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ABOUT VOLUME THIRTY

IN OUR CONTINUING CELEBRATION of the thirtieth
¥ear of publication for the Haiku SometY_ of America’sjournal,
rogpond, this 1ssue contains a sprinkling of poems that_ ap-
peared In these pages during the second decade of publication:
1988-1997. The editors during that E)e_nod were: Elizabeth
SearleLamp( 1988-1990 ana 1 488 via Forges-Ryan (1991

1993), and Kenneth C. Leibman (1995-1997).

ANNOUNCEMENT

This will be my final term as editor of Frogpond. | am an-
nouncing my retirement at this time so that members of the
Somet%/ may have some time to consicer whether they wish to
offer their services as editor for next vear.

My final Issue as editor will be volume XXXI: 1, winter 2008
because the entire selection period for that Issue, approximately
mid August to mid December, falls within my term. By the
$nd of tt IS calendar year the winter 2008 1ssué will be ready
Or printing.

Pl sa%/ (T]oodbye and offer any final thoughts In that winter
Issue but, Tor now, Just wish to provide members with some
notice. If anyone Is considering offering their services for next
vear and Inferested In discussing the Investment of time ana
other resources Involved Inediting Fro Po_no_l, | would be happy
to consult with them. 1 do recommend this Job.

John Stevenson, Editor
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From XXX:1

From the A-bombed tree
seeds start to fall
this year also

Yasuhiko Shigemoto
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rain at dusk
daffodils

light the path
Joseph Rohello

early spring
shadows of treetops swaying

on the shoji
Sosukc Ka/nla
redbuds In flower
a coal train winds down
pine mountain
Ken llunn
early robin

flakes of rust
on the shovel
Larvalee | easer

blossoms . ..
the dog leap-curves
toward the frisbee

Kata Rcnnesh
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rainy day—
3 glass of muddy water

by the road |
Gautam Nadkarn

rounded boulders
the moutain torrent

around them
Ruth Yarrow

New Orleans—

waking to mourning doves

and the ring of hammers.
Susan A. Wiley

a sirl
[Ings his doorbell
Spring sunshine
Marcus Larsson

an OVerpass

DaUses

the night rain =~
Charlie Close
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from Denmark

the qulls follow the ferry

back to Sweden |
Darold D. Braida

5ea salt
my mother’s
freckled am
Patrick Sweeney
?ods replaced—
ight from the oculus
straightens toward noon
Pegay Willis Lyles
gathering clouds —
a horder collie works sheep
up the hillsice

Margaret R. Smith

starless night
the flicker of a moth
N my hands
\ianessa Proctor
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cloud shadows

Bass over the bald hill —

uzz of flies N
Rodney Williams

the 1aling scooter’s exhaust summer grasses
ot Metz

the hiss of tires
on asphalt lingers
summer night

Robert P. Moyer

hot summer night the roll of her Spanish tongue
Chad Lee Robinson

campfire smoke
around each other
We tell stories

Paula Fisher
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a twilight longing

for who knows
what or where
Christopher Patchel
chin stubble —
a sleeper
among rose bushes
Robert Gaurniet
cholr night
| hang my coat
0N somedne else's
Marcus Larsson
Years we Were away —
through driftwood
the water's clarty
Rebecca Lilly

hard to say
what's living or dead
white lichen

Richard Straw
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old park bench

Occuplec

by lichen |
Robert Epstein

wind from the lake

the plain son(%

of hottled water |
Robert Epstein

this middle ace

MOsS ON trees Just In

from the forrest edge
LeRoy Gorman

church graveyard

the thin brown stones

hunch forwarg |
Andrea Grille)

night wind . . .
tUrnstones

shift the darkness

John Barlow
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Jawn newspaper quest—

filne mist

In the flash_hﬁrt beam
Richmond D. Williams

softly falling rain
 storefront church
poarded up

Carolyn Hall

antique harvester

ear teeth

clenching brambles
Scott Mason

an empt gaper cup
on a park bench
autumn evenin
Michael Ketchek

awakened by the concrete and Its moon
Marlene Mountain

-13-
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Dissection of the Haiku Tradition:
Wind |
By Fay Aoyag|

When [was a small child, my Ograndmoth_er_ told me the sgnng
Wing brou%ht awicked spirtt. “Once this spirit enters your boay,
it will try To remove a plug In your brain. Then, you will be-
come meéntally unbalanced,” stie said. “How can 1protect my
brain?” | asked. My grandmother aavised me to wear a hat.

muzugayuki tsubasa no tsukene nehan-nishi

100ts of my wings

are itchy—

west wind from Nirvana
Yuko Masaki: I

Nehan-nishi (west wind from Nirvana) IS a spring Kigo.

Our ancestors had tails when they climbed down from trees
didn't they? | do not miss a tail, but sometimes | wish | had
wings. Tren | ask mYseIf a question. If | can be something
with wings, what do 1want to be? A cicada? 1do not want to
spend Seven years under%ro_und. A butterfly? [ am not very
thrilled about™ being caught In the spider’s web. A pigeon?]
would like to avol _beco_mm%a scavenger In the city Streets.
Aswan? prefer abird with abeautiful singing voice.” A Bhoe-
niX? | may lack the special courage to fly nto a fire to be re-

born. however a phoenix may not be a bad choice. | could
enjoy several cycles of life.

tsuwagochi ni sentakubasami hisshinaru

In the strong east wing
those clothes-pegs
are frantic

Minako Koto ()

-14-
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Kochi (gastern wind), or a variation of It, s a spring Kigo.

As a naturalized citizen of the United States. | am satisfied
with my life here. San Francisco, where | five, has shops sell-
ing Japanese food. A public library has a good collection of
DOOKS In Japanese. There IS a video shop If | want to watch
Japanese TV programs. What do 1miss as an expatriate? The
smell of sun or fresh!}/ laundered clothes. Adrfye_r S Very con-
venient. Iwill not trade places with a housewife In Tokyo who
takes the laundry In and out several times a day based on the
changing weather. Still, artificial scent cannot strpass the sun-

In the above hatku Minako Kato personified the clothes-
ﬁegs. Without the word 'hlsshmaru'_ﬁ)emg frantic), | cannot

ave a vivid Image of clotnes-pegs In the strong wind. They
are fighting for the clothes they are supposed to protect.

Farly summer, around June, Is the rainy season In Japan.
Kurohae (black south wind) Is the wind during this long spell
of rainy weather. It Is not a stormy rain as In the August ty-
phoon ‘season. Perpetual, steady rain goes on for daxs. I maY
cause mold Inthe furniture. Food goes bad quicker than usual.
Japanese department stores keep umbrellas in a wice selection
of designs and colors.

When the rain front moves north, the Meteorological Agency
announces the official end of the rainy season. The sky De-
comes briant. Cicadas start singing.

shirohae ya kesho ni moreshi mimi no kage

white south wing—
She forgets to apply makeup
behind her ears

50j0 Hino &
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Shirohae (white south wind) Is the wind In high summer.

In the nelghborhood where | grew up In Tokyo, there was a
Woman who Used to be a Fg]els_ha. y grandmother did not want
me to be too friendly with this woman. My dream then was to
become a singer or“an actress. When | went to a public_bath
nouse. | sPent more time In front of the big mirror than In the
tub or at the Washm? area. My grandmother usually chatted
with her friends, while 1was practicing my act. But éach time
this woman came In. my grandmother and her friends started

to leave.

“You don't want to be a kept woman like her." my grand-
mother lowered her voice, casting a cold glance towards the

Womaln.

uba hitor1 1ronaki kaze no naka ni sumu

an old lagy by herself
[IVes In the wing

without colors |
Tenko Kawasakl 2

Some Japanese Kiqo are based on either Chinese poems or
JaPanese_ waka. The Kigo Inthe above halku, Ironaki kaze (col-
orless wina) Is based on the following waka.

fukikureba minima shimikeru akikaze o ironaki monoto
omolkeru kana

when 1t blows

I Renetra_tes my body

| think this autimnal wind
S a thing
without colors

Tomonort Kino
The concept of this kigo, ‘colorless wind." is not ahout be-

16-



Frogpond XXX:2

Ing a redel. But my mind wonders to the ancient aristocrats or
emperors who Were sent away to the lonesome Islands as po-
litical exiles. There Is a UaPanese provero anout uniformity: a
nall sticking out will be hit by @ hammer.

shinigami ni shirimochi tsukase kamaitach

a demon of death

s fell on his buttocks—

a Weasel phantom In the wind |
Sho Hayashi 1

Kamaitachi (literally, kama means ‘a sickle’ and itachi ‘a
weasel’) Is @ winter kigo based on an ancient Japanese bellef
In the cold regions, a whirlwind on a winter day can cause a
cut on human'skin. Ancient Japanese pelieved a weasel-like
phantom caused the problem by using Its sickle.

Tsuyoshi Domoto, a contemporary Japanese singer In his
fwentiés, wrote a song titled ‘Kor No Kamaitachi” (Weasel
Phantom for Love). His Iyrics include the following phrase.

The weasel phantom In the wind tells me
It 1S pointless to cut a heart
That knows no doubt

The phantom In Domoto’s song IS not Interested In Fure
hearts. From time to time, we may need to bleed a little to
Speed recove_rﬁ. Listening to this son?, | ask myselfwhy | am
fascinated with the wind or wind-related kigo. I'have been liv-
Ing In San Francisco for nearly twelve years. | have not changea
m¥ residence since 1997.1d0 not have any jan to move. [am
settled here. | am comfortable here. Yet. ['do not want to lose
the spirit of a wanderer.,

| wrote that having wings IS not a bad idea. Why do [ wish to
have wings? Without wings, It may be difficult travehn? In the
wind..l do not want to be blown awav as a fallen leaf. With

-17-
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WIr 83, | max have a hetter chance to win the f|%ht against the
wind than the clothes-pegs In Minako Kato's haiku. If 1 be-
come the wind Itself, some poets may call me colorless. As the
wind. | may become playful with my sickle.

| believe In circles and cycles. 1am ha[%py to know that the
earth 1S a sphere. The wind Born In the Pacific Ocean may circle
around the globe and touch my cheek some aay.

USt—
ephyr steals the kite
froma boy’s hana |
Fay AoyagI L

When you surf the Internet, you will find sites telling the
names of winds from all over the worla; Including the win
gods in Greek Mythology. California has Santa Ana and Diablo
winds. Your region may have a unique wind name to use In

our halku. | am not seeking submissions from the readers.
his suggestion Is for your personal exercise.

Next theme will be ‘Inner landscape.

1) Genadal SaljiKi él\/lodern SaljIki), edited bﬁ Tota Kaneko,
9%r}mko Kuroda. Ban’ya Natstishi, Seisel Shuppan. Tokyo.

2) Dai Saijikl 1<Comprehensive Sagiki) edited by Shuoshi
lzuhara. €t al. Kodansha. Tokyo. 1982

(3) Haiku Saijiki edited b¥ Fusel Tomiyasu, Kenkichi
Yamamoto, et al, Helbonsha, Tokyo, 1971

(4) Unpublishea
All Japanese translations by Fay Aoyag.
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Poun_dmg raln
he View |
from Sunda%nlght

eh Baker

solstice sunrise—

how many hermit crafs

have camped In this shell?
CarrieAnn Thunell

On the first day of school

children hold pencils

ke flowers |
Karllia Borowicz

under the afghan—
reading Huck Finn
by penlight
Michael Dylan Welch

not Vet dawn
coffee absorbing
the swirl of cream
lan Marshall

-19-
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toward my tomorrow milkweed seeds
Marlene Mountain

long gaps
DEtWeEn Cross-country runners
autumn deepens

urnell Lippy

Scoreless game —

a sudden qust loosens

showers of vellow’ leaves
avid Elliott

wind-blown geese —

the broken stitches of

a haseball In the grass
Peter Yow

leaf-bumning time
1 Crescent moon carries
ItS own certain dark

Marjorie Buettner

20
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mountain trek
each bluff of red leaves
surely the summit

Elizabeth Howard

red burst
of an umbrella-
rising wind

Lenard I). Moore

long night -

pencil shavings

on the station floor
Tom Painting

alone boxcar
stands on a prairie siding
tutumn evening

Cor van den Heuvel

In the cold
Just a lew words
and moonlight
Richard Straw

21
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teasing
[Ike a qirlfriena

first snow

Michael S. James

Snowing
all the way
to the ground

Tarnl Fraser

before recess
the excitement

turns to slush
Stephen A. Peters

| welcome snow
that seals the door—

a pile of books
Kirsty Karkow

falling snow
the hen’s warmth
In the eqg

Harriot West

11
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a ni?ht of chanPe

the frees can’t let go

of the wind

Jim Kaclan
the table set
with helrloom china—
winter moon
Marianna Monaco
hlue Ice

on the rockface
third funeral

this month |
Andrea Grillo
Christmas moring
all the family
that could be here
Victor Ortlz
snowfall
warm smells

Creep upstairs

Toni Calvello
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year-end cleaning—

reqret escapes
thé broom

D. Claire Gallagher

New Year's Eve—
MuSIC
from another room
Steven Thunell

yearsend—
What made me think 1needed
a harmonica

Carolyn Hall

written inred Ink,

my new year resolution

t0"eat more ve_ggles
Michael Dylan Welch

cold beach—

the days after New Year's
crashing together

Amy Whitcomb

_24-
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al

With tr
| hold

WInter sun
a brief sting of lemon
on my lips

XXX:2

one |

e diagnosis

my Own hang
hortensia anderson

Joyce Clement

(eep winter
the sun Is only
another star

cold moon
he covers a fray
In his Jacket
W.f. owen

S
ar

Ann K. Schwader

ow' falling on snow—
even deeper silence

When It Ceases

H. F. Noyes
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bitter moming—

his |eg brace

cold 0 the touch

Emily Romano

PerIe thumbnail

he 'slow advance

of winter

Robert Hecht

friends sign her cast light snow falling
Emily Romano

menthol vapors
from a.cough arop
Valentine's Day

Victor Ortiz

Winter warmth —
four kinds of apple
In his birthday pie

Deborah P. Kolodl

26



Frogpond XXX:2

the chila’s cough
cracking and loosening
spring thaw
Mathew V. Spano

hopscotch —
1 few stones frozen
to the first square

Alice Frampton

wind In the pines
| reach past
my fingertips

Pegqgy Willis Lyles

first warm day
bare branches
DEgINn to sway |
SUsan Delphine Delaney

daffodlils
n the 8arden .
Dad’s approval
Helen Buckingham
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cor
al |

my

dressi_nc_z room mirror
the glint of a straignt pi
at my throat

valescent step—
he end of the less
feet

H. F Naves

|

Eve Luckring

preakup—

my daughter’s voice cracks

;0SS tWO continents
Ronerta Bearv

falling sight —
shadows solid enough
to stumble on
Helen Russell

Passed down
'0m my parents

aus

-90-
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Tom Clausen
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street clothes

rubbln(% tender skin

where the bandage was
C. Avery

rain falling

through smoke

maynhe nothing matters
Michael Ketchek

memorial candle

scent of sulfur

as the match 15 struck
C. Avery

school for the deaf
the echoes of my footsteps
down the hall

William Cullen Jr.

after the funeral

the welght of potato salad

on a Spork |
Andrew Riutta

-30-
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a few words . . .
the Coarseness
of cremation ash
Steven Thunell

end of the story
"Il miss
the characters
Francine Barnwarth
~hlossoms again
fm_dmﬁ myselt replaced
In the anthology
Mathew V. Spano
(JOVErNOr’s reception
We 8et to know
the 0gs |
Anne LB Davidson
Wash day —
bra In her son’s
DOCKeL

Alexis Rotella
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mid-flight snooze
socks planted against
a c00l bulkhead
Scott Mason

Miami sales conference
the hooks Insice
one shark's belly

Joyce Clement

New moon —

the house painter
doesn't show

Alexis Rotella

Pitcher’s duel
he beer vendor’s
last call

Dan Schwerin

restaurant door
the notice to robhers
also In Spanish

Carlos Colon
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my parents’ room
fwo clgarettes
talk In‘the dark
Joseph Robello

mellowed fruit cake—

a catch m_mY VOICE

after the first bite
Adelalde B. Shaw

rain-vell |
my wish over these little candles
would surprise him

D. Claire Gallagher

after the handshake
We sit down for pasta

. (ente
Yu Chang

Christmas eve
the I|%ht at the tip
of a stranger’s clgar
Pamela Miller Ness
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face down

at the curb
TV set |
Robnie Gamble
having dozed
through the president’s speech
NEW SNOW |
Robert Mainone
shop window |
reflecting the other side
of the street
Thomas Heffeman
spinning our wheels
on late winter snow
the fifth year of this war
Barry George
a pear falls
on 1ts sice . . .

the evening news
arilyn Appl Walker

-34-
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peanut butter sandwich glue of grade school memories
V. N. Rhoades

trial docket notice . ..

after school
behind the gym

imothy Mize

pouncing a ball off the wall brings chitdhood back
W.f. owen

P_ower nitter
lelders pull down
their caps
Michael Fessler

\Veteran's DaY
boys at the playground
take a hill

Deb Baker

35-
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holidav mail —

her letter

opens meup

David Gershator

old shapshot

taken when my wrinkles

Were young |
Dorothy McLaughlin

he loved her

but when she would stutter
not t) muct

Janet Brof

In his drunken scrawl
a word resembling love —
autumn mMosquItoes

Janelie Barrera

karaoke night —
a barfly dances
with the wallflower

Curtis Dunlap

-30-



Frogpond XXX: 2

a little qirl |
admires the prostitute’s
shiny red shoes

Slta Seng

ﬁasolme_ rainbow
e asks If the puddle
S a pot of gold

Scott Metz

COWS, which outwelgh us
Iey a thousand pounds each
eeing as we come

Paul (). Wilhams
village inthe nills . . .
a monkey |ooks Info
the bike’s mirror
K. Ramesh
scholarly convention,
Serlous minds focus
on the red aress

Beverly./. Baghancl

-3/-
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forced to face myself—
medicine cabine

Tyrone McDonalg

nursing home

another story

| won't remember

Marle Summers

symnathy cards
tl¥e cpr ild¥en
Watch cartoons

Lynne Steel

flickering streethﬁht
the place where the lovers
Were to have met

Allan Burns

The wind’s sound_again . . .

a sense of nostalgla

without remembrance
Rebecca Lilly

-38-
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deadline approaching

my dreams display
as a software Interface
Eve Luckring
the old Potter |
thoughttully shaping
an apprentice
Chris Glut:.
earlﬁ March
the head of Mary
above the snow
Hilary Tann
the cello
plays
a cellist |
Stephen Addiss

one creaky stair-
on my shoulder the faint
Imprint of her ear

Peter Yow

-30-
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Pages 41,46
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MIDNIGHT FEEDING
Lana Hechtman Ayers and Michael Dylan Welch

mornin? hath —

my gentle splashes

don’t wake the newborn L ana
catehing |
the Infant’s yawn Michael

strollers Inarow . ..
Inod off
In the waiting room Lana

drizzle at the window
agentle snore |
from the baby monitor Michael

bouncing baby
Sleeping through the speed bump  Lana

midnight feeding—
my fingerprints .
on the Snooze bar Michael

41-
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AMORNING TOUCH

dawn
the lilac’s
dithering bloom

TWAKE UP. my linen hanging loose. In my bedside mirror
a ray of light shiries upon my neck and bare arms. Breaking
dream .... Alittle of everﬁthmg, from the drop of nakedness
to our daily clothes. An ache rises from Inside, leaving a hol-
low spot—the thought of leaving home.

My daugnter sleeps soundI}/. | caress her cheeks with the
back 0f my fingers. 'want to stroke her hair, but only Kiss her
lightly. Don’t want to wake her and then have to ..

morning rush

my little daughter’s hug
on my neck

Jorma Locl

OPEN HOUSE

HE COMES TO THE DOOR holding a full wine glass never
3 good sign talking non-stop about the cold, the heat, politics,
the ex. the qirlfriend, time at work (too much), time at home
(never e,nou_ih), and through 1t all pours one glass after an-
other without Spilling a drop until we all stand"there glass In
hand waiting for a sign that this time it will not end baaly

empty room
a teacup holds
the lignt

Roberta Bearv
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DROWNING

WHEN [ SAY, “Goodni%ht be back later.” dad gestures from
the bed and mumbles, “OK. be good.”

At midnignt, dad's breath IS a slow gargle and IS worse at
dawn. Thmkm? it might help him, 1ask the hospice nurse to
suction the water from his throat.

“Are you sure?” she asks as she administers another strong
dose of morphine.

Once the tube IS In, his back straightens, his large, still strong
hands grab her forearms, his eyes open wide, and he winces
and grunts in painful anger. Anaide and | hold his arms as the
nurse quickly removes what liquid she can.

"That’s how lie’s going to have to die,” she tells me. “py
drowning.”

My sister arrives, and we rub moisturizing lotion onto his
dry, Cracked arms, hanas, _Ie?s, and feet. Dab mg With a we
sponge the dead, flaking skin from his lips and Inside his mouth,
[ hear visitors talk about prayer's healm(‘; DOWerS and say noth-
Ing. Eyes now closed, dad lies speechless In the sheets, un-
aware “perhaps of others, but he shifts his head and leans to-
war?I1 rlmt/hhand as 1swab his forehead and face with a damp
washcloth.

Trying to remember who he Is, | feel the sun’s warmth as It
hrightens his bloated hands and feet.

vacation photo
a dad holds his son
above the waves

Richard Straw
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SOUIRREL

CONTRIBUTORY STREAMS OF THOUGHT: a fragment
from Roland Barthes, winding ways of words laid down by
Herman Melville, observations by Rod Willmot upon the spiri-
tual In haku, 1mages from Alan Pizzarelli of a blue bench on a
merry-go-round and a rainbow of oll spreading from a piece of
popcorn In & golafish pond, my own whrh([ug duck flapping
all summer In the breezes of Maine tr¥|“g 0 (et to the open
Sea or the grassy waterways of the salt marsh, the dreams of
Thoreau and Emerson of coming to an opening where all Is
light forever, the pulsm?_ throb of Whitman’s universal heart
beating among the stars Tike the roar of surf in the Milky Way.
the swinging cascade of notes from Lester Young’s saxophorie
as he turns a simple me_lodX Into a rippling masterpiece, the
thougnt of no thought, In the silence of a Zen koan or In an
Immersion In the vibrations of Nichiren chanting, the travels
of the mind Into the emptiness of outer space or Into the shad-
owy Imagined corridor of a snail's shell—wherever the mind
00és, It tries to find a place of Its own, o make a place out of
words, to make itself in words, to find itself in words, to lose
tself in words, . |

It wants something pure and visionary, perfect in form and
harmony, and 1S surprised to find it ina squirrel sitting hunched
on a limb of the horse-chestnut tree outside the Kitchen win-
dow. Protectlng itself from a heavy thundershower by CJrlmg
tS tail up and Over Its back, nestling Its nose In Its two raise
torepaws. the tip of the tail sticking out over Its head like the

pgagt Qtt a cap, and a little eye opening now and again to look
up at It

after the rain
3 few drops fall from the tree
Into the poet’s notebook

Cor van den Heuvel
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THE LAPSE

THIS MORNING'S THE FIRST DAY of the year of the
wild boar. The streets of this former capital are hushed before
the throngs of tourists arrive to visit temples and shrines.

Nestled In the home of a friend, we talk, for some reason,
ahout the tame deer that roam the park of an even more ancient
(_:lt}/. My mind struggles to remember If | have seen wild deer
In a\o_an.Then arecent Image comes to mind: That doe | caught
nioh mP blackberries In a vacant lot. | see her hesitant back-
ward glance before she enters the nearby W00ds.

But o, something corrects me before open my mouth. That
wasI én my hometown, In the autumn, on the other side of the
world.

Did the wild deer follow me to Japan or was this a New
Year's dream? In her unobtrusiveness, did she make It througr
the security lines, avoiding the check points, and curl up or
the econorny seat next to me? Did she hear the same_baby cry
all through the night? And, on arrival, was she carried along
by the crowas on thelr way to Tokyo? Surely, she escaped to a
deer sanctuary In the recesses of someone €lse’s mind.

50 colorful |
the long-legged girls
In KImono

Carmen Sterba

Frogpond - Second Decade

warmed by the fire
not wanting to be older
Or younger

Francine Poracl
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LETTERS ON THE FLOOR

a frisky kitten

J‘umps on the Scranble hoard —
etters cover the floor ety

those last few empty boxes

n the weekly cryptogram ... max
learning to write
his pencil Hreaks
when he tries "a" ety

floating I the soup
alﬁhabet vermicelli —
what does It say? max

National Spelling Bee
she asks “what IS the oriein?’  betty

nthe att

daddy’s old typewr ter
wth™ts St limssng max

Betty Kaplan and Max Verhart
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THE VELVET CORD

MY PARENTS were taking a rare trip toPether. | Was 0
stay with my mother’s friend, a spinster lady ['was told to call
Aunt Anansl. My mother said. “You’ll love it there. She has a
lovely house and yard.” |
My honorific aunt welcomed me to her home. Lopk_mgi

around the muted but Inviting living room. | saw one chair Jus
my Size and rushed to sit In 1t |

"Oh. no! Not that chair, aear. It's an antique. We'll have tea
on the porch.”

garden Rond L
Where the carp In winter stay
very still beneath the Ice

Nancy Stewart Smith

SAFARI

“AHONEY BADGER!" The q_uy Who has scarcely SPOKEN
since We first met stands up pointing In the jeep. Nothing has
Impressed_him so far and. while the rest of our %;roup ave
pecome friends, having seen so many great animals together,
this guy has traveled Insilence, Spot mg the honey badg‘er, an
animal”I've never seen or heard of. he ¢ an%es completely. He
beams and starts to explain how the honey Dadger can survive
In this tough environment.

Sunrise |
the tough guy tightens
NIS Prostnesis

Marcus Larsson
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“WE INTERRUPT THIS PROGRAM ...

‘SHE TOLD ML THAT SHE WAS LEAVING during an
episode of “Tom and Jerry,”probably because we were less
prone to arque durm(% that time. How silly that a cartoon was
our flag of truce—that we could PUt aside our differences, share
; mﬁalihand laugh at the antics of a cat and mouse pounding on
gach other.

The next aay, after sne had taken my son and left. | found
myself wishing | were a cartoon.

a frishee
on the frost-covered roof
NEw year’s day

Curtis Dunlap

FULLY LADEN

"TWO PEOPLE DIED TODAY, when a car swerved Into
the path of a fully lacen log truck.” | flick the radio off, think,
I these peoRIe Were war dead, there would he an outcry. Memo-
rles of crashes | have seen as a firefighter start their reruns .. .

passin% car
a tiny hand opens
to the rar

Ron Moss
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MOZART S BIRTHDAY

JANUARY 27th. It’s the custom where | work to bring do-
nuts on your birthaay, 1bring them on Mozart’s Instead and
stop by Colleagues’ offices tolet them know.

“Whose birthday?” asks a co-worker.
“Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.”
"Oh. Where does he sit?"

DIrdsong

| rub the crust from my eyes
over toast

Zone Parks

COMPANY IN CHIANG MAI, THAILAND

HAVING COMPANY IS A KIND OF TRAVEL. Afriend
from Japan 15 Visiting. Tomght We plan to go down to the ng
River for the Lol Kratong festival. The river will be jamme
with flickering candles aarift in banana-leafboats, the sky above
it with thousands of airborne lanterns: prayers and gratltmde
going up and %om downstream. Yesterday we went {0 a khao
SoI restaurant 1've heen meaning to check out for months, Af-
terwards, at the market, we bought an assortment of crickets,
grasshoppers and silkworms to nioble on as we strolled home.

tropical twilignt . ..
the chicken sriller

fans her coals
Bob Lucky
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THE GASP

S WHAT CROWDS MY MIND not pulling the trigger on
my stepfather’s Winchester 30-30 not the hole It made In the
young doe or the blood and not that the man told my buaay
and me that she was really too small to keep and we better ust
leave her [ay because In'the next day or two we'd both gt a

puck for sure but that final breath from life to corpse It crowds
mv mind .. .

cold snap
anorth wind -
fills my nostrils

w.f. owen

* %

LIKENESS

SHE 1S SO LIKE ME that when we quarrel It feels we're
laying claim to what we'd disappear without. And when We
thump the back seat like a bed |'keep Iosmqrthrough mY ming
Just who IS doing what. Boundaries erode. There goes the ter-
ritorial stalking. And there the pool that used to show my face.
Here comes the woman looking out through my reflection.

acardinal
at the car mirror
fighting or lirting

Charles Hansmann
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THE JUDAS KISS

SATURDAY at the Farmer's Market. Shoppers drift through
the produce and craft stands clutching thelr %urchases. Near
the door, five gray-haired women dressed In black stand In a
[Ine. Thelr sign reads “\Women against Violence.” | recognize
Jeanie In the ling, an acquaintance I've not seen for several

ears.
/ The sign doesn't say “against male violence,” but. still, |
feel targeted. My mind spins throu?h scenes: the beatings she
took prior to her divorce; TV shots ot the slaughter in the miadle
gast: my own vicarious enjoyment of the violence In sports,
films, and novels. | |

| approach her and say “HI." She doesn't replh/ and | realize

that It's a silent vigil. SO, [ open my arms for a hug.
chill wind
she offers her cheek
for my kiss
Ray Rasmussen

CLOAKROOM CASANOVA

 FIRST GRADE...| can't keep mP/_eyes, or hands, off the
gwls. During stor)(twre | sit behind Pafricia and stroke her wavy

lond tresses. Later there's a moment when we’re alone In the
cloakroom and | blurt out. “I bet | wouldn't be afraid to kiss
you!” She laughs and plants one [I?ht on my lips.

|'m stunned at my success—will" it always be this easx?

Ayear later at a new school 1have a wild'crush on Kathleen
Who's @ ?rade ahead of me and to whom | have never spoken.

On the playground | walk up o her and trly the exact same ling.
“Get away from me you nincompoop!™ she says.

thwack of the ball
In the catcher's mitt—
| g0 down swinging

Robert Hecht
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ULTRA LIGHT

ANEW GENERATION of backpackers IS set on decreasing
gack welght and Increasing h|k|n%speed and daistance. This

reed WeIghs Its gear In ounces. A base pack weight of S
pounds, not Including food and water, Is considered ideal.
For this seven-day trek into the Sierra Nevada, m}/ hase
weight 15 about thirtéen pounds—heavy by ultra h([;h stan-
dards but still less than what many backpackers currently carry.
John Muir’s hook The Mountains of California accounts for
9.3 ounces of my pack's weight. |

~“More than a hundred Years ago, Muir trekked all over the
SIEra, topﬂed ts peaks, and threaded its valleys. He traveleo

llighély, with his notehook tied to his belt, and bread and tea for
00d.

hic_‘h country —
| blow the dust
from a feather

Lane Parker

VISITING MOTHER

AFTER A RAINSTORM a flock of blacknirds gathers In
the elms. Mother and 1sit on the patio and discuss the past
Before we're finished with my first husband, the blackbirds
Sweep on to another set of trees.

change of wing
fragrance of mint leaves
from my cup

Marilyn Appl Walker
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SPRING CITY

N.Y. PORT AUTHORITY BUS TERMINAL spring week-
end free theatre free dance free crowds oops sorry I'm-In your
way —agroup of hare krishnas hare hare rama rama ramamama

rama drums tamnourines ramalamadingdong thanks gandg YO
ever know what an Inspiration you’ve been I'm headin

the mountains free air free pines free streams goodbye krishnas
ello Ramapos hello Ramapoems. Get me outta here.

[

[

U'l
for

Spring-

rur
|

NN

Ning up the escalator
155

%he wrong hus

my bus pulling out

Yo

g

ullin

Ir pus Pd y

at cou

eon

odbye. New York

0
?)h for that first whiff

of

SKunk

David Gershator

Frogpond - Second Decade

fading sun at low tide —

teeth marks

I an old frisbeg

Michael Dylan Welch

Volume XVIII:3 1995
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RENGAY
THE ART OF PARTNERING

Carolyn Hal!

THERE'S PROBABLY NO FASTER, EASIER WAY to get
to know someone at a distance than to write a collaborative
Plece With them. Adeh%}_htful vehicle for accomplishing this IS
he rengay, a Six-verse Tinked poem on a single theme%or two
concurrent themes—see below) Invented fifteen years ago by
halku poet Garry Gay. He envisioned two or threg poets alter-
nately penning verses—either In one another's company (In-
doors or out) or via post. With_the advent of the Internét and
subsequent ubiquity of e-mail, it has now become common for
haHm across the globe to e-mail rengay verses to one another
and receive almost Immediate responses from their partners.
Sometimes It Is only @ matter of minutes or hours between the
time links are sunmitted, discussions ensue, and edits are mace
that are satisfying to both partners. The tenor of these discus-
slons and negotiations Is often very revealing about the per-
sonalities of the poets, | see It as the haijin version of pen pals,
and It can be terrific fun.

~ From conversations with Garry, 1know that once having
?lven birth to this new genre he IS haﬂpy enough to watch Ifs
orm evolve and become enriched by t e_|ma(gmat|ons_ of those
who have taken It up. From his [ierspectlve, he two Incontro-
vertible “rules™ of rengax are ( Lmore than one participant,
and (2) adnerence to a theme. | know that solo rengay have
been attempted by some (Including myself). But what makes
lengay exciting Is two or three brains working In concert
Though 1 may know where I'm headed with a verse and can
easily ma%me a link to It, | am unlikely to come up with any-
thing as Inferesting as the associations my verse stimulates n
someone else's brain. It's very exciting to open my Partner’s e-
mall and think, "Wowd | never would have thought of that!"
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Now of course that "Wow!” m|ﬁht be elther positive or nePa-
tive. What If you hate that link that seems to come out of [eft
field and that )(ou can't wrap your head around no matter how
hard you try? 1f your partner 1s an old friend, It's easy e_nou%h
to say "Whatever were you thinking?” without destroying the
friendship. It's a differént matter wnen you're writing with a
new partner. Here diplomacy comes Into Pl_ay. But 1t'S safe to
assume that a rengay partner Is just what It says—a partner.
And It's safe to assume that a partner IS WI||IH% to work with
you till you agree you’ve got 1t right. No doubt my partners
occasionally %mash thelr teeth at my suggestions and/or rejec-
flons (Just as T sometimes do at theirs). But usually they come
pack with a much better verse (just as | sometimes do), grate-
ful for the kick In the pants. A personal failing on my part Is a
tendency 10 tr){ t0 rewrite my partner’s verse—ut that puts
me pack Into the danger zore of solo rengay. Better to [ust
grenneolr %our partner back to the drawing board and see what
(s,

THEME

S0 you have a partner who's eager to work with you. Now
how do you go about establishing a theme? In my practice |
have tried a number ot schemes. There IS the ohvious tack of
enga?mg I a discussion that results In an agreement to write
anout death and dying, or perhaps to Incorporate Spices In each
verse. Or one partner maY announce a desire to Write on a
particular theme, and the other agrees to go alon% for the ride.
An equally valid approach Is to sSimply be%;_ln With a verse pre-
Sented b%/ one player. The second player Tinks to the openlnﬂ
verse. The nature” of that link begins to suggest a theme. |
may. In fact, determine the theme. But sometimes It Is not unti
the'third verse 1S linked to the second that the theme becomes
apparent to both ,oartners. (This IS the point at which a secong-
ary theme may also become apparent. E.g.,"This Is obviously
a rengay about art. but It looks like we have atmospheric con-
ditions “In each verse as well. Let’s carry that throughout.”)
| ve found that no one of these schemes IS superior to another.
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In agreement.
GROUND RULES

Some ground rules to establish up front: Is it OK to send
your partner back to the drawing board? (Some people are un-
comfortable being asked to give Tt another try.) Does your part-
ner expect you to send just one link, or does s/he prefer to be
given two Or three verses to choose from? There's no reason
partners can’t differ in this approach. One can choose to send
only one at a time: the other may be more comfortable sending
three or four and leaving it up {0 his/her partner to choose.

Another Issue that may come up IS the form of the verses, |
have a partner who feels very strongly that the two-liners shoula
he stron?, stand-alone hatku. _comﬁlete with caesura. Others
freat the two-line verses more like the two-ling component of a
traditional three-line haiku q'the delicious tickle / of a lady
bug™) with no break. | find that a hard break In everY \/erse
tends to make the finished poem feel a bit choppy. But If that
effect can be avoided, either way works.

An aspect of rengay that 1strugﬂle With 1S the relative 1im-
Ro_rtaﬂce of the Ingividual verses. Should each be the strongest

alku you can write on the subject? (l.e., would you submit It
to a Journal or to a contest?) Or IS It more Important to write
the Strongest verse you can under the circumstances, taklrg
Into account the necessity of linking to the previous verse ar
sticking to the theme. 1tend toward the “strongest verse under
the circumstances” school. If that turns out to be a very strong
stand-alone haiku, So much the better. But Inrengay, each verse
S In service to the poem as a whole.

On this same topic. | sometimes will offer up an opening
verse that IS not the strongest haiku | have ever written. For
example, “summer dusk / blurred colors of the freignt train /
on the opposite track™ IS an adequate haiku, but no contest

o
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winner. Yet it works Well as a rengay opener necause there are
any number of associations an Imaginative partner may bring
t0 1t and which mignt make Interesting themes, eBg. opposites,
trains, travel, fading light. In fact, WE/ partner %_nhe Wilson)
responded with "vesper bells / a scatter of bluebirds,” and the
theme soon established Itself as “blurred colors.” The rengay
was published In Mariposa.

Another 1Ssue to be agreed upon Is whether verses must link
t0 the preceding verse, or only to the general theme. In trad-
tional renku. both link and shift are essential. R_engBay doesn't
Insist upon the shift — In fact It discourages It. Bt | think
lInking to the previous verse Is half the fun and results (gener-
aII%/) In stronger rengay. One must be a bit cautious, however,
When focusing only on the linking aspect, It Is easy to shift so
far from the previous verse or verses that that the poem loses
ts coherence.  AS an extreme example:

swelling quince buads
a wild fUrkey teeters
on the fence

the town drunkara
makes his way home

The obvious ink Is between "teeters” and the stumbling drunk.
(Or perhaps between the drunkard and Wild Turkey!) But the
Subject matter of the two verses IS so disparate, andthe shift In
Modd o abrupt, that It IS |mP033|bIe to Intuit from them what
the overall theme might be. In a long renku. linking and shift-
Ing balance each other out and make for an Interesting jour-
ney. Rengay IS too short to accommogate such shifts and they
leave the reader perhaps feeling as If she Is stumbling from
one verse to the next. As a general rule, the shift should be
nelther so weak nor so strong that It calls attention to Itself.

This leads us to the 1ssue of variety. Once you've chosen a
theme, can you come at 1t from all possible directions? Can
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you SkIP around from one season to another? (Garry would
Say 1o, though 1have seen successful ren%ay that do this.) IS It
alright to move from indoors to out and then In again? Some-
times 1t’s fun to stay “In the nmghborhood" or "In Hawail.”
My partner and Lonce took second place for a rengay In which
W never got out of granama’s kitchen, But she'Is the same
partner who will often remind me that "it's time we had some
sound,” or “It feels like we need something moving upwards
at this point.” 1am always grateful for her stiggestions pecause
those consicerations don't often occur to me—and 1think they
always make for a stron?er DOEM. MK answer to the questions
|'ve posed above IS that 1have no right answer. The most I can
say IS that 1t IS Important that the Verses hang togetner; that
they are Innovative while all the while sticking, to the theme.
And, as with haiku In general, It IS never a bad 10ea to engage
several of the senses.

TITLE

OK. let’s assume you. have SIx Verses (Ywhew!) and you are
both pleased as punch with the outcome. The last hurale Is the
title. The title should be related, obviously, to the theme. Ana
when the theme 15 subtle and may need t0 be teased out from
each verse, the title 1s an excellent opportunity to guice the
reader, My own preference 1sto choose a ling (or a portion of a
Imez from the rengay to serve as the title. (But It's Important
ot 10 ([nve_ away the punch ling If there 1S one at the end.[)) | also
prefer €0 hint at, rather than spell out, the theme. (1.6.. I'd Choose
'Once In a Blue Moon” over the more obvious “Colors.”)

REWARDS

| have found collaborating with rengay partners extremely
rewarding. If;(/ou haven't already done'so .. .try it. you'll like
It. You never know where It might take you!

-50-
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IMAGINING EVE*

fig leaves
N April moonlight-
Imagining Eve

firstaate ...
he helps me see Orion

Himalayan dawn
throug open tent flaps
3 Vetl sighting?

close of day—

In the centér ofthefairy ring
bluenells

searching the heavens
for Heaven

newfound love-
a rainbowfrom one pot ofgold
t0 the other

Carolyn Hall
Billie"Wilson

*Frogpond, XXVI: 1(2003)

* * :E/\/\

RENGAY FORMAT

All rengay consist of six verses composed In the following
formats:

For two people }\Poet_A and Poet B)
3 lines/Poet A, 2 lines/Poet B. 3/A. 3B, 2/A, 3B
For three poets (A. B. and C)

3 lines/A. 2 lines/B, 3 lines/C. 2/A. 3/B, 2/C

-00-
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HAIKU AWARENESS

Adelaide B. Show

WHEN | WAS YOUNGER 1 took a class from the artist Sis-
ter Corita Kent on art appreciation. The class was more of art
awareness, rather than art_appreciation, and It prepared me,
years later, for writing haiku, a poetic form 1knew nothing
about at the time. |

Inthat class, less time was spent on studymg the old masters
than on finding art In everyday life. Natural beauty/art can be
found anywhere: soapy water forming streams down a drive-
W%y,_agrasshopper on'a leaf. | o

0 IlUstrate that anything and everything has the possipility
of art, we were asked to write 50 things about a bottle of Coke.
Working in small groups, each with a full seven ounce green
bottle, We beﬁan t0 descrine the shape, size, color, feel, sound.
\\e studied the bottle full and after every S!P’ studied It In the
light and In shadow. \We tapped 1t. clinked It. blew Into It, and
Shook It. ThiS was an exercise to oRen OUr Senses.

Another activity was to write on the lined side of a 3 x 5 car
a daily observation and to decorate the blank side. The decora-
tlons could be In any manner we chose: a pen and Ink sketch, a
drawing with water colors or crayons, a cut-out C,omture from
magazine, a geometrical design; a collaqe made with fabric.
Anything our Imagination produced was allowed, and the deco-
rations need not be In any way connected to our observations.

The recording of dal(ljy observations Increased my anility to
sharpen my senses, and the decorations made me concentrate
on producing something pleasing. In a small area and witr
simple materials. All of these activities formed the foundatior
forwr|t|"([1ha|ku later on. | o

These class exercises In observation became a daily habit. |
began to notice more In my environment. Several yéars later
after reading a small book of haiku, | knew this was the only
way to express what | had been seeing for years. This was the
Wa?/ to convey In words the art. the beauty of the ordinary as
well 8s the extraordinary and to do so economically.
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It 1sn't easy to write a good halku. Too many words spol It
too few make It obscure. And the words have to be Just the
rght choice. The experience of any particular moment can never
be repeated In exactly the same way. Even If It were repeated
five minutes later the poet Is five minutes older, the light has
changed, the wind, the odors, everything. It becomes a Second
experience. The first was unique In that It was a single mo-
ment of awareness. Call this an epltphaﬂy or, simply, keen ob-
servation and perception. The difficulty IS In capturing that
perception In words that show, not tell, ahd do so In three lines
of nomore than 17 syllaples.

There are a numner of quidelines as to form, but before a
halku poet can address the form, he needs to prepare himself
to experience the halku moment. Being open to all that you
eXperience WIth your Senses I, E)erhaps, the first step In ledrn-
Ing to write haiku. Relax and let ¥o_ur Senses speak to you.
Accept everything and dismiss nothing as possible material
for halku-thé grandness of mountains, the smallness of an In-
sect, the freshness and loveliness of a rose, the dilapication of
an old warehouse, the worn look of old shoes.

One of my early haiku was sparked by nothlnq more than the

sound of walking In the autumn woods. A simple observation,
yet It became a Su\ghs%% DOEM. :

petween mossy trunks

red |eaves squishing underfoot
smelfing o? %ampnegss 11

ld. worn out holiday ornaments Inspired another success-
ful%a|ku: y :

anolt<her year cotrhe—l t
acking my_mother's ornaments
Bw%h m9ne YZ’

A destroyed house had something other than rubble to offer

still standing
Just a chimney
girded with vines 11
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Then there Is the absurdity of an Image:

spring mist—
fne haby hippo
fills the puddle 1.

Another published haiku Inspired by an Insignificant Incl-
dent that could have been Ignored:

fallen cigar ash—
the lead ant pauses
and reroutes the line §

With practice you will be aware of more detail In your sur-
roundings, ana YQJ will often observe In a single location or
slttuaﬂo,rp( several Images worthy of remembering and turning
Into haiku,

Since | can't always rely on my memory, |carry asmall note-
book and Jot down any”observations Ithink could later de-
velop Intoa poem. Some observations never become poems,
or become only meaiocre ones, but recording the observation
s useful. When I find that 1havent written anything of value
for a few days 1t Is usually because 1have been neglectful In
my note taking. This record of observations aids In keeping
mzls_erses sharpened. o

Hatku awareness can be developed and, with It. a new world
will open up. a world often missed, a world of small beauties.

Acknowledgments:

1) Modern Haiku. 1ll: 1. 1972
2) Acorn. #9, Autumn 2000: New Resonance #3. Red Moon
ress, 2003 |
Yellow Moon. #17. Winter 2005
Heron's Nest, VIA, May 2004
Frogpond. XXVII:2. Spring/Summer 2005
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LOOKING BACK ON FROGPOND

MY IMMEDIATE RECOLLECTION and appreciation Is
drawn toward the haiku checklist that appeared inthe late 907s,
| think b¥ Michael Dylan Welch. As a navice. I found it a help-
ful tool Tor answering questions of aesthetics and Improvin
halku. | hope It has softened the peril inflicted on the eyes o
the journal editors. | have aPpre_c:lat_ed S0 many things, Hut the
Re:Readings has been most fascinating, and | confess, the place
| stop first. It helps me see what Kind of halku affects readers
and practitioners the most. | enjoy the dialogue, and It brings
to mind the questions raised by Lee Gurga In the haiku com-
{numty on halku that matter. As always, thanks for the ques-
jons.

Dan Scinverin

*%*

Here are a few words on Frogponds first 10 years from a
relative “rookie.” |am eager to hear from poets Who Were ac-
tive In hatku when these ISSUes came off the presses. I'm lucky
fo have a nearly complete collection, and It's been a splendid
journe followmﬁ,the evolution from ajournal that apparently
Pubhs ed everything submitted, regardless of merit, to one of
he most respected journals In print tOdﬁV' 1was especally
touched by the 1974 letter from Harold G. Henderson to Tadagh
Kondo (printed in Vol. 1. No. 1). It is common for an expert In
any field to defend everything they’ve ever written. But Mr.
Henderson had a r_efreshlngl¥ humble response to a criticism
of his early translation,of Basho's “old pond™; “As to the "plash
of water When a frog Jumps In" that was written 40 years ago
and was one of my many errors . . . Yes. it was In the “Bamnoo
Broom' but please forget it." What a fascinating and heart-
warming_view this Is more than 70 years after this beloveo

pioneer first attempted to help open up our treasured haiku
world for so many.

Billie Wilson
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THE PLAYFUL MIND
(What Makes American Halku Different)

Dietmar Tauchner

English hatku poet Martin Lucas once said, about the differ-
ences between the American haiku and the English, ZOU don't

find any worse poems In Frogpond or Modern Haiku but all

are quite similar, or follow the Same pattern; but, though you'll
find some quite poor poems In the Engllsh magazines, they
also have a broader Individual range and taste. o

In recent times we've been given many narrow definitions
of hatku. \We should be careful with any definitions, If we on_\y
follow an established method of how t0 create a hatku, we will
pe In danger of losing the aspect of freshness, an important
requirement for writing haiku. In Gary Snyder's words, “The
path IS whatever passes.™™ | | |

But what has this to do In particular with the American haiku?
What are Its main features? Bruce Ross wrote In his anthology
Halku Moment: “The fourth qeneratlon of American haiku %s
characterized by] consistent lack of seasonal references, sur-
realist techniques and figurative expression ... reqular prosody
s eliminated, and human, rather than nature, subjects are more
empnasized, [as are] eroticism, psychological expression, and
political and Social commentary.”Z | |
This mignt be c‘uﬂe significant for the American haiku, al-
though you find all these n European haiku too, though not to
the same great extent, and only recently. The so-called “urban
hatku,” which has become more common In Germany, for In-
stance. only recently, with 1ts. roughly said, modern-subjects
of sex and” psychological, political, and social expressions,
seems to be an offspring of the American hatku movement.

Another offspring, In general, was and still Is a W|H|nc1;ness
to try new forms as Well as nontraditional content and a strong
anility to adapt the 1dea of Japanese short poetry and to de-
velop It further. Poets like Marlene Mountain have found a
way to combine American literary style with the Japanese
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forms, Marlene once pointed out that, In her way of thinking,
there is ng "Japanese haiku.” Very different Japanese haiku
Suggest references to an era. a date, a poet's name, and o on.
Also the well established techniques used for writing haiku
are nqthl\R? more than techniques. The Austrian philosopher
Ludwig Wittgenstein wrote: "My sentences are only a ladder
o climb up: |f_%/ou [Havel(reached the point of meaning, you
have to throw If away,” 3 The same IS true for wntm(%_ haiku.

When Iencountered North American haiku for the Tirst time
1 foung somet“m(%, which | would fike to call "the playful
mind,” a mind related to the meaning of haiku, which, literally
translated, means “lolayful verse." German poets, for Instanc,
are more Used to fo I,oqu_ﬂxed patterns. This IS a generaliza-
tion. but | consider 1t a valid observation. |

[t 15 almost Impossible to _SPeak ahout the European haiku.
EVery country has Its own history and language, and we only
Very ‘recently have started to examine other countries’ haiku
scenes—during the First European Haiku Congress In Gerr an}/.
But one can say that In Europe It IS still very uncommon to
write, for instance, a one-liner, or a poem that'Is not related to
the traditional subject of nature linked to human nature. Though
this IS char,?mg rapldly,_ard has already changed In the mo-
ment of writing down this observation. | |
~ Fora Ion? time, the German hatku tended eitner to strictly
Imitate the few available translations of the ancient Japanese
masters, or tended to be written with almost no relation to the
origins of the genre. In those countries where German IS $po-
ken 1t was, for a long time, impossible to find accept_ar ce for a
halku not composed In the 5/7/5 pattern, and that Is still the
case In my native Austria. So the aspect of “atarashimi” (new-
ness) was absolutely ignored for several years. Now a period
of change approach@s,or has already approached, because more
and more poets are glancir 8 at the International haiku scene as
well as that of America, and feel attracted by new subjects an
new forms, To say It with the words of Ruth Franke, a halku
poet from Germany, “The new generation of European haiku
poets has pecome aware of the chance of this literary genre:
grounded In the cultural background of each nation, It'ls ca-
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Pa_ble of connecting people all over the world by sharing some-
hing like a universal human truth.” |
“Conclusion: It 1s stifl very useful to study the Japanese ori-
gins, but also to experiment with the form and subject; to Inte-
grate our own historical background In form and content, and
als0 to glance reqularly at the International haiku movement
Nothing has to be avoided and nothing espemall%{]_ras,to e
revealed. It 1 most Important to be open to everything in our
daily lives, to allow the open and playful mind, because: “The
path IS Whatever passes.”

Notes:

A version of this essay was originally presented as a sPeech at the Haiku
yortzthznowggca Conference In Port Townsend, Washington, USA, Septem-
er 22, 2005,

Many tThanks to Kilmeny Niland and Prof. Horst Ludwig for thelr great
Support
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earning t0o late

he didn't like bubinga wood —

sun strikes the urn |
Elizabeth Secirle Lamb
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Re:Readings

Peter Yovu on Collin Barber g‘autumn morning / 1still have
the tooth /1 lost Inmy dream”% “Something ahout teeth. | dreamt
every tooth In my fiead was loose or crumbhn([;, (uM-Sockets
?apm?, my tongue a desperate shepherd trying o restore order
0 Its fragmented flock. | dreamt 1 was \ym%;, on a beach, the
surf breaking into my mouth, my teeth tumbling like pebbles
like dice Ina,cup. The same dream, different éach time, and
the sweet relief of wakjn%_ to the known contours of molar,
incisor and trusted cuspid firmly rooted in reality. And yet . ..

Death,” sald Wallace Stevens, 'Is the mothier of beauty.
Among Its other progem(, ' say, IS |mag|nat_|or. Though efy-
mologically unrelated. 1 find myself indulging a connection
between death and teeth. How much effort Pqes Into scrubblng
them, once, twice, three times dall)(, {0 apR yIng Whiteners an
brighteners all for a gleaming smile, the hardware of a happy
face? They are the one thing Visible In life which will also te
visible In‘death, down to the bones of us.
~ Am [ alone In.Imagining death’s arin when | see ten bowl-
mﬁ pINns along with their retlection? ?Oh the joy of Wlplnﬁ that
STy look from the end of the_alle%/). Alone In'seeing golt as a
kind of surrealistic dentistry in which the player-dentist, with
his bag of metallic tools, attempts to chase @ rounded tooth
dack INto 1ts socket? Not. at any rate, alone In how | dream,
and In how 1too sometimes wake up on an au<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>