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I have always been drawn to the haiku of Scott Metz. I admire 
the imaginative awareness of language through which he ex�
SHULPHQWV�LQVLGH�DQG�RXWVLGH�WKH�ERXQGDULHV�RI�WKH�DUW�IRUP��

           lakes 
           & now wolves
           entering Pegasus

To begin, I want to enter this poem through the words and how 
WKH\�DUH�DUUDQJHG�RQ�WKH�SDJH��¿YH�ZRUGV��RQH�DPSHUVDQG��WHQ�
syllables, each carrying its own weight. There is nothing extra 
here and nothing is wasted. There is rhythm in the lines, and 
with that rhythm, conveyed emotion, something I can sink my 
teeth into. But what does it mean, if a poem should mean? Why 
lakes, why wolves, hinged on that ampersand, and why are they 
³HQWHULQJ�3HJDVXV´"�3HJDVXV�LV�WKH�ZLQJHG�KRUVH�WKDW��E\�GH¿�
QLWLRQ�LQ�0HUULDP�:HEVWHU¶V� “causes the stream Hippocrene 
to spring from Mount Helicon with a blow of his hoof.”1 The 
LPDJH�SRUWUD\V�SRZHU��ÀXLGW\��WKH�OLIH�JLYLQJ�HVVHQFH�RI�ZDWHU��
$�VHFRQG�GH¿QLWLRQ�JLYHQ�IRU�3HJDVXV�LV�³SRHWLF�LQVSLUDWLRQ�´�
the wellspring of creativity. And a third tells me that Pegasus 
is “a northern constellation near the vernal equinoctial point,” 
vernal referring to the season of spring. On the literal level, are 
lakes and wolves preparing themselves for the advent of spring? 
On the subliteral level, is the poet himself entering a season of 
rebirth, of awakening, of a new awareness and opportunity to 
explore his inner and outer landscapes?

Interesting, too, is the fact that this collection is arranged in 
WKUHH�SDUWV��lakes,  &, and now wolves. In an enlightening intro�
GXFWLRQ�E\�3KLOLS�5RZODQG�ZH�OHDUQ�WKDW�WKH�¿UVW�VHFWLRQ�³ODNHV´�
IHDWXUHV�PRUH�FRQYHQWLRQDO��VHDVRQ�QDWXUH�RULHQWHG�KDLNX�

end of summer         the fox returns
pressing her body against                                          with my answer . . .          
the sea wall          autumn leaves  
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(DFK�RI�WKHVH�FRQWDLQV�D�VHDVRQDO�UHIHUHQFH��VXPPHU�DXWXPQ��
D�FUHDWXUH�SUHVHQFH��KHU�IR[�P\���DQG�D�V\PERO�RI�WKH�KXPDQ�
DQG�QDWXUDO�ZRUOGV��VHD�ZDOO�OHDYHV���(DFK�SRUWUD\V�DQG�FRQ�
veys a sense of longing, of seasons and relationships. What 
does one do with the summer body when summer ends, and 
who is doing the pressing here? What are the universal ques�
tions we seek answers to as one season gives way to another?

3DUW�WZR�RSHQV�ZLWK�³	´�DQG�LWV�UHÀHFWLRQ��DV�LI�ZH�DUH�VHHLQJ�
it mirrored on the surface of a lake. Rowland suggests that the 
poems contained herein might be considered “transitional in 
WKH�SURJUHVV�RI�KLV�ZRUN��RU�DV�DQ�LQWHUOXGH�RI�VRUWV�´�7KLUW\�VL[�
RI�WKH�IRUW\�¿YH�SRHPV�DUH�GHOLYHUHG�LQ�RQH�OLQH��D�IRUP�WKDW�
DOORZV� IRU� ³VXGGHQ� GLVMXQFWLRQ� DQG� WKH� SOD\� RI� DPELJXLW\�´

meadow speaking the language she dreams in

spring night the pines share something private

under my skin a pasture with one tree

am i the one who’s darkening plums

,�¿QG�LQ�WKHVH�OLQHV�D�FRPSOH[LW\�DQG�DQ�LQWULFDF\�LQ�MX[WDSRVL�
tion. One word leads us to another, and another, until the poem 
comes out whole, true to experience and conceptualization. 
Real or imagined, these moments resonate with me in the light 
and in the darkness contained within, and I sense a seamlessness 
DQG�FLUFXODULW\�WKHUH�LQ�WKH�VSLULW�RI�SOD\�WKDW�5RZODQG�VXJJHVWV�
under my skin a pasture with one tree under my skin . . . ; am i  
the one who’s darkening plums am i the one who’s darkening . . . 

6HYHQW\�WKUHH�SRHPV�LQ�WKH�ODVW�VHFWLRQ�³QRZ�ZROYHV´�FRQWLQ�
ue to stretch our haiku sensibilities and, as Rowland suggests, 
“deviate further from the norms of syntax, punctuation and 
lineation.” In the progression of this collection, we enter a 
transition in which “it is important to note Metz’s growing 
LQWHUHVW� LQ�-DSDQHVH�PRGHUQLVW�DQG�FXWWLQJ�HGJH��FRPWHPSR�
rary (gendai��KDLNX�������´�3RHPV�RI�WKLV�FDOLEHU��ZLWK�URRWV�LQ�
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classical and modern Japanese haiku poetics, often  challenge 
the reader to expand his or her haiku horizon, to expect allu�
sion and intrigue, to enter with an open mind and heart, and to 
H[SHULHQFH�WKH�SRZHU�DQG�P\VWHU\�RI�ZRUG�DQG�LPDJH�

ZKHUH�P\�VTXLG�KHDUWV� � � ����������OLNH�D�PRVTXLWR
               beat               or an old empire
pale, fragile blossoms             city night

from last week but that only happens inside stars.

Read these lines out loud to feel the rhythm and pace, to hear 
the richness of the language. Explore the associations. In the 
¿UVW� KDLNX�� IRU� H[DPSOH�� VTXLG� LQN� LV� XVHG� WR� GUDZ� WDWWRRV��
poems are written in ink, blossoms will bear fruit if pollinated, 
the heart is quickening. Could the poem represent a time of 
fragility and possibility in the artist’s life?

There are haiku in the last section that connect us with nature 
WKURXJK�IUHVK�DQG�VXUSULVLQJ�LPDJHU\�

spring
                in the basement
OLNH� � � � � �����������RI�D�VQRZÀDNH
a scale that’s come off              blackbird and i

earth

$QG�WKRVH�WKDW�FRQQHFW�XV�ZLWK�ZROI�QDWXUH��SROLWLFDO�DQG�DQWL�
ZDU�SRHPV�

the double
image of
            here’s a feather
a            stuck to the sky or
small            is it your blood
cocoon
held

#�JXQSRLQW
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the war awakens the face of an insect in the mirror

Often when we are reading haiku we can’t look up from the 
page and ask the poet why certain words and images were 
chosen, what the true intent was in writing the poem, or what 
the poet hopes the reader will take from the poem. But if we 
can gain insight into a poet’s creative process and what lies 
behind the scenes of his or her passion for the craft, we may
more fully understand a poet’s body of work.

In 2007 Modern Haiku published “The Haiku of Scott Metz” 
in its “Spotlight” feature.2 He began writing haiku in 1997 and 
WHQ�\HDUV�ODWHU�ZDV�DVNHG�WR�VKDUH�KLV�SRHWLF�YLHZ�

,�ZDV�DWWUDFWHG�PRVW�E\�WKHLU�EUHYLW\��WKHLU�RGGQHVV��RI�VXEMHFWV�DQG�
LPDJHV���DQG�WKHLU�VHQVH�RI�GDUNQHVV�DQG�ORQHOLQHVV�DV�ZHOO�DV�WKHLU�
DELOLW\� WR�FRQYH\�WKH�GHHSO\�VXEMHFWLYH�ZLWKLQ� WKH�REMHFWLYH��IURP�
DQG�RXW�RI�LPDJHV���������7ZR�DVSHFWV�RI�KDLNX�HVSHFLDOO\�LQWHUHVW�PH��
free verse or freestyle haiku and haiku of the imagination. . . . I’m
also interested in the playfulness of language in haiku, those words 
and phrases and slang that make English unique and that can be used 
to engage the reader.
                                                                                        
0HW]¶V�KDLNX�DUH�QRW�FUDIWHG�DFFRUGLQJ�WR�DQ\�RQH�GH¿QLWLRQ�RI�
the art form. His poems fall all along the bell curve of haiku, 
with language and images that resonate out and beyond that 
curve. lakes & now wolves is a collection to be read, stud�
ied, and savored, one that will awaken, inspire, deepen, and 
broaden our haiku sensibilities.

certain now i am somewhere among the dawn    bird    notes

Notes

1. Merriam-Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary, 11th ed., p. 913.
2. Modern Haiku�������SS����±���
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