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First Thursday: Haiku on foot
What's it all about?
In celebration of creativity on foot

To contribute to
National Poetry Day
6 October 2016

On the First Thursday
of every month between
February to October
people came together to
walk, talk, write and recite haiku
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Cutty Sark

Cutty Sark renewed
Just like my Grandfather’s axe
Same identity

Different ships in time
Endeavour frozen in ice
Cutty Sark in concrete

Cutty Sark is big
| see silvery rigging
| like how it looks

Straight lines made of rope
Holding sails taut in in the wind
Made Cutty Sark sprint
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Cutty Sark

Majestic Cutty Sark
Captive all my life
It’s my cup of tea

Waves have gone away
Are their faces still salty?
Figureheads seem so sad

A ship in the night
Spotlit on indigo sky
Still going nowhere
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Foot tunnel

Old brown iron steps
Modern glass-doored swift lift
White tunnel between

No cycling, busking
poets to be kept secret
no composing here

Notice to poets
Please don't obstruct the lift
Cyclists need it

Descend (Circling) to the right
Cycle Run, Pause, Ride Up Lift
Rising to the top
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Riverside

Chill wind on water
Reflections on the ripples
Cold, gold and silver

Trading memories,
A diner gave us a wave

Through Nandos’ window

Going home from school

A housebound new friend waved too -

I’'m glad | met her!

| hear an aircraft
Feel the breeze off the water
See the lights shining
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Riverside

We’re watching them eat
They’re watching us haikuing
Will there be a fight?

Oh, piri piri chicken
No I’'m not looking at you
I’'m writing a haiku

Three dine together
Seven watch them: and they write
Strange experience

Cutting thorns on a rose
Was an old man with a beard
Sleeping beauty lost?
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Riverside

Chill air on cheekbones
Lapping of water on pier
Tide comes up river

Nando’s inspectors
Take official-looking notes
Makes diners nervous

Ferry Pontoon
Through ‘No Entry” sign

Rules do not apply to us
For we are poets

Boat-borne commuters
Bobbing on crowded pontoon
Blockaded by poets
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Ferry Pontoon

No entry said the sign
To the waiting commuters
No way out this way

Welcome to Greenwich!
Go careful on the pontoon!!
Did you come by boat?

The tide is flowing
Canary Wharf is glowing
The wind is blowing

Caution trip hazard
Ropes, ramps, chains and barriers
Danger all around



