofeek Ayeyemi  (J174=) « 7424z3) FTA V= U 7T

Election Day . ..

the callused fingers

of a farmer
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We can easily imagine that those callused fingers are about to cast a vote. We can admire the
farmer’s hard work, symbolized by those callused fingers, yet also recognize the farmer’s
commitment to civic duty. The sharp focus on the calluses helps us to see the character of the
farmer. —Michael Dylan Welch
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K4 @ Natalia Kuznetsova  (FA)7 « b2 0477 7) w7

lost in dreams . ..
a girl in the wheelchair
folding cranes
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The appearance of a wheelchair in a haiku (or any poem) translates into physical challenge. | am
moved by the poet's ability to capture a moment where this challenge is not precluding the ability

to make something beautiful —something like a folded crane. And what are those dreams about? |
enjoy the mystery of this poem. —Terry Ann Carter
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X4 : Nikolay Grankin (=271 = /" 7/%/) w o7

mountain village
the cemetery a little higher
than the church
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The poet is looking up at an unusual village high in the mountains. The cemetery next to the church
is in a little higher place. The small difference between an ordinary church and a church in the
mountain gives a touch of poetry to this haiku. The poet is just right in choosing the church as
material for a poem. —Toru Kiuchi

Z ORIOEFITIETE O E13E S TLO Eob LEne 2AIZH L8 EZ R EFTnd, #
ROBCHHEZEMB D LmnE ZAHAICH D, HROHZ L IO EIZH HHE & DOEWVIZ L
ST, ZORICFHEDREENTVWDLDOTH D, FEPADOHRME L THSEZRATLLEZA
WCFHR D%, — AR




K4 : Billy Antonio (L™=« 7vi=t) 74 U BV

after the rain
the potholes fill
with sky
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Of course, the potholes filled with rain, not sky, while it was raining, but now that the rain has
stopped, those pothole puddles are now reflecting the sky, and I like to think that the sky must now
be blue. —Michael Dylan Welch
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K4 : kimunro (K = J «tvm-) B4

spring melt
a circle of bare earth
rings every tree
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“A circle of bare earth” is momentarily unclear and a little difficult to understand. Nevertheless, the
poet’s appeal to the wonder of spring does not fail to arouse some response in the reader’s breast.
The ringing of trees caused by the earth is easily perceived intuitively. —Toru Kiuchi
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K4 : Carl Seguiban (b= = 274N ) T A UL

spring rain—
the beggar finally
leaves his spot
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This poem helps readers empathize with the beggar who must be particularly desperate to continue
begging in the rain. But we see that even the beggar reaches the limits of his patience. Or perhaps
the beggar is quitting because the rain is also keeping away people that might give to him. This
suggests that the beggar unfortunately has a lot of experience with his humbling task. —Michael
Dylan Welch

oM EHT L, WE I w%#éAuA@%ﬁiéo%Zwéﬁékiﬁmﬁﬂwk
WERIT D Z LI EILMIETHDITENVY, LL, &Iz VT2 HIED
[RFUCEL TWDORDND, HDHWIE, ZOMCNET DA, NIk ThHaEE2T
<KD, BYOFTRYVDANLBRRLRDHDT, HELOIZDEAL D, TOHIE, ZOY
TZWEWIMMEEIIAEIZ O Z ORRN L ) L2 RLTWD, — ATV T 47
NNy

K4 : Martha Magenta (vt - v zvf) A F U R

cherry blossoms
an old man leans
on his cane
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Here we see a strong contrast between the youthful and energetic brightness of the blossoms and
the slow old man. And yet even the old man is pausing for a moment to savour the beauty of the
blossoms, as we all should, no matter our age. —Mlichael Dylan Welch
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K4 : Patrick Sweeney (M M)yJ - An4=—)  HA

first dandelion
youngest bedwetting brother
has died
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This haiku holds the memory of childhood—the way dandelion puffs are blown for good wishes, the
way sleep is sometimes interrupted by a wet bed. The child has grown and has now died. The haiku
is without sentimentality. In fact, | smiled when I first read it. Such a difficult task for the poet ... to
record a solemn moment with humour. Well done! —Terry Ann Carter
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K4 : MegArnot (77 = 7=)9b) A FUR

mother’s ashes
the mountain wind
on my hands
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Such a light touch in this poem, as though the wind (that has presumably scattered the ashes) is
now felt on the hands almost like a blown kiss from the mother who has died. This poem reaches
me in a very tender way. —Terry Ann Carter
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K4 : Marietta McGregor  (R)xy4 - <)) Vvir=) F—AKZ U7

time flows
around a heron
frost-tipped reeds
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The poet’s finding of the frosty tip of a reed is so delicate and wonderful that the reader stops at
the third line to go back to the first line, “time flows,” to ponder it again. Time then does not fly as
in the proverb but flows, running slowly, especially around a heron that breeds in the north in
summer and goes southward in winter. The reader can see the poet’s steady gaze at the reeds and
heron as well. —Toru Kiuchi
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K4 © Marietta McGregor  (R)zy} < =)0 vir—=) A—AKFZ U7

night-dark lake
drinking the last
of the moon
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When the moon disappears late at night by the lake, the shadow of the moon reflected on the
water surface becomes invisible after dark. The poet understandably and poetically interprets that
the lake swallows the moon. We see a little wonder in this interpretation. —Toru Kiuchi
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