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Foreword 

I first met the extraordinary Dot Bryson in 

1998 at Dhanakosa while co-leading an 

introductory Buddhist retreat called 

'Creating the Freedom to Choose'. 

Braving her multiple allergies, phobias 

and disabilities she had struggled to get 

to Dhanakosa Retreat Centre in the 

beautiful Trossachs of Scotland and done 

her best to participate. After two days 

though she lost heart and felt like going 

home, another hope dashed. We had a 

talk. Here before me was a middle-aged 

woman from the Scottish border country, 

extremely thin and clearly stressed, 

hemmed in and weighed down by her 

many disabilities, mental and physical, 

but in her sky blue eyes, sunk in the 

shadows of that gaunt face, there shone 

an aspiration of uncommon purity. She 

longed to create a space in her restricted 

life, a space of freedom to choose, to 

express her love of beauty. She just 

needed a little encouragement. Well I 

offered to meet with her every day and as 

I encouraged so she blossomed. She 

was soon out photographing and 

delighting in what she saw. By the end of 

that first visit to Dhanakosa she felt 

rejuvenated and we had made a 

connection that was to last more than 

twenty many years. She came on several 

retreats at Dhanakosa before her 

condition became too severe.  But in 

those years she imbibed the basics of the 

Buddha's teaching and subsequently 

affiliated to the Triratna Buddhist 

Community as a 'mitra'. I stayed in touch 

and sometimes made the journey to the 

other side of Scotland where she was 

living, largely housebound and isolated, 

in a little flat in the town of Melrose.  Well 

Dot's courage and sincere aspiration 

soon touched the hearts of many friends 

and professional helpers and with their 

assistance she is now better housed and 

supported. Her life is still very restricted 

by disabilities but she continues to do her 

best to practise the simple kindnesses 

and sincere words that are central to 

Buddhist practice. She still meditates 

daily at her little shrine. And every day, 

no matter how her head is pounding or 

her guts smarting or her thoughts 

worrying, she manages to notice 

something of beauty and has sometimes 

captured and  immortalised that `haiku  

moment‘ in a simple verse. These jewel-

like moments she has carefully saved 

and now gathered for us to enjoy also. 

These verses have not emerged from a 

trained professional writer and no doubt 

literary critics could find faults and flaws.  

But if you reach beyond the letter and 

commune for a moment with the spirit of 

each verse, so hard won, you may 

glimpse the beauty she beheld. Some 

feature the old abbey, car park and 

passers-by she beheld from her window 

in Melrose. Others feature Loch Voil in 

Balquhidder Glen where Dhanakosa is 

situated. Verses, pictures, I commend 

them all to you.   

~ Smritiratna, Dhanakosa, May 2018 
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Preface  

I have no academic qualifications but I 

have always been interested in English 

language and words. 

I found myself on retreat at a difficult time 

in my life. Some of these difficulties are 

physical which limit my ability to read but 

while on retreat I discovered a book on 

Haiku by Chiyo-ni (a female Haiku 

Master).  Because my reading is 

extremely limited, I appreciate the 

essence of Haiku as it conveys so much 

in just a few words.  

Dorothy Britton in her Introduction to A 

Haiku Journey wrote “A seashell is a 

Japanese poem of seventeen syllables, 

small and formal in shape but containing 

an ocean of thought.”  I am not slavish to 

the five-seven-five 17-syllable form. If a 

Haiku comes to me it is so spontaneous 

it would hamper creative expression and 

inhibit the final outcome. 

While on retreat I met Smritiratna who 

was to become my spiritual teacher, 

mentor and friend.  He and the rest of the 

team at Dhanakosa (a Buddhist retreat 

centre near Balquhidder) took me under 

their wing. I felt very drawn to Buddhism, 

particularly the aspect of mindfulness 

practice and its application in daily life. 

Following the Buddhist path of 

mindfulness has been a slow process 

over many years and has heightened my 

awareness and appreciation of the 

seemingly mundane. I hope this is 

reflected in the Haiku I write. 

While on retreat I experienced a peak 
spiritual experience at the sight of 
dragonflies and their iridescent wings. 
This brought about a deep sense of 
connection with nature, the Balquhidder 
Glen and deepened my devotional 
practices in the shrine room.  

dragonflies levitate, wings 
akimbo shimmering in their beauty 
all is well 

I went on several retreats in six years 
when still able to travel and today I still 
feel sustained by the time I spent there. 

My interest in photography began in my 

early years. I think I inherited my father’s 

love of photography. I remember once 

reading  a quote in a magazine, “The 

shutter opens and closes to the beat of a 

butterfly’s wings and a split second is 

locked into eternity”.  This appealed to 

my sense of creativity. Dave and the 

local camera club encouraged me too. 

For many years I photographed urban 

landscape, people and abstract themes 

and in later years I discovered the joys of 

photographing nature, something I 

enjoyed sharing with my sister Kathy. 

Image making 
camera dissolving into my hands 
viewing Hellebore 

That came to me in a Haiku moment - 
while photographing flowers. In my 
experience, the image seen through a 
camera lens and the spontaneous arising 
of Haiku, are inseparable. 

I took photographs of my daughters 
Karen & Julie as they were growing up. 
My interest expanded and it felt important 
to improve photographic skills so there 
was a good record of their early years. I 
then moved on to other subjects and for 
a time provided images for greetings 
cards by the National Trust of Scotland. 

Dot Bryson, Melrose 
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it rains and it rains; 

shared moments of grace,  

how precious the Dharma 

 

umbrellas  aloft; 

flame-haired girls 

skipping with mother 

 

the wind gathers pace; 

a treasure hunt, toddlers 

squeal with delight 

 

growing louder, children 

shrieking, bubbles scatter 

far and wide 

 

the wind, barely 

a whisper; bees buzz 

gathering pollen 

 

wind chimes sway 

to the rising wind; 

sound of bubbles 

 

silent meditation … 

birds chatter 

in morning dew 

 

facing the sun, 

gently cupped hands 

free the butterfly 

 

this quiet mind 

sitting still 

full of haiku 

 

to Samye-Ling 

an open road, fields 

luscious green 

 

sun-dappled leaves; 

healing rays resting 

on my shoulders 

 

morning greetings, 

Holly, upturned belly, 

ready for play 

 

sun streaming through 

the window; on the table 

Buddha cards and mandala 

 

lazy listening; 

spirits dance 

to the music 

 

unseen rabbits; 

Holly stands 

in rapt attention 
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summer ends 

one by one 

falling leaves 

 

on a hoar frosted morn, 

engines sputter and start; 

how I love my duvet 

 

November’s icy grip 

remembering … 

autumn rainbows 

 

freezing fog; on their way 

to school, children 

slither and slide 

 

sun peeks through 

the abbey; in the freezing fog 

men gather leaves 

 

how evocative,  

music from China; 

winter’s first snowfall 

 

beneath snow laden skies;  

big rush, posting 

parcels for xmas 

 

softly the mantra 

plays; candle lit shadows 

dancing on Buddha 

 

seated on the floor 

sinking under the weight 

of feathers – what bliss! 

 

cirrus clouds fan the sky; 

spanning decades 

records on the floor 

 

babies chortle with 

delight;  teasing flowers 

in the breeze 

 

moonlight over the 

abbey;  on the turntable, 

a string quartet 

 

arc lights frame 

the abbey;  tonight 

the music, sublime 

 

motionless trees; 

a freezing mantle 

hangs over the abbey 

 

everywhere hoar laden 

frost, even the trees 

are white 
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evening of sacred music; 

vibrating motor, drat 

the washing machine 

 

winter’s snow covered landscape; 

a woman in red 

walking her dog 

 

rain arrives and snow disappears; 

the abbey flag 

limp and bedraggled 

 

time for sleep … 

how my eyes love inky 

black darkness 

 

last minute shoppers; 

in captivating flight 

seagulls swoop and soar 

 

burgeoning spring blossom; 

the camera 

lies redundant 

 

summer rains beat 

on the overhang,  

water drops and music 

 

morning delivery, 

comfy new chair 

posture perfect 

 

approaching summer, 

in  fading light 

dancing midges 

 

two surprise letters, 

spirits soar, reading, writing, 

blessings of haiku 

 

two tulips opening, 

closing, blackbirds 

digging for worms 

 

this still mind, 

flickering flame 

in candle wax 

 

a simple walk. 

looking left,  looking right, 

swathes of daffodils 

 

midsummer sun ... 

from a park bench, 

gentle murmurings 

 

New Year’s Day; 

the sun comes out, for 

meetings and greetings 
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a robin comes to 

visit – the early dawn 

bathed in silence 

 

on one leg, a crane 

stands at the river’s edge 

stepping stones 

 

wisps of smoke 

skyward: water flowing 

through crevasses 

 

in a secret woodland 

hiding, 

the mushrooms 

 

an orchestra playing 

ethereal visions of beauty 

exquisite joy 

 

joy of meeting 

- who speaks first? 

smiles pave the way 

 

in the quiet still 

of dawn; the trees 

give up their leaves 

 

church bells pealing, 

the birds  

silent 

 

a bird silhouetted 

against the sky 

cloud chasing 

 

trees bathed 

in golden light 

winter reflections 

 

beneath grey skies 

men removing rubbish 

no more summer 

 

trees thin out, 

leaves swirling 

to the ground 

 

the path like 

the river, winding, 

sound of water 

 

bathed in warmth 

from the rising sun – radiant, 

Loch Voil beckons 

 

hearing the chaffinch 

I smile to myself 

joyful meditation 

 



7 

 

leaves cling to trees 

the wasp struggles 

to stay alive 

 

a corrugated roof 

a hue of changing colour 

emanating times past 

 

reading, listening, Dharma 

teachings; soothing cold 

compress on my eyes 

 

jets scream across 

the loch, the pines 

bend in unison 

 

rain showers throughout 

the day: looking down 

tears on my notepad 

 

Priorwood Gardens,  

poppies resplendent in colour 

full of mind,  I sit 

 

sudden gust of wind, leaves 

swirl and rise; a carpet 

for tired feet 

 

rain lashing down  

saturates the grass; David 

and Claire kick the ball 

 

being creative 

sitting in a chair 

just being 

 

sitting, 

 just sitting, 

watching moonglow 

 

Pippa free from her 

cage; among my books 

a ladybird 

                     

I sit here gazing, 

light playing with nature … 

clouds tease the sun 

 

chill wind blowing 

one tree; one leaf 

still clinging 

 

a bank of low cloud 

follows the river; like 

a stream, flowing 

 

car park, place of 

greetings, fond farewells 

the tree bears witness 
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yellow leaves on trees 

falling, protect the abbey; 

our heritage, such history 

 

flock of birds fly 

through the dawn mist: 

how graceful 

 

snow has fallen … 

for a short spell, 

exquisite beauty 

 

I part the curtains 

trees almost bare 

winter looms heavy 

 

winter adversity 

the abbey 

beautiful, still 

 

trees thin out 

one year on; in 

a field, horses 

 

Pippa sitting on my arm 

looking, listening 

such contentment 

 

in bitter chill wind 

the snowdrops; staunch 

against icy blast 

 

the sun shines bright 

in autumn skies; the 

spider meets her prey 

 

Pippa sitting on my  

shoulder; nothing else, 

just sitting 

 

sound of footsteps strident 

softening 

treading on leaves 

 

plumes of smoke 

rise, in dank chill air. 

Summer seat gone 

 

the owl’s call 

fills the air – early dawn 

Post Office workers 

 

a seat in Priorwood 

sounds of nature 

among the apple trees 

 

dank December days 

hang heavy; weariness 

seeps into the bones 
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in V-formation 

sound of geese 

the journey continues 

 

behind the viewfinder 

a haiku moment 

I squeeze the shutter 

 

the owl hoots 

somewhere distant, 

ice cool moonglow 

 

energy of tingshaw, 

hypnotic, undulating,  

shimmering wall of sound 

               

the cherry tree blows 

wildly, blossoms fall like snow 

time of departure 

 

bees clamour for 

nectar; flowering shadows 

adorn the window sill 

 

lightning forks and 

thunder, the mountains quake, 

pines yield to the force. 

 

in a distant field 

horses galloping; clouds race 

against the wind 

 

fingers dancing on the 

drum; from deep within 

dancing with life. 

 

sound of the sea 

fills my senses; on my knee 

an ocean drum 

 

waves rush to shore 

seagulls screech in flight; the 

ocean drum reveals it all. 

 

geese follow the trail 

of the Tweed; the spider 

busily weaving 

 

hillwalkers alight 

from cars.  Full of energy 

early morning birdsong. 

 

amidst  the forest pines 

 lies Temple Cabin  … 

in residence, Smritiratna 

living the Dharma, 

 Jewel of Mindfulness. 
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Spring blossom breeze,  

the cry of a newborn  

fills the air 

 

before sudden rains;  

such pleasure … 

feeding the birds 

 

showers cease, 

muted hazy hues; gentle 

on the eyes 

 

And yet another night 

without sleep; and yet 

another beautiful dawn 

 

a child of two squeals 

with delight; the pond 

full of tadpoles 

 

the soil cries for 

rain;  a baby sparrow 

having a dust-bath 

 

the sun struggles 

to come out;  how precious, a 

dog with one eye 

 

the sound of an aeroplane 

droning;  the flower beckons 

the butterfly 

 

quiet summer evening, 

music fills my soul; the 

breath flows freely 

 

in soft summer rains; 

a boy in peaked cap and wellies 

pedalling furiously 

 

endless summer rain 

by himself the crow 

bedraggled and forlorn 

 

wearing a sun hat 

a baby chortles with delight 

playing with flowers 

 

car stereo blaring 

shatters the peace; this 

hot summer’s day 

 

drumming, as one with 

strangers;  fantastic rhythm 

inside walled garden 

 

sitting in summer shade, 

campers play football, 

day of contentment 
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even the flowers 

wilt, in scorching heat 

from summer sun 

 

leaves dappled in sunlight 

meeting place for children; 

heading for the river 

 

a little girl lays down 

the law; clutching security 

blanket and teddies 

 

summer drifts into 

autumn; the jazzman 

plays the blues 

 

in the midday sun, cumulus 

clouds gather pace;  the artist 

carries his easel 

 

flowers sway in the 

autumn breeze;  a butterfly 

grapples with life 

 

boy with a toy sword 

cuts a balletic swathe, his 

little brother mimics the pose 

 

 

the trees sustain me 

opening the mind 

the sky approves me 

softening the heart 

the water cleanses me 

refreshing the spirit 

the earth supports me 

awakening wisdom 

and so it is; 

full of mind – I sit 

 

Look - making friends! 

the neighbourhood cat  

the garden Buddha 

 

the rose looking 

woefully sad; petals fall 

to the ground 

 

last day of retreat – 

in the lounge a robin 

comes to visit 

 

in winter shadows; 

a playful puppy straining 

at the leash 

 

the richness of autumn 

colours; piercing my soul 

the silent water fountain 
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braced against the cold 

little girls in woolly hats 

and jelly bean wellies 

 

seagulls and crows vie 

for crumbs; falling, first 

leaves of autumn 

 

summer drifts into 

autumn; the jazzman 

plays the blues 

 

flowers sway in the 

autumn breeze; the butterfly 

grapples with life 

 

autumn moonglow; 

filling the kettle, another 

lonely day 

 

the butterfly 

clinging – sways 

in the breeze 

 

in winter shadows; 

a playful puppy straining 

at the leash 

 

winter gloom descending – 

the barest sustenance 

in books and words 

 

gently the leaves fall; 

skipping, a girl with pigtails  

and flights of fancy 

 

leaves tumble to ground; 

feelings of sorrow 

fill the air 

 

vibrant autumn; 

hand in hand, young lovers 

kicking up leaves 

 

leaves fall like rain; 

the measure of words 

a priceless gift 

 

dawn shrouded in 

mist; men in blue 

raking up leaves 

 

November rains; 

inside the flat, a wasp’s 

final death throes 

 

sombre skies; 

the saxophonist and 

melancholy blues 
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parted curtains; 

only me and 

the crescent moon 

 

stillness of mind; 

gentle breezes 

crocus blowing 

 

approaching spring; 

one blackbird, then two 

digging for worms 

 

clouds floating by; 

illumined by the sun 

a flock of seagulls 

 

dark marauding skies; 

in chaotic abandon 

seagulls fly 

 

over the tree tops 

birds fly, wings 

fanned in freedom 

 

all day the rains fall, puddles 

wider and deeper, a toddler 

squeals with delight 

 

sitting at the window; 

some days haiku 

some days not 

 

the sun beats  

down; shimmering, 

wings of a dragonfly 

 

rising, the dawn 

of a new day; seasons 

coming, going 

 

eyes soften, 

viewing camellia,  

in twilight years 

 

sky gazing, this 

moment just as it is, 

no need for haiku 

 

winter sun 

greets the crocus 

days growing longer 

 

mala  and mantra, 

voices of children 

going to school  

 

dawn mist 

seagulls glide effortlessly; 

sound of candle wax 
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closing my eyes 

a smile to myself; 

songbirds of spring 

 

silent chanting 

pigeons bill and coo; 

the dawn very still 

 

lying in a strange bed, 

birdsong echoes through the pines; 

first day of retreat 

 

freezing fog, and 

leafless boughs; 

longings for spring 

 

a myriad of forest 

pines … standing alone, 

the copper beech 

 

unseen, the plane drones; 

after the rains, beaded jewels 

line the boughs 

 

from the blackbird, a 

full-throated chirrup; 

mood of the glen, lighter 

 

from the treetops 

a noisy crow; 

inside, pillow-hugging 

 

ah, the rain 

the rain, just sitting 

mind of Zen 

 

in the darkness of night 

the hoot of an owl 

fills the forest 

 

glints in the sky, 

seagulls weaving, gliding; 

smiles of early spring 

 

flying sideways, 

undercurrent of the wind 

the seagull 

 

a morning’s solitude; 

wisps of smoke, gently 

curl in the air 

 

call of the 

cuckoo, penetrates 

morning mist 

 

dry dusty heat; 

lying on its back 

the blowfly 
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the mind in repose; 

eyes lifted skyward 

cloud gazing 

 

the sun shines, 

to and fro birds fly; 

morning silence 

 

in the distance 

sound of geese; closer, 

too weary to weep 

 

softly rain falls; 

inside abbey ruin 

wood pigeons squabble 

 

the breath so 

refined, like the tide 

ebbing, flowing 

 

sitting in silence 

church bells pealing; 

om mani padme hum 

 

softly the rain falls 

birds poised in flight; 

hill walkers, strident 

 

rain beats against 

the window, is this all 

there is; summer of rain 

 

sunlight and tai-chi; 

with great curiosity 

the silent blue tit 

 

the bell and 

car horn – the bell 

lingers longest 

 

resounding beat of  

kodo drums, earth 

absorbing rhythm 

 

ever changing flow 

of water; still mind, 

no attachment 

 

man in blue 

weeding hoeing; soon 

the cherry blossom 

 

sitting, Buddha mind, 

the cherry blossom 

disappears 

 

as far as the eye 

can see, cherry blossom; 

in a field, grazing sheep 
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boughs laden with 

cherry blossom; 

this heavy heart lighter 

 

never still 

the clamouring mind; 

dawn birdsong 

 

all night dogged rain; 

on the wane 

cherry blossom 

 

outside this dark space 

seagulls soaring high 

wings fanned in freedom 

 

huddled shapes, voices 

carried away by the 

blustering gale 

 

the wind howls 

birds cloud-chasing 

in winter chill 

 

the blizzard rages 

whipped in flight; birds 

scurry for cover 

 

a winter sunset, 

fields white with snow, 

mystical moods 

 

after the blizzard 

stark white stillness 

footprints in the snow 

 

through all seasons 

the path is long, with  

mindfulness I walk 

 

the mind settles 

into the landscape 

still, very still 

 

pitch of soprano 

scatters the seagulls 

as they fly 

 

in mid-winter sun 

hoar frosted leaves; close by 

warmth of tea room 

 

the bell echoes 

and fades, all around 

songbirds of spring 

 

a peacock’s call 

fills the air in 

springtime shadows 
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wrapped in newspaper 

a bunch of daffodils;  gift 

from a stranger 

 

bees clamour for 

nectar; flowering shadows 

adorn the window sill 

 

wind whispers through 

the long grasses; children 

whoop with delight 

 

the glen filled with 

loving kindness – look! 

 even the trees embrace 

 

on the banks of the 

loch dragonflies levitate; 

hot, hazy sun 

 

days of light growing 

longer; the feisty snowdrops’ 

first appearance 

 

a woman grips her 

umbrella;  stormy winds 

blowing wild 

 

a wailing child; 

the wind rises 

wilder, wilder 

 

sometimes! what I like best 

is music of silence; the 

beat of a butterfly’s wings 

 

posting a letter; 

against my skin 

soft, cool breeze 

 

sunlight and shadow; 

in full throttle 

songbirds of spring 

 

the bell echoing 

fades away.  What is left? 

serene silence 

 

all morning wood pigeons 

bill and coo; the breath 

rising and falling 

 

dark night of the soul; 

a hooting owl at one with 

the crescent moon 

 

which way; this 

way or that, a man 

deep in thought 
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a spirit too restless 

to settle; overnight 

gorse changes colour 

 

the workmen have 

gone, all that remains 

birdsong and silence 

 

washing up; the 

engine sputters and starts – 

blasted lawnmower 

 

the sun beats 

down; useless thoughts 

occupy my mind 

 

the monk slaking 

his thirst; a simple life 

full of riches 

 

Swifts high in the sky; with 

great pride a little girl in 

sun hat and wellies 

 

full of delight – 

girls in green tartan 

barefoot on the grass 

 

nature’s colours full 

of sunshine; the wheelchair 

locked in a shed 

 

writing haiku 

I look up; six 

Harley Davidsons 

 

pulling on the leash – 

no time to be slow 

fluffy white poodles 

 

poppies like tissue 

paper; in a vase 

gift of flowers 

 

a wigwam habitat; 

in a reeded pond 

thriving tadpoles 

 

acquainted with long 

empty hours; ease of mind 

what a gift 

 

baking sun beats 

down; ice cream shop 

full of customers 

 

cooling sunset; 

sound of 

bouncing ball 
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rain sweeps across 

the car park; pink 

poppies stand proud 

 

poppies bow and sway; 

a boy and his camera 

dancing with shadows 

 

sun streams through 

the trees; feeling the heat 

a monk in saffron 

 

above the noise workmen 

shout; children laugh and play 

full of ice cream 

 

relentless sun beats 

down;  beside the tree 

an empty bottle 

 

a violin concerto; feeding 

sparrows hover and sway 

in evening light 

 

at the sink washing 

dishes;  in my face 

a glorious breeze 

 

off the street an antique 

fair;  carved in ebony, 

the reclining Buddha 

 

eyes closed in 

baking heat; sound 

of flip flops 

 

a key turns in the 

lock; in the background 

a cello concerto 

 

tots in sun hats 

eating ice cream say 

‘cheese’ for the camera 

 

another day’s task 

completed;  collie dogs 

patiently wait 

 

wild summer breezes; 

wearing gypsy skirts mother 

and child pushing buggies 

 

running to and fro 

a tiny tot scooped up 

for cuddles 

 

the sun reappears 

bottom left hand corner 

cows in a field 
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Gail makes her way 

to work; Tyson sniffs 

the morning air 

 

rain steadily falls 

it’s of no consequence 

lovers holding hands 

 

above the Eildons storm 

clouds gather; a spider 

crawls under the cooker 

 

a pond full 

of reeds; the tadpole 

greets the lotus 

 

swifts bob and  

weave; snake hipped man 

with the boyish walk 

 

sipping tea under 

the umbrella; such comfort 

a sudden downpour 

 

sparrows feed quietly; 

a cocker spaniel’s eyes 

full of adoration 

 

eyes closed just sitting; 

a small child sings her 

lazy contented song 

 

a little girl dressed 

in pink, her dolly too 

dressed in pink 

 

deliciously cool – lavender 

scented hands gently 

cup my face 

 

to and fro people pass; 

before my eyes, the 

levitating Buddha 

 

rain soaked car park; 

morning ablutions,  a wood 

pigeon bathes and preens 

 

sun drenched car park; 

the barefoot traveller 

walking on concrete 

 

autumn colours spread; 

onto the pavement a girl 

heaves her heavy bike 

 

wood pigeons gently 

bill and coo; doing his rounds, 

the plant waterer 
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women carry flower 

baskets;  a woman in bloom 

carries new life 

 

I look out the window, 

pretend it isn’t there; 

cool, cool breeze 

 

autumn sunrise; 

feeding the birds, what 

an icy blast 

 

one by one leaves fall; 

flowering tubs and 

summer seats, gone 

 

night of the full 

moon; winter’s 

first hoar frost 

 

autumn leaves piled 

high; never ending swish 

of a dog’s tail 

 

black sombre days; 

just like the weather, 

changing moods 

 

car park full of 

puddles; bright red sports car, 

nippy little mover 

 

sitting with my friend; 

this morning, even the 

rain is beautiful 

 

a single tree stands  

naked, out of the blue 

long lost book token 

 

autumn’s festival of light;  

a tiny tot, musician 

in the making? 

 

a rainbow’s arc over 

the abbey; leaves swirl 

in autumn breezes 

 

a simple walk, no 

more no less; aching 

for what is lost 

 

days grow colder; 

on with his gloves 

a father helps his son 

 

wild northerly winds; 

a man sweeping leaves, 

what a futile task 
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a girl trips and 

falls, a family group 

hug; all is well 

 

two trees now bare; its 

been a while now, since 

we sat among the poppies 

 

memories unfold 

looking through images - 

the bird and Buddha 

 

the future secure;  

kindred spirits, visionaries 

of the forest 

 

from the wardrobe 

a different pair of shoes 

muckle buckles! 

 

leaves have all but 

disappeared; last week 

images of rainbows 

 

A bag full of rubbish, 

the boy squeezes and shoves. 

It simply won’t budge! 

Rising impatience, next - 

a hefty karate kick 

 and rubbish disappears … 

Triumphant, the boy 

 walks away … 

 

softly the rain falls 

birds poised in flight; 

hill walkers strident 

 

rain beats against 

the window; is this all 

there is: summer of rain 

men in blue 

weeding, hoeing; soon 

the cherry blossom 

 

dawn sunrise; 

the flowering cherry blossom 

basks in abundance 

 

boughs   laden with 

cherry blossom; this 

heavy heart lighter 

 

music and reflection; 

sonorous sounds of 

the singing bowls 

 

exquisite breezes 

blowing in my face; 

the sun going down 
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there is no mystery; 

just as it is, light 

dancing on water 

 

singing bowls fade 

into silence; flying free 

return of the swift 

 

in dawn silence 

blackbirds sing 

their very loudest 

 

watching dawn 

sunrise, that’s all, 

nothing else 

 

a warm sunny morning; 

trapped inside, me 

and the blowfly 

 

sunshine and shadow 

flickering flame 

in candle wax 

 

hot, hazy sun; 

fleeting glimpse 

of a butterfly 

 

clouds scud across 

the sky, garden Buddha 

peaceful in repose  

 

sparrows fill the 

hedgerows, close by 

masses of buttercups 

 

a small boy traces his 

finger over the map, sneezes 

and starts again  

 

filling the void 

strains of Bach; 

swifts sky dancing 

 

thoughts turn inwards; 

weeds of the mind 

flourish yet again 

 

growing louder toddlers 

shrieking; bubbles scatter 

far and wide 

 

 

 

a restful landscape 

 with no distractions, 

limitless possibilities, 

thoughts full of compassion: 

living Buddha Mind 
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rain, rain, 

lots of rain, 

bedraggled toddlers, 

down on hunkers, 

whoops of glee, 

puddle splashing! 

 

 

this summer season 

constantly changing, such 

a transitory life 

 

trees standing still; 

to brighten my day 

the early songbird 

 

plush greens; 

in fading light 

dancing midges 

 

a stormy deluge; 

scurrying footsteps 

faster, faster 

 

the wind rages; 

the wild mind 

just the same 

 

trees blow wildly 

little boy rides an imaginary horse 

Daddy follows suit 

 

swifts high in the sky; 

a little girl in pink, 

all in pink 

 

raring to go, face 

to the window 

a small Pekingese 

 

golden glow 

of evening light;  

a weeping violin 

 

caught in the rain, 

leaking shoes and 

toes that squelch 

 

children at play 

one stands out 

star of the show 

 

stars and moonglow, 

after Brahms 

music of silence 

 

vast, vast space; 

so miniscule 

the money spider 
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precious Julie; 

after her visit 

lingering fragrance 

 

sheep graze in silence; 

hedgerows full of 

chattering birds 

 

eyes closed 

calling the sea 

an ocean drum 

 

sun dappled leaves; 

healing rays resting 

on my shoulders 

 

road to Samye-Ling 

an open vista, shades 

of luscious green 

 

lazy listening 

spirits dance 

to the music  

 

the wind barely  

a whisper; bees buzz 

gathering pollen 

 

late summer sun; 

echoing from the shop 

Christine’s laughter 

 

the hoot of an owl; 

haiku moments 

filling the night 

 

Indian summer; 

ice cream eaters 

chasing wasps 

 

bees hover as flowers 

sway;  drumbeats, earth 

resounding rhythm 

 

dawn silence 

naw – 

noisy crows! 

 

clouds spread wider 

lost in music 

listening to Bach 

 

smell of damp 

soil; goodbye, 

summer flowers 

 

sunny autumn hues, 

honking geese 

follow the Tweed 
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fiery red skies; 

mind of Zen 

just sitting 

 

abated rains; 

in the stream 

boulders drying 

 

thinning trees; 

a cat of the night 

wails its distress 

 

everywhere a carpet 

of leaves; Mabel 

fills the kettle 

 

rain beats against 

the window; comforting 

sound, the singing bowl 

 

low banks of cloud 

so sublime 

morning birdsong 

 

shrouded in mist 

a solitary seagull 

flying overhead 

 

naked branches rise 

 to the gaze of the full moon; 

leaves piled high 

 

pounding head 

pounding rain 

eyes closed 

just listening 

 

emerging from dank 

grey mist, a swan 

how graceful 

a body tired and 

weak; all around 

rows of unread books 

 

All night long 

the owl hoots; Winter’s 

first hoar frost 

 

 

empty hours without 

sleep; adjusting the mask - 

how tiresome 

in a puddle, the 

confounded sparrow 

pecking his reflection 

 

 

winter sun low 

in the sky; to the rescue 

a moment just being 
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church bells and 

singing bowl; the breath 

rising and falling 

 

this quiet spell of dawn broken;  

mega boom bass 

 car stereo 

 

swish of car tyres; 

in all directions 

naked branches blow 

 

Christmas is coming; 

children going to school 

full of high jinks 

 

slowly, as it melts, the 

little boy with a huge 

grin gathering snow 

 

the rising wind 

oh how it rises; 

seagulls soarin 

 

sweeping the landscape 

gusty winds, 

wilder and wilder; 

 

frisbee throwing … 

in flight, a mind of its own … 

endless giggles 

 

Transforming the mind 

Revolving wheel 

Spinning 

Faster, faster 

Fear, craving 

‘tis the mind 

Slow it down 

Slower, slower 

Sitting still 

Awareness, grace 

Revolving wheel 

Slowing, slowing 

Stop 

 

 

rain sweeping in squall  

moves in waves across the hills, 

trees brace against the onslaught 

as rain turns to sleet … 

mood matching elements 

 

 

Meconopsis, 

delicate in shades of blue, 

sways in gentle rhythm 

absorbed in timeless beauty 

we share the moment … 
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dragonflies levitate, wings akimbo 

shimmering in their beauty; 

all is well 

 

mind says be creative, 

body, out of synch, 

refuses to comply 

 

wood pigeons cooing, 

somewhere, out of sight 

approaching summer 

 

Walking in town, 

a pigeon joins me … 

Side by side we walk … 

 

jackdaws, gulls 

cacophonous noise 

competing for crumbs 

 

pillow wet with tears, 

coping with loss - 

how to start anew? 

 

I part the curtains; 

countryside white with snow … 

Next comes the rain, 

snow absorbed through the soil … 

Next comes the sun, 

lifting winter gloom … 

Next comes the wind, 

 eradicating the evidence 

 of earlier elements … 

Shifting, changing, mimicking 

ever changing moods … 

 

emerging from the mist 

a seagull hovers, motionless, 

quiet stillness of dawn 

 

TV switched on,  

voices droning 

deaden the mind;  

TV switched off, 

ah, that’s better 

silence 

I’m with myself 

 

grasses growing, 

hearing a lawn mower, 

begin to tremble 

 

jets scream  

across the horizon 

the earth shudders 

 

Time to meditate … 

going through the motions … 

 - awareness strikes! 
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sunshine, shade, 

shadows of light, playing 

with trees 

 

in the silence 

of unshed tears 

I hug myself 

 

Tyson, looking askance, 

receives the bone; happy 

he disappears  

 

landscape gazing 

bursting with life; 

counting blessings 

 

image making; camera 

dissolving into my hands 

viewing Hellebore 

 

the bell fading  into 

silence, Toby by my feet 

perfectly still 

                       

like the music 

the seagull floats 

then soars 

 

shrill birdsong 

with great clarity 

the sun rises 

 

Toby yawns 

unfurls his tongue; greetings 

for the day 

 

flower gazing, amidst 

the heart of blooms; 

overhead: birdsong 

 

a single blade of  

grass, sways and bows 

gently in the breeze 

 

blooms in vibrant 

colour, all too soon 

fade and fall away 

 

in the quietness 

of dusk; birds on the wing 

prepare to roost 

 

birds silhouetted 

beneath sunset skies 

the music soars 

 

cirrus clouds at sunset 

a painter’s palette of colour 

a jogger pounds the road 
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prayer flags blowing 

offer blessings, with 

leaves that fall 

 

a chance encounter 

a meeting of minds 

the memory lingers 

 

out of the apocalypse 

the doves coo 

beauty still abounds 

 

sitting on my cushion 

Pippa chirrups, 

call of a new day 

 

man in a straw hat 

his shadow follows 

in the evening light 

 

church bells ringing 

geese in flight; all around, 

jewels of nature 

 

boughs laden 

with fruit, bend, 

waiting for release 

 

new carpet 

nature’s colour - 

walking on grass 

 

leaves changing colour … 

smell of autumn 

 

 

insect, miniscule 

in size, one blink 

it disappears 

 

dawn shrouded in 

morning mist; with great 

clarity, rising sun 

 

the baby laughs 

- full of joy 

he falls back 

 

I strike the match, 

pungent – too much 

for the senses 

 

Pippa perched 

on  her branch; together 

we talk 

 

wisps of smoke 

skyward; water flowing 

through crevasses 
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an orchestra playing 

ethereal visions of beauty 

- exquisite Joy 

 

in twilight hours, the 

spider weaves his web, 

bigger and bigger 

 

like the silver birch, 

just being; saturated by 

warmth from the sun 

 

like the music 

the seagull floats 

then soars 

 

fireworks light up the 

sky; footprint in the snow 

welcomes the new year 

 

the boughs laden 

with fruit, bend 

waiting for release 

 

gently autumn winds 

blow, ‘breathe and heal’ 

such a gift 

 

sudden gust of wind, leaves 

swirl and rise; a carpet for  

tired feet 

 

sitting here watching 

light playing with nature 

clouds teasing the sun 

 

chill wind blowing 

one tree, one leaf 

still clinging 

 

car park, place 

of greeting, fond farewells 

the tree bears it all 

 

fiery red sky; 

mind of Zen 

just sitting 

 

trees thin out 

one year on – in 

a field, horses 

 

I part the curtains 

trees almost bare 

winter looms heavy 

 

Pippa sitting on my arm 

looking, listening, 

such contentment 
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weeding, hoeing, men 

hard at work; jackets 

line the bench 

 

the sun shines bright 

in autumn skies; the 

spider meets her prey 

 

sound of footsteps 

strident – softening 

treading on leaves 

 

the owl’s call 

fills the air – early dawn 

post office workers 

 

return of the swift; 

bus tours and visitors 

mill into the abbey 

 

a wigwam habitat; 

in a reeded pond 

thriving tadpoles 

 

warm sunny morn; 

trapped inside, me 

and the blowfly 

 

surprise visit 

Dharma teachings 

gift from a friend 

 

Dharma days;  

Challenges and blessings 

This life full of riches 

 

a radiant smile 

shared between us, 

hugs at Christmas 

 

shadows creeping 

down the wall, 

February sunshine 

 

a robin comes to 

visit – the early dawn 

bathed in silence 

 

rain clouds gathering 

pace, the garden Buddha 

wetter and wetter 

 

One by one petals 

fall, in the background a 

clarinet concerto 

 

a jet’s scream fills 

the sky; wailing blues 

- suits my mind 
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at last the rain 

stops, from a photograph 

children smile 

 

pain in my side 

comes and goes, the moon 

waxing, waning 

 

endless summer heat, 

such joy!  Sparrows share 

a cooling bird bath 

 

yet again autumn 

returns, this way and that 

house martins fly 

 

glorious September sun, 

from the flowering tub 

petals fall like rain    

 

Solitary  rose, fragrant 

viewed from all angles 

I pause and look again 

the connection is made 

I squeeze the shutter 

 

honouring  “Mary and the 

 Lama” sun-dappled leaves 

dancing in the breeze 

 

the wind rises and rises, 

the face at my window 

belongs to a squirrel 

 

full of sunshine 

buttercups and daisies 

the blue tit, bamboo clinging 

 

 

 

early morning dew 

side by side 

two collar doves 

 

every Saturday 

same man, same time, 

riding a bike 

 

facing the sun 

gently cupped hands 

free the butterfly 
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Singing bowl 

I sound the bowl; 

the sound resonates 

and slowly disappears 

into silence. 

The silence is now, 

and now is all there is 

to experience … 

the mind in silent meditation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


	Title p.0c.pdf
	DOT'S HAIKU.pdf

