








HAIKU SOCIETY OF AMERICA
333 East 47* Street, New York, NY 10017

<http:/lwww.hsa-haiku.org/>

Established 1968

Co-founders: Harold G. Henderson and Leroy Kanterman

Officers

Presiaent: Jerry Ball, 1710 Interlachen, Seal Beach GA 90704-4249
First Vice-President* Pamela Miller Ness 33 Riverside Dr. 4-G, New Yo
Second Vice-President: John Steve D 0, Box 122 Nassau NY 12123

rk NY 10023

Secretary: Howard Lee Kiloy, PO Box 1260, Hot Springs AR 71902-1260
Treasurér: Raffael De Gruttola, 4 Marshall Road, Natick MA 01760-2945

Newsletter Editor: Charles Trumbull_1102 Dempster Street, Evansto
Electronics Officer; Dave Russo, 221 Danforth Drive, Cary NC 2/511-

n 1L 60202-1211
318

-ROCPOND Editor: Jim Kacian, P.O. Box 2461, Wlnchester VA 22604-1661

Regional Coordinators

Northeast: Lawrence Rungren, 1Tan%lewood Ja%N Andover MA
Northeast Metro: Stanford Forrester, 2 Femwoo treet Wethersfiel

South: Melissa ‘\/h?]sa/ Brown. Route 4 Box 410, Dardanelle AR 7283
Mldwest j0e Klirschnér,

1 0
Sos%seast Wyman Rausseau, 9241 Heritage Woods Place Crarlotte4N

01810-1616
CT 06109
C 28269-0300
9305

2157 Rid eAve A%t 7D, Evanston IL 60201-6200

Plains & Mountains: Elizabeth J, Nichols 60831 n Juan Rd.. Colorado Springs CO 80904

Southwest: Naomi Y. Brown, PO Box 640286, El Paso TX 79904

0
California: Paul O Williams, 2718 Monserat Avenue, Belmont CA 94002-1448
Northwest: Ruth Yarrow, 4417 Cascadia Ave South, Seattle WA 98118-1641

Hawall: Susan Marte La Vallee, 834 Wanaao Road, Kailua HI 96734
Alaska: Mark Arvid White, P.0. Box 1771, Palmer AK 99645-1771

dol ars
mem ors

5{]check on a k or International Posta Mon
IpS areasnuel expire on December 31, and inclu e3|ssu
g

1992 & 1993 double

Subscription/Membership $28 USA. $30 Canada, $40 Europe and $45 elsewhere in U
R B % ; ? é) Order. All subscri t|ons?

es of FROC.POND as

Well as occasional Euegneds%}% U%eeomes US$7USA&Canada US$9 overseas, exce

of-print Issues are not accepta e, please specify w

Halku Soclety of America, J endsubsarl tlon/member
to the H.S.A Secretary, an ISsue orders to the FROC
fo

v D
o

Also send all changes of address and requests for |

nformation to the H.S.A, Secretar
Send all editorial “material (with SASE) to the FROCPOND Editor. Send alf 4

t
4o Canada, USS12 overseas. I xeroxed copies of ouFt)
1enode Ing. Mak

108, renewals, and ddnations
!QD Editor.

e checks payable to

other

correspondence to the pertinent ofﬁcers at thelr home adfresses Mail sent to the

Permanent corporate address at tg of th \33 oage Wi
orwarding. When a reply Is required, SA Emust e entlo

be subject to delay In

All prior copyrights_are retained by contributors. Full rights revert to contributors

u on publication”ir FRQCPOND Neither the Haiku Society of Ameri

ICa, ItS officers, nor

ee tor assume espons| ] a/ or Views of contrioutor (fnclud|
toewor |s8 rinted In FR C‘ ND, research errors, Infringen
or tailure to make proper acknowledgements. *

its own officers)
e%ts of copynghts

ISSN 8755-156X Copyright €2001 by Haiku Society of America, Inc.


http://www.hsa-haiku.org/

President’'s Message

Greetings once again to H.S.A. members. This
seems to be a time of waiting for our organization.
W hat's happening is that members of the executive
committee are waiting until the September 21st
meeting In New York to articulate and formalize any
changes. You might recall my last report where |
tempered myconcern for financialproblems with an
optimism based on the quality ofour membership. |
am Impressed with the generosity of members who
made thoughtful contributions to the organization.
Now 1Is the time to register your comments,
suggestions (and donations) with your regional
representatives and/or with national officers.

Our projects (contests and awards) have
proceeded on schedule this year and will continue.
Announcements will be made at or after the
September meeting. HNA was a success. | look
forward to meeting with membersin New York. We
are planning aregional meeting here in Long Beach
on the 1st of December with everyone invited. (We
have arranged very nice accommodations (less than
$80 for a double) near the beach. The temperature
should be In the 70s.) There are many interesting
events and also places to see in Southern California.
Please come and meet the members of Southern
California Haiku Study Group.

An H.S. A.triptoJapan hasbeen suggested during
the year 2002. Letus know ifyou have an interest. In
the meantime, please communicate.

As you can see, many things are imminent, but
much depends upon you: your reaction, your
support, your intention. Let us know how we can
serve you better, and together we will all make this
a better organization.

ferry Ball



1: An unrhymed
Japanese poem
recording the essence
of a moment keenly
perceived, In which
Nature Is linked to
human nature. It
usually consists of
seventeen onjl.

2. A foreign adaptation
of 1, usually written In

three lines totalling
fewer than seventeen

syllables.

(from A Haiku Path page 82 with corrections from page 80)



Valentine’s Day—
Just after appetizers
the young moon sets

D. Clare Gallagher

full moon
after all these years
this lust

Ed Baker

Win
he

d s

march bluster
the dragon kite
rattles its tail

Darrell Byrd

N1ft—

hlar

Sanew route

for her wheelchair
Linda Jeannette Ward

N0 signs
at the fork In the road
forsythia

Carol Purington



down this path before—
In my tree guide, white alder
already circleo

fROGPOND

Carolyn Hall
trickling up
from the creek
birdsong
Christopher Herold
Under

the river’s flow
the stone’s velvet

Virginia Brady Young

Spreading through the woods, the Native Plant Soc

John Stevenson

the early singing
of the vineyard workers
planting grapes

Paul O. Williams
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morning coffee
a yellow butterfly unfurlea
on the windshield

Darrell Byra

missed the train
—a small green shoot
between the tracks

Robert Kusch

dogwood blooming-—
finding one vacant seat
In the library

Yoko Oglno

Behind the chatting couple
she 1s making faces;
spring afternoon.

Ryan Underwood

Spring passing— |
the talk with my father remains
In my tea time alone

kuyo Yoshimura
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morning fog
the laader higher than
the house

Bruce R0SS

first warm day—
the roofer complaining
about his job

A. C. Missias

blowing bubbles
they slowly float towards
ayounger me

Eleanor Cameron

watering the qrass

I’ll have
{0 CuUt
Steven Binz
perennial—
scent of lilac

past or present
Joan Morse Vistain



VOL. XXIV: NO.3

another familiar bird
| cannot name—
spring garden

A. C. Missias
unseen woodpeckers
chirring In the oaks-
| ought to call home
Paul 0. Willams

0lue sky:

nissing her

nlue eyes

Robert Henry Poulin

From the land rover

the
e

erds

1

rly sum

an counting nis cows
mer rain

Bill Wyatt

cedar forest
first here— then there
a nightingale calls

Peter Duppenthaler
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dusk |
a bright bubble skims
the tarn
00 aksnes
guests departing—
summer moon spills its excess
across the glazed tile
Patricia J. Machmiller
bedtime story—
the smell of rain
through the screens
Brian Glerat
the worlds
within this one—
sound of crickets
Michelle Tennison
windless mist

hardly shimmering
the barroom neor

Philip Waterhouse
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Two Medicine Lake—

ig
Alice Frampton

the white cloud fitting
Inside a dark one
Harry Bose
thunder clap— |
on the billboard the word “big”

thunder ends—
the contralto’s voice rises
In the lounge

Lenard D. Moore

lying next to her
far away In the same bed
summer storm

Victor Ortiz

receding thunder
a Casca e_of\_/eerr song
among dripping leaves

Elizabeth Hazen
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summer heat—
by the sprinkler

an empty s

all shell

Yoko Ir

akado

ripe summer
our love/hate relationship
with the mulberry tree

Hayat Abuza

Warm summer dusk—

!
(

uffs of talcum powder
ust the white porcelain tub

Rebecca Lilly

hetween
Goethe & Graves
summer
shelfdust

LeRoy Gorman

arqgument at dinner

a fly moves
from plate to pl

ate

Steve Mason
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Independence Day
| let Kim touch
a little bit of me

Fay Aoyag|

soldiers’ cemetery—
the mower starts to cut again
with the A’S

Kristen Deming

flreworks over—
Smokers remain
seated

Emiko Miyashita

at the curb
waiting for the light-
clouds still moving

Ulys S. Yates

White moon
her bindi
out of place

Pariksith Singh
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facing the sunrise,
the full moon
retains 1ts whiteness

Richard von Sturmer

morning walk
where the waves end
empties

Paul Watsky

on the sand
a crab pincer
holding nothing

Barbara Strang

summer afternoon
the pail with rope rests
on the rim of the well

K. Ramesh

afternoon nap
sea wind blowing
through the house

Lynne Steel
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listening to father
on Sunday afternoons
melting Ice cream cone

Ulys H. Yates

beach walk—
a boy’s high-pitched voice
beside his dad

Barry George

afternoon shadows . . .
the snall
racing stones

Stanford Forrester

evening surf
vacationers on the boardwalk
pass back and forth

Christopher Patchel

ehb tide
the drift
of footprints

Connie Donleycott
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nome from vacation—
ewspapers on the driveway
with faded headlines

Dorothy McLaughlin

hot spell .. .
| bend lower
to a shrinking stream

LIz fenn

summer heat:
[ittle streams trickling
from my armpits

Tom Tico

sunlit showers—
how we enter
each other

Marjorie A. Buettner

electrical storm—
the aquarium light
flickers

Lee Glesecke
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all-day arizzle

end of the drought-
listening to the rain
| flood the sink

Joanna Preston

out of their thin shells

the stretch of snails

Cherie Hunter Day

M anhattan

K

aUtl

she shakes
the umbrella—
the rain meant for her

Gary Hotham

also a jaywalker
mn shower

Sosuke Kanda

dwindling light . ..
grandma’s knotted fingers
unravel the afghan

Kathy Lippard Cobb



The
consclous
)

Dee Evetts

It has become clear that this projected series on
the subject of separation and divorce iIsnot going to
fall as neatly into stages as | supposed in the con-
clusionofmy previous article. Inow forseeaconsider-
able amount of overlapping and even doubling-
back In this survey of relationship's unravelling, as
expressed In haiku and senryu.

This Is due In part to the length of time that
Inevitably elapses during the production and
distribution of this magazine— aswellas thereading
of Iit— such that Il may find myself writing an article
several weeks before receiving some of the sub-
missions most relevant to it. At the same time It iIs
true thatbreaking up (likeso much in life) tends to be
an untidy business that does not always progress
according toourexpectations. Add tothisthecompli-
cation ofsome poems being ambiguous with regard
to time . ..

Fortunately, all of these problems— if they are
that— can be viewed as canceling each other out. |
am taking advantage ofthisto revisit the large group
of poems that start with some version of the phrase
"discussing divorce". Among them 1Is Barbara
Strang's deceptively circumstantial
you speak of divorce
t morning sun
In your facel

U
€

0
1
1y




| almost overlooked this poem, and then began to
find more and more In it. The evocation of shared
domesticity; abeloved face seen with greatclarity in
the bright sunlight, eyes blinded to whatever
expression might be read on the poet's own face.
This strikes me as very truthful and infinitely sad—
a love poem about impending loss. (Other
Interpretations are no doubt possible, and it may
well be that recent memories prompt me to choose
this one.)

The British poet al i employs a more dramatic
Image In her

talk of divorce
she feels the knife edge
of her skirt’s pleat?2

This too has a very personal and authentic feel, the
surreptitious movementconveying much tension as
well as suppressed emotion. Sharp objects appear
notinfrequently in theiconography, and Ferris Gilli
gives us another:

divorce papers
she carefully snips
a loose threadl

We have the almosttoo obvious image of something
being excised and discarded. But there i1s another
level, ifwe linger to take itin: the picture ofawoman
sewing, the divorce papers at her side— already
opened, or still unread. She quietly continues with
herwork (theword "carefully" isperfecthere).W hat
she feels or thinks isleftopen, and thisonly enlarges
the poem.

Formostpeople thelegaldocuments— evenwhen
expected— come as a shock. It 1s easy to relate to
Michael Evans' experience:



divorce papers—
my signature
suddenly old4

Such asimple statement, yetitpinpoints one ofthose
unforeseen and seismic shifts in our lives.

Ofthe fourpoemsso farexamined, two make use
of the first or second person, and two the third—
though all (I would guess) are describing the poet's
own experience. With such personal and emotional
material, which voice to use Is often a delicate deci-
sion. Here It seems to me that all four poets have
made the right call.

We can look at the next poem, by Cindy
Guenterman, in this light:

Iaug_hinﬁ together
out In the hallway
her lawyer and hisb

Clearly we have no way of knowing whether this
refers to the writer's own circumstances, or was
simply ascene observed. If the former, then the poet
nas avoided using "my lawyer and his". Thatwould
e substantially different, to my ear. There would be
potentially more reproach init,amore injured tone.
As It stands, there Is a reaction to the lawyers'
behavior, to be sure, but also recognition that it is
natural enough: the adversaries in court may well
have a friendly relationship outside of It.

A more pointed dig atthe legal profession comes
from Alexis Rotella:

Telling me
how | should feel
the lawyer.6

W hile acknowledging the accuracy and economy of
this, | find that it has the ring of epigram rather than



of hatku. Itistempting to respond: Telling me/how
| should feel/the poet.

| have allowed the lawyers to elbow theirway Iin,
as they will tend to do. Let us retreat to appreciate a
very private moment, sketched by John Stevenson:

moving day
the other men
In her life7

Another poet might have said "man", and then it
would have been ordinary. Thisway, we get to feel
all the doubts and guestions that arise. If she has a
lover, iIsitone of these? Or will it be? How long has
she known these guys anyway? And so on. This is a
wonderful example ofambiguity sowing confusion
for the writer's persona, while creating intriguing
possibilities for his reader.

* %k %

New Zealand Haiku Anthology 2

Raw Nervz VI:3
Acom 6

HSA Members Anthology 1999
Modem Haiku 19:3
Woodnotes 22

Acom 5

~NOO U1 =P -

(Submissions and recommendationsfor this column can
be sent to Dee Evetts, P.O.Box 955, 128 East 3roadvvaY,
New York, NY 10002, Please state whether previously
oublished, %lvmg details. Work may also be selectedfrom
general submissions to Frogpond, and other sources.)
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September
on the wall calendar
postdtnotes rustling

Christopher Patchel
[Iver sedges
a bittern settling
into the frog song
Elizabeth Howara
moonlit chill
N0 answer

to the Iqon’scall
Gloria H. Procsal

delta autumn
the storyteller cradles
NS gun

Peggy Willis Lyles

half moon—
the wild dog follows
at a distance

Stephen L Amor
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thinning mist
the morning glory
has a shadow

Christopher Herold

fog In the hills—
this air tastes of
yesterday

Matthew Cheney

the chestnut husks

like 0

en hands—

autumn

Peach In hand,

John Ower (after Basho)

| contemplate the fullness

of her figure
William Scott Galasso

geese add their shadows
to the afternoon
canning jars still warm

Burnell Lippy




sitting out
the night air cooler—

FROGPOND

nothing more happens in the 20™ century

Gary Hotham

new moon ...
the snap

aut
— 1

imn clarity
e bell’s echoes

retl

of a nearby twig

commuter train’s
abandoned crossword:
the early darkness

Burnell Lippy

Anne LB Davidson

before th
crematin

'n slowly from mountains
Brent Partridge

e move
g several heads

of a camellia

Yoko

Imakado
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morning walk—
an elderly woman picks up

certal
Tom

1 leaves

Clausen

October street; the plain-dressing girl in scarlet socks

Thomas Hoyt

Cold afternoon—
an out-of-tune prano plays /

through rain on
Rebecca

taking brief shelter
leaves
on the fire escape

Judson Evans

the roof
Lilly

harvest moon—
the neighbor hits a high note
on his saxophone

Kathy Lippard Cobb
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gathering clouds

a chill settle In

my writing hand
Naia

on the ladder |
my neighbor silently strings
as | rake

Stuart Ungar

a tangle of brambles
threading through
the security fence

Martin Lucas

stacking wood
the rumble of his voice
hut not the words

Kirsty Karkow

frosty night

deer velvet brightens
the silence

Ernest J. Berry
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In December’s ¢

il

the thinness of I

er body

as we hug goodbye

Margaret Heh

ICy grounda
the missing leaf
exactly

Stephen L Amor

man-Smith

funeral director folding chairs

Tom Painting

the funeral over ...
we take home a cigar
from his last hox

Maurice Tasnier

restless night
In the winter
heart beats

rain

Gene Williamson
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W inter Solstice—
the sunset incantations
of red'winged blackbirds

D. Claire Gallagher

New Year’sbonfire
In the deep darkness
my home village

Yasuhiko Shigemoto

sub-zero night
the distant train
brittle and thin

Craig Barcal

Silent car ride
after the argument
| adjust the heat

Maureen Gorman

first contraction
stopping In the snowstorm
to buy cat fooc

Peggy Heinrich
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miles of night
light from a farmhouse window
glows on fresh snow

Michael Ketchek

bluer
on a fresh dusting of snow . . .
tonight’s moonlight

Nala
cookle crumb
on the car salesman’s desk
record snowfall
Anne LB Davidson
whiteout . . .

the brightness of fallen snow
on the rooves

Bruce Ross

trimming my moustache
over the bathroom sink
snow fall

Marc Thompson
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at the Laundromat
a lint trap overflowing
the sound of sleet

Cherie Hunter Day

winter farm
facing empty fields

Granddad dozes
Thomas Hoyt

February sun
the yellow bucket
of frosted leeks

Dee Evetts

Ash Wednesday
Carnival gaua
In the gutter

Makiko

the hill we climb
enters our conversation
beginning of Lent

Michael Fessler
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meteor watch . ..
a ghostly pair of birds
In the city glow

Renge/David Priebe

looking down
from the bridge
stars wavering

Lloyd Gold

Only |
SO many more times—
the moon and stars.

Charles Douthat

spiral nebulae |
through the telescope’s site
longing to love

H. F. Noyes

Valentine’s Day
the red-haired postman
two hours late

Stephen Addiss




1. A Japanese poem
structurally similar to
the Japanese haiku
but primarily
concerned with
human nature; often
humorous or satiric.

2. A foreign adaptation
of 1.

(from A Haiku Path page 82 with corrections from page 80)



morning after our a
the candle melted
Into 1tself

Brynne McAdoo

retL
to |

first house together—
before the furniture comes

echoes

Mike Spikes

fralr

er moonlit

COT

after new paint—

NeJ
David Lanoue

shadow on the coat hook

on the bedroom door
Harry Bose

'ning my rented woman

guest bedroom—

beneath t

a bookmar

e bedspread

k

Chris Pusater



arm in plaster

the weight
of a careless

moment

Greeha Brydges-Jones

Shyly
she shows me

her butterfly tattoo

fWo canes ...

Tom Tico

laughi

the

our olc

my uncle drags home

World War Two

D. A Thomann

IT

S(L

tr

U€

ductio

at sho
F Br

10 0as

FROGPOND

n physical—

eezing my halls

Ild have told me

Jnon Poshinski

ntist and [ compare

draft numbers

Michael Ketchek
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Intervention:
my hands shake
t00

John O'Connor

diagnosis . . .
one by one the petals
of the paper rose

Ellen Compton

confessional—
considering her tone
he steeples his hands

Nancy Stewart Smith

waliting ambulance—
the paramedics walk back
slowly

Stewart Collie

obituary photos—
no one looks
SUrprisec

John Stevenson




Nell Diamond concert
so many old ladies
my age

Billie Wilson

FROGPOND

gossiping on the phone

she

poets’ cafe—
trying to decipher
the mentu

Tim Bravenboer

NIk

utters
both sIC

s of the toast
| Nath

school cafeteria—

uniformec
all choosing

Dorotr

Yummy Pretzels

t
|

e vendor sells them

ramonotone
Joann Klontz

first graders

DIZZ4d

y McLaughlin
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Wantir

to
| ¢

Trasnh day—
another passerby
fries out the couch

David Elliott

heavy traffic—
at the light the boy crosses
his legs

Alice Frampton

)€ C

Ut

Patric

back from the P.O.—
an empty space
where the manuscript was

Linda Robeck

g my life
Ifferent—

y

alr

a Ann Rogers

although am lost,
the direction I'm taking
NOW agrees with me

J. D. Heskin







surge
?ettlr

ry—

g my hooks together

ong

noems and short

this world distilled
Into a word

IN NIS
as

fl

In the temple’s paneling

tan renga

Leatrice Lifshitz

Merrill ANN Gonzales

the swirls

thumbprint
e passes the jug

ne wood grain

Merrill Ann Gonzales



The Monkey's Ultrasound

a cricket
at the threshold
open aoor

In the new coolness
she waters her garden

tasting salt

S We Qr anchor
West of the moon

cowboys break camp
with the first light

sadde
and avﬁg?)ﬁ)ﬁn bt]anket
spruce up the chair

your wrinkle'massage before
the New Years Eve party

a quick scan

of the folded pages
in my diary

the mopkey's Litrasound
Droves he Qlwaroweg coins

dried flowers
with the wedding portrait
in a gilded frame

hy would one couple
bw S0 much c?ear ver

as a dancer
Ishe Worked at fifteen
clubs a day

staﬂtrzf 51%( hcﬂtech



near the old quarry
| pick wild raspberries
by moonlight

fans cheer like crazy
when the runner séores

the addict steals
a lighter and spoon
from the diner

burned brush along the
of aweed'riddled Pot o

drowning
In-apricot blossoms
the library sphinx

our hot-air balloon
drifts over the mirage

SIfIitwere
his father'svoice,
the call of abobwhite

students hetween classes
step with the tower bells

(e Kama Sutra

taped o the fridge

ONthe brewery tour
she goes into labor

don’t look now
my o\d hoyfriend just left
the adies”room

a field of narcissus
within the mountain shadow

Awakened
b¥ the silence
fresh snow



miniature dream catchers
at only twice the cost

diplomats
? eartn Hake rubble
0 PS

[ MICIO
alone in the temple . ..
ugly American

|bbous MooN
ei]dress rehearsal

chain gang scene
around the circus train
colored leaves swirl

the young child
paints a crooked smile
on the scarecrow

j[USt follow thhs
0 0et through t
finishing

IS not the point
of cross stitch

wieth the Rour se(s forwara
frees the penaulum
a chess game

while the magnolia sways
In the square

f atrggrhs rr]mt crab

ngnaze

Peggy Willis Lyles
Mark Brooks



plain brown wrapper

laundry day
a toddler peeks
from the empty hamper

a pink plastic ring

spills with the Crackerjacks

In the duty free shop
a Matryoshka doll painted
as a blushing briae

daybreak
he still hasn't seen

her dragon tattoo

aman In the library
reading braille

the manual arrives
IN a plain brown wrapper

“how to build a bomb?”

Cindy Zackowitz

Ferris Gilli



the light still shines

empty room—
the smell of old age
and her cologne

wrapped in yellowing tissue

great'grandma’s wedding dress

Easter hat
the one with the birds
still on my ming

Crocuses
up through

snow

the worn purple cushion
on her prayer bench

mantlepiece shrine
the light still shines

INn mother’s eyes

Carolyne Rohrig
Carolyn Hall




Stillflow

Sitting with eyes closed
on a flat rock In midstream
the flow surrounds me

funeral service
the drone of passing sirens

skrwritin —
etters arift
Into clouds

from bloom to bud returning . ..
sunset colored poppies

high noon:
a rattlesnake rests In the bend
of the highway

leaf In a Whirl\oool
roar of the falls

John Thompson
Rich Krivcher

Garry Gay



dubya and

dubya and 1disagree how we fuck with nature
here nothing’s wild just is
grouse still on their nests the freedom to mulch
everywhere and not shrinking the violets
pines’edge poison vy & touch-me-nots gather again

 slept on 1t which bed for the separated Irises

Marlene Mountain



Wreck Beach

| had long wanted to visit the infamous nude beach
situated on the Pacific Ocean justbelow the University
of British Columbia campus. But it was early spring
and so chilly that there was little chance that | would
see the students at their leisure nor the vendors who
were said to hawk vegetarian food, beer, and hallu-
cinogens to them. Yet lwanted to at least take a look at
the beach itselfand, like Kilroy, say Iwas there. The old
wooden staircases led along way down from the cam-
pus road with many turns and dense woods on both
sides. At the bottom was a long beach bordered here
and thereby marshes and backed rightup tothewoods
which provided a sense of protective enclosure. There
was no one on the beach and, for its ordinariness, |
wondered why lwas there. Then lbegan tolook closely
at the benches clustered together at odd angles. They
wererough-hewn gray planks thathad weathered con-
siderably. Next to each bench was a huge driftwood
log, pale and stripped ofits bark. In their erect, slightly
curved forms they were obviously totems, however
abstract, perhaps inspired by the collection of totems at
the Museum of Anthropology justup the hill. Between
the benches and the ocean as a focal point to the setting
was a makeshift altar with empty glass jars filled with
weeds, small potted plants, smooth colored stones,
votive candles, broken pieces of polished glass, and a
little Buddha. The absence of every living soul intensi-
fied the sense of sacredness that those who created this
place intended. | felt not unlike those times | had ex-
plored awe-inspiring ruins in places far from this one.
Then, with a shock of recognition, | saw the avatars of
all the otherworldly regard held in this place In their
tall unstooped beings.

Wreck Beach:
the four great blue heron
wade In the cove

Bruce R0sS



Sobe Beach

Early mornings and we swam naked In the warm
and luminous water of the China Sea. Okinawa 1952
and 1953. A few of my Army buddies and myself
submerged and slowly moved among jellyfish—
storied and angelic creatures with only afew degrees
of separation between themselves and Miss
Havisham, the mistress of the shadowy manor In
Great Expectations. 1t was as if those undulating fish
wore fading and diaphanous wedding gowns . ..
extremely fragile... abouttodissolve. As lwrite this,
| think of lines from a Hart Crane poem: ItiSall hung
by an Invisible white hairflt trembles as birch limbs
webbing the alf. There were those of us who felt that
we could look straight through the organisms as
they adhered to our cupped hands and reaching
arms, our foreheads, our bellies, our pricks
Gelatinous globs to the very core of their beings,
strung with billowing phosphorescent veils. And,
once we left the sea and stepped gingerly onto the
coral beach where one of the fiercestofWorld War Il
battles was fought, we found ourselves imprinted,
as If lipsticked where blood had been gently bruised
from our youthful bodies. Overly oxygenated, the
phantom shapes fell from us and slid back into their
watery element, threatened by the sky and the dark
looming outline of a beached-and-rusted landing
craft. We once brought a bayonet-loosened coral-
encrusted skull ashore ... American? Australian?
Japanese? We knew that in the depths among jelly-
fish, there were hundreds of other ghosts ...

deepening turquoise . . .
the amber rays of the sun
slant through the silence

Jerry Kilbride



A Matter of Time

It was Holy Thursday when mom received a
bouquet of flowers from my brother Jack, a
Marine, fighting In Korea.

A week later dad was working in the steelmill;
mom busy in the kitchen preparing lunch.

sun behind clouds—
at the front door | sign
for the telegram

Jack was killed by shrapnel on April 9, 1953.

dining room table
the roses he sent
shedding red petals

InJune atruce was declared. A month later— July
9— Jack would have turned twenty.

R. A. Stefanac

.and all

September 20,1955

First morning in Paris. Strolling through formal
gardens. Watchingchildrenromping inthesunshine,
laughing and yelling. But not understanding them.

April 1,1956, 3:.00 a.m.

Sitting bolt upright Iin bed, having dreams In
French for the first time.

in a foreign land
So strange
belonging

Lloyd Gold



Memories

Her memory is a physical sensation. A lead ball sits
on my chest. | cannot swallow it, nor puke i1t out. |
focus my attention on my breaths— 1— 2— 3— inhale
slowly, exhale from the other nostril. And again and
again. Praanayama isno help with my pain. The sea
suffocates even more.

dead larvae
Wave on wave

0n wave

| watch the thoughts but am helpless with their
Intrusion. Consciousness wavers and | catch myself
thinking all over again. Be a witness, | tell myself.
W atch! The horizon, passing ships, the sand— only
make things worse.

smell of fish
foaming
footprints

Pariksith Singh

In the Middle

You can siton a lawn of in a field, or forest or by a
stream; almost anyplace and just sit there sensing
whatever. The longer you sit the better for settling
out the business of the mind and becoming open to
the myriad senses ofsound, sight, smell and the way
all manner of life i1s right there to discover . ..

page by page . ..
she knows on each one
where Waldo 1S

Torn Clausen



Old Dogs

One of my favourite poems from Kobayashi Issa Is:

Visiting the graves;
The old do

Leads %e way.1

Jerry Ball and Iboth had old dogs ofourown inarecent
anthologyz

summer morning child’s volce—
the old dog seems to know the old dog settles lower
the length of his leash I Its box

Jerry Ball Cyril Childs

We humans too, as we grow older, come to know the
lengths ofour leashes— how farwe can go and, perhaps
more important, how far we want to go. Given a little
lateral thinking good haiku sometimes inspire others.
(Might we think of these others as derivative haiku?)
Following a recent lively discussion of Jerry's haiku |
must have been in impish mood as | jotted down:

sorin% morning—
C

the old dog seems to have forgotten
the length of his leash

And then, from afriend towhom I'd mentioned Jerry's
haiku, came—

summer morning—

the old dog

walks In his sleep
Bob Lee

Jerry, thanks for the inspiration!

Cyril Childs
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Struggling for Definition

A.C. Missias 1

W hatisa haiku? This question isacommon one, not
only atfamily dinnersbutalso in thecontextofhaiku
workshops and on-line forawhere many, ifnotall, of
the participants are relative newcomers to the genre.
Among such beginning students in particular, this is
a recurring topic of curiosity and debate— how can
haiku be recognized and distinguished from other
shortpoems thatarecommonly encountered? These
students want to be given a short, clear description,
as a framework within which to understand subse-
guent discussions and critique, and also as a set of
guidelines for their own writing.

Such definitions are also a frequent topic among
thosemoreexperienced intheworld ofhaiku. Form u-
lating adefinition for thegenre can be partoftheway
that individual writers present themselves to the out-
side world; finding out the definitions of others can
alsobeaway tofocus differentviews on what makes
for effective haiku. In the end, both beginners and vet-
erans share the search foragreaterunderstanding of
the haitku genre and the best approach to working
within It.

This discussion has taken many forms over the
years,beginning with the efforts ofthe Haiku Society
of America to arrive at an improved definition for
use by American dictionaries,2and extending through
the survey of concise definitions from various
Influential thinkers compiled In a recent issue of
Modern Haitku.3However,coming up with asimple
definition fortheword "haiku" hasconsistently proven
difficult. Those attempting thetaskgenerally find them -
selves having tochoose between two approaches: if
they try to summarize the "essence" or "ideal" of
nalku (as was the task set by the Modern Haiku
oroject), then the definitions must disregard many
less-typical poems, leaving the newcomer to the genre




either perplexed or defiant— what about this poem
by a master? or this other one? If, In contrast, the
definerstry foran all-encompassing definition,which
can actas an absolute test for the "haitku-ness" ofany
work, then they find agreement hard to reach, and/
or must be so general as to provide little specific
guidance. Trying to do everything at once iIs the
recipe for a book, nota simple few-line definition.
In this essay | want to look at these struggles iIn
two ways. First, whatcanwe learn from our attem pts
to define haitku? By comparing a large number ofindi-
vidualdefinitions,we canbegintopulloutthecommon-
alities among them, and perhaps get a bit closer to
recognizing thecoreelementsinwhich haiku isrooted.
Second, what can we learn by looking at the poems
which seem tocontradictoursimplerdefinitions? By
understanding the ways In which these "atypical”
examplesdiverge from thenorm,we canexpand our
notion of the haiku genre— determine the specific
ways In which the tradition has extended from its
roots toform acomplexbutdelimited living structure.

Defining the Core. To uncover the essence of our

conceptofhaiku, Ibegan by taking the eleven defini-
tions compiled In the Modern Haiku survey, and
adding to them the familiar HSA definition cited In
every recentissue of Frogpond.4The authors ofthese
twelve definitions were all given strict limits on
length (M H required no more than 25 words), and
thus had tochoose carefully from among the possible
characteristics those which they considered most
critical to include; | therefore presume that the fre-
guency with which particular concepts occur Is a
measure of theuniversality oftheirrecognized import-
ance. Using these twelve definitions, | compiled a
table which records the number of times each of
several words or concepts were mentioned by any
author (counting as a "half" any partial or implied
references).5
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W hat features stand outfrom thisanalysis? Given
thattwelve definitionswere examined, itseemsreason-
able to treat as significant any idea that came up In
nalf of those or more; Iin the end, six basic concepts
nassed thatthreshold. The firstsuch feature isbrevity:
tenoutoftwelve definitions referred in some way to
haitku as "short" or "breath-length." Itisworth noting,
In contrast, that the specification ofa particular syllabic
or line form for haiku attracted less than the threshold
number of votes. Second iIs the concept of a basis In
reality,orconcrete imagery: wordingssuch as"reality",
"sensory description”,or "not from theimagination"
were referred tosix and ahalftimes,while the notion
that "Images" or "things" should be iIncluded was
mentioned six times— together, these i1deas of the
concrete basis for haiku received some coverage In
eight and a half of the definitions. Third iIs the import-
ance of nature or seasonality: these ideas were In-
cluded In seven of the twelve definitions. Fourth iIs
theconceptthathaiku spansa"moment" ofduration:
seven and a halfreferenceswere made to this aspect.
The specific use of the present tense received less
attention. The fifth essential haiku feature emerging
from this analysis i1s the idea that a haiku captures
more than the external observations of a moment,
also aiming to convey an "insight" or "intuition."
Eightand a halfoutoftwelve of the definitions men-
tioned these concepts specifically, although another
few referred to human emotions such as "wonder"
or to asense of "connection" with the event. Finally,
It iIsworth noting that ten out of twelve definers felt
It Important to state explicitly that haiku iIs a type of
poem or poetry; thisisnotso much a feature used to
recognize individual examples as itis a reflection of
how we place the genre In the context of our
understanding of literature generally.

So: poetry marked by brevity, reality, nature/
seasonality,amoment's duration, and insightor intui-
tion. No single definition included all of these essential




features. Additionally, all ofthem varied inemphasis
and formulation. However, looking at this analysis,
Itseems clear thatall of the definitions' authorswere
shooting toward the same general target, outlines of
which begin toemerge upon such closer inspection.
Haiku Is clearly not just any short poem. Perhaps
what we should be looking for i1s less something
which has all of these core features, than something
which has Mdlly of them— enough somehow to be
recognized through a "family resemblance." Think
of any family you know: there are often children
who look very different from each other, and yet
each ofwhom bears arecognizable similarity to one
or both of their parents. By the same token, we can
recognize as "hailku" many poems which seem
different from one another, but which share at root
some linkage to the traditions and "resemblances”
of the genre— its core characteristics.

Making Sense Of Divergence. W hatcanweconclude

from the existence of example poems that diverge
from our central set of criteria, but still seem to be
recognized as haitku? | like to think of it this way: for
any particular feature or characteristic, we can imag-
Ine an axis, and iIf we were to graph the frequency
with which "legitimate" haiku exhibitany degree of
that feature, It would have some distribution not
unlike a bell curve.

objective subjective



The majority of poems demonstrate a rather central,
or balanced level of the character being examined
(here, objectivity or subjectivity), with fewer poems
found at the more extreme ends of the continuum.
By and large, the central members (those between
the dotted lines) are those that we say are "better ex-
amples” of haiku— not better haiku, but more typical
of the genre. What does this mean? Are the other
haiku, outside the central domain, haiku or not?

The notion of typicality within categories is not
unique to haitku.6Asasimpleexample, take theword
"bird." Thisisaword, acategory ofvertebrates, with
a strict biological definition (making reference to
feathers, eggs, wings, etc.). However, notevery bird
IS an equally good example of the category: if ex-
plaining the concept "bird" to an off-planet visitor,
we would be much more likely to point out a robin
orasparrow than an ostrichorapenguin. Thatdoesn't
mean that ostriches or penguins aren't birds— they
definitely meet the criteria— but merely that they
aren't typical birds. Thus, itisimportant to recognize
thatindividual things aren't merely inside oroutside
of a category, but that some can he better or worse
examples of how that category is understood.

How does this relate to haitku? Returning to the
graph above, we find that those poems which reside
In the centraldomain tend to be the mosttypical, and
are thus the source of most of our definitions. This is
Important to acknowledge, both because it gives us
more certainty in using these haiku as examples for
newcomers to the form, and because ithelps explain
why the definitions, even when boiled down to their
core features,don'talwaysencompass the "outliers."
However, as a second and equally important point,
many of the poems In the shoulder region of the
graph, while less typical, can still be recognizable as
members ofthegenre. This, then,becomes atopic for
Investigation: how do we recognize the less typical
examples as "legitimate" haiku, and/or how do we



learn where todraw aline (like the outer lines on the
graph) between these divergent examples and non-
haiku?

Thisiswhere therole ofexperience and tradition
come in. Much as it frustrates newcomers to be told
to "read, read, read," itseems thatbreadth ofexposure
IS how we learn to recognize the sets of "family
features™ of haitku and even the "allowed"” types of
divergence. Rather than applying a set of d Pll0ll
rules, we deduce the rules by immersing ourselves
In the tradition,both Japanese and English-language,
and seeing where it has gone. In this way, we come
to recognize many of the linkages which tie the
unusual types of poems back to more typical ex-
amples at the core.

Forexample,probably theleastcontroversialbranch
of the haiku tradition i1sthe mostobjective approach.
This type has its roots Iin such poems as Basho's

The old pond—
a frog Jumps In,
sound of water. 7

and extends outward toward such "snapshot” or Shasel
poems as:

A red apple the glitter
a green apple of the gravel beg
on top of the tablg this morning

Shiki John Wills 9

Thisbranch ofthe tradition iscertainly very prevalent
In contemporary English-language haiku, although
few examples get far from the central characteristics
of eliciting deeper levels of meaning. A more sub-
Jective side ofthe same scale mightstartwith Buson's

Happy to the eyes,
o My be\%ved’sfan;_
Purest whnite! 10



and extend quite naturallytothispoem by Lee Giesecke:

Snow eve_rywhere
and Its stillness
Inside of me 1l

There are other axes of variation than this initial one
of objectivity/subjectivity, and we need to alter our
bell curve to projectinto threedimensions. However,
the three-dimensional shape of the haiku genre isn't
just an inverted bowl, extending outward in all direc-
tions; rather, 1t is closer to a starfish, with very defi-
nite arms, representing the branches of the tradition
as It has developed to this point, and with empty
spacesof "non-haiku" in-between. Forexample, there
IS a haitku tradition of more philosophical poems,
which stretches from Basho's

The summer grasses,
All that remains
Of the warriors’dreams. 2

through Issa's reflective

This dewdrop world—
It may be a dewdrop,
And yet—and yet— B3

to this recent poem by Yatsuka Ishihara:

death must be
playing on a beach
of spring sky 4

This last poem seems way out on the fringe of our
usualunderstanding of the form, but tracing itsroots
back closer to the core allows us to understand why
the author might consider himself to be working
within the haiku tradition.

One of the central criteria for haiku that we
derived from the group of definitions was that the



events should span only a moment's duration. But
there are both classical and contemporary examples
that break that rule:

‘The sea of spring, Listening . .
RisIN Fand falling, After a while
All the day long. | take up my axe again

Buson b Rod Wilmotb

Similarly, the focus on sensory images, on realism
not imagination, has occasionally been discarded and
vetylelded apoem with many characteristicsof"haiku."

The sea darkens; Searching on the wind,
the voices of the wild ducks  the hawk’scry . .
Are faintly white, s the shape of its beak.

Basho T7 JW. Hackett B

In each of these cases, the modern poems have many
characteristicsofhaiku, butalsobreakafundamental
"rule," and intheend ourwillingness tocharacterize
them as haiku probably depends more thananything
else on the linkage to their classical precedents. These
outlier examples are thus neither proof that the
definitions are "wrong" nor singular exceptions to
the rules; rather, they represent particular under-
standings of specific ways that the form may be
extended from Its core.

S50 what does all of this mean to you and me?

First, we mustacceptthatwhile there aren'tsimple
dPl10lNdefining rules for haiku, there are meaningful
"family resemblances"among thepoemsthatbelong
to the tradition. This core setof featuresisvery import-
anttorecognize, as itcan help guide usinexplaining
to others how this type of poetry differs from other
brief poetic genres. Second, we must acknowledge
that there are poems within thebody of haitku which
are more and less typical of the overall genre. It may
be more useful for our discussions If we trace the




lineage of an individual poem within the tradition,
or determine its level of divergence from the proto-
typical core, ratherthandebatingwhetheritisoutside
orinside the absolute bounds ofthegenre (especially
as that final distinction will involve the influence of
more personal taste than do the other two measures).
For example, one of the most controversial haiku of
ourown traditionisCor vanden Heuval'sone-word
poem: tundra. m any folks have been quick to line up
on oneside or the otherofthe debate over whether this
single word can be a haitku. Butwhat mightbe more
interesting is to see WIlY the various groups do or don't
see a linkage of this poem to the haiku tradition. An
argument "against" mightinclude the notions that it
doesn'thave anyjuxtaposition,orconvey any insight.
An argument "for" might include reference to a tradi-
tion of "Implied juxtaposition,” and point out that
much moreisbroughtto theword "tundra" thanwe
would attribute to a single word such as "lamp"—
that rather than conveying alack ofany observation,
the author may rather be capturing his own word -
lessness In the face of an awesome phenomenon of
nature, through the very absence of the expected addi-
tional description. Let us leave off the binary debate
of yes and no, and ask instead (1) how typical of
"hatku" iIsthispoem? (2)which branch ofthe tradition
does it fit into? (3) does the effect of the poem justify
the level of divergence and the chosen approach?
Then, only as a final matter, do we bother with the
more unresolvable question of (4) should this poem,
In the end, be considered a haiku?

Third and finally, we need to recognize that the
variance between types of poems within the haiku
tradition Is not random, but systematic. This iIs far
from an "anything goes”" understandingofthegenre—
rather, It can be seen to have a real, organic set of
boundaries. Our currentmethod ofdiscerning these
boundaries has its drawbacks, however; we are
largely at the mercy of our own exposure, which




determines the depth and complexity of our learned
"branching rules” or motivating principles of the
form. Those who have read widely but in different
portions of the tradition may have differentworking
models of what I1s "acceptable” and what Is not.
However, such variability should be susceptible to
study; If we can define the branches or traditions
more clearly, we can make It easier and quicker for
newcomers to arrive at the outlines of the whole.
Additionally, while I suspect that the exact bound -
aries of the starfish arms may shifta bit over time—
haitkuisaliving form,and inherently going tochange
with its practitioners— such change is more likely to
be by small alterations in the existing traditions than
by thegrowth ofentire new armsinwhatwecurrently
consider"non-haiku space.”" Atthevery least,bystudy-
Ing the current shape and principles of our beloved
tradition, we can clarify our currentunderstanding,
which will act as a starting point for our future
explorations.
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HaikuWorkshop: The Dead End Cure

Your heartstopping haitku moment resists every
attempt to express it as an equally powerful haiku.

THE PROBLEM.

Magnificent moments can stun the poet’screative process:

Events that occurred are too powerful, and/or

Emotion connected to events is too powerful, and/or

the poet becomes stuck with a Precommitment to one or
two specific lines.

THE THERAPY.

Start over. Clear your mind of all the poem-trash, i.e.
everything up until now connected to this looem. Erase
everything. “I know nothing.” Take yourself back to the
hatku moment.

1. Elements of the Poem. o

a. What Happened? The facts. Try listing them.

b. How Did You Feel? You need to find one word.
Write 1t aown.

¢. What’s Non-Negotiable? Refer to a and b above ang
choose two or three elements that you want In the
poem. List them. |

0. Translate into Images. Feelings are often expressed as
abstractions. If you have an abstraction in the list,
you need to find an Image that says the same thing.

2. Structure of the Poem.

The Relationship of the Elements gives your poem ItS structure.

a. Which two elements are equal, or la and 2—in terms
of emphasis? In the poem, these will have the

ower; there will be tension between them.

b. Which element 1s 3* In terms of emphasis? This
element can serve as an adjunct to, assist or
compliment, but not conflict with, the other
elements.(Some poems may not have a 3d element.)




THE FOLLOW-UP.

Your poem now has Elements and Structure. Work with
these until the poem Feels tht._JsuaHy it IS more
Important to suggest the true teeling than to replicate
the true story.

ANATOMY OF A POEM.

at dawn
the red throat
of a humminghirg

(many variation, JOEM not working)

la. the facts | |
Mountain cabin
Dawn . . ags
Hummingbird'sred throat suspended above deck railing
Nothing else In the sky
|b the feeling
| was stunned: amazement
‘C. the elements (nonmegotiahle)
hummingbird’s red throat
suspended
poet’samazement
10. (abstraction) AMazZeéMent = (image) Caught my breath

2. the relationship of the elements

suspended + caught my breath = he stops my breath

FOLLOW-UP.

the humminghird’s red throat
ne stops
my breath

Laurie W. Stoelting

fHaiku Wo_rksholp articles are welcome. Please send your work of 400 words or
ess to Editor, Frogpond, PO Box 2461, Winchester VA 22604-1661.)
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Residual Effects

H aiku, as with all poetry, evokes emotion. This
emotion, understanding, or moment keenly felt, Is
transferred from writer to reader or listener. Each
poem,isagift,asharing,apiece ofoneself, artistically
given and if we are lucky, perceptively received.

Some verses touch us immediately. They pull us
back to childhood, love, sorrow, or bliss and our
senses thrive. For me, Christopher Herold's:

foghorns ..
we lower a kayak
Into the soundl

does this and much more, transporting me back to
the aroma, sight, taste, feel, and rhythm ofmy youth
near Puget Sound.

Nonetheless, In all of what we read or gather
there will be pieces that stay deep within, echoing
over and over, recorded for some future date. These
are the residual effects of bestowed words.

How many times have we focused on an utterance
orphrasewe've never heard before, justtoencounter
It again and again Iin the coming days? Like a song,

we find ourselves replaying the melody. From In
Concert, Jim Kacian's:

a couple notes
of the nocturne hummeg
next night2

shows us attention has been drawn to an idea or
Image and our minds are like fishing nets, opened
and spread to collect and haul-in additions to our
thoughts and to our souls. After reading John
Stevenson's:



at the urimal
| remember my plants3

It's virtually impossible for me to pass by a men's
washroom without contemplating my greenery.

However, notall haiku reflect thingstowhich we
may entirely, or instantly, connect. In Nicholas
Virgilio's:

Viet Nam monument
darkened by the autumn rain:
my dead brother’s name4

we come face to face with the pain of war, perhaps
an experience not all of us have had to deal with
first hand. But later, when given the chance to view
the monument, to see loved ones tracing names
onto thin paper, to witness tributes placed at the
base of the Traveling Memorial, the poem steam-
rolls into our consciousness and beats in our hearts.

Atno time arewe lefttotally unaffected by words
shared. Even though we feel they may dodge us,
deep iInside they assemble, standing in line like
soldiers at parade rest, milling, never far, reserved

for the present,until we recall the moment they were
given. Jim Kacilan's:

Just now
as my life turns crazy
forsythia”

shows us life's cycles, the effects of the seasons, and
while 1t may be summer, we store his eloguent
statement, retrieving 1t when needed; reciting It to

remember or repeating it in conversations to sooth
and remind.



Memorable phrases stay with us forever. With
Elizabeth St Jacques"':

first snow
the neglected yard
now perfecto

we conjure the beauty of her gift and, as winter sets
In, may even quote itto perfect strangers as they peer

at our forgotten leaves.
Then, atour end (and thattime willcome), when

words fail us, we might summon up Christopher
Herold's:

no one but me in the morgue
and that fart wasn’t mine

and hopefully, the residual effects of poetry shared
will stir us until we absorb our last breath.

Alice Frampton
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Two Favorite Haiku

morninP tide—
the surf'watcher’s shadow
starts to floatl

David Cobb

We need not so much to be informed as to be re-
minded. Through self-absorption we miss countless
opportunities for the blessing of genuine haiku
moments. We gaze absently out to sea, while itisour
shadow which makes virtual contact with the water.
Wewalk inthemiddle oftheroad,while ourshadow
IS In touch with nature all along the roadside. Our
shadow Is a means of extending awareness,
reminding us ofouroneness with the natural world.
In this haiku, Cobb's phrase "starts to float" is
positively arresting.

quiet on the bay,

salling away from a dog
barking on the shore?

. A. Davidson

Such Immediacy! The reader 1is WIth this poet,
Intimately, In that silence that is so often the more
profound following a loud noise. | love the sense of
flOW in this haiku as we sail away with her, farther
and farther from shore. It i1s not so much a haiku
MOMENT that she captures as it is the haiku SPIFIL.

H. F. Noyes

1 A Bowl of Sloes, Snapshot Press 2001.
2. The Shape of the Tree, WPC 1982






Second Sight

Natsuishi, Banya A ruture waterfanl Translatec b¥ Stephen
Henry Gill, Jim Kaclan, Ban’ya Natsuishi, Susumu Takiguch.
SRed Moon Press, PO Box 2461,Winchester, VA 22604,
099.) ISBN 1-893959'04'X. 64 pp., $12.00 from the publisher.

W e are fortunate to receive In English translation
someofthebesthaikucomposed by Ban'ya Natsuishi,
a poet mentioned as "one of the most outstanding
contemporary haiku poets breaking new ground iIn
haiku form and expression in Japan" (Japanese Halku
2001, Modern Hailku Association). Ban'ya has not
only Integrated both classical and modern haiku
perspectives, but has produced truly insightful,
pioneering haiku. These arepoems thatreawaken us
to the power of the image and provide fresh
approaches tohaiku expression. Tohta Kaneko writes

in his foreword to A Future Waterfall;

The one hundred haiku In this anthology were selected
from Natsuishi's eight volumes already In print. Some of
them are delicate, others are bold and vast as the uni-
verse. Some are melancholic, still others are cheerful
and enjoyable. Some are sympathetic with fellow human
beings, yet others are bitterly cynical about them. These
... With their rich variety have all come terJ%h_twe
very heart and center of Natsuishi as a humar

The book contains two short essays, "The
International Nature of Contemporary Haiku", and
"Composing Haiku In a Foreign Country"”, which
will Introduce the reader to Ban'ya's efforts to
overhaul the kIgO concept Iin haitku and promote
International haiku expression. The translations, by
agroup ofnotable haiku poets, possessatautmuscu-
larity, poetic power, and elegant concision, and are
faithful to the sense of the originals. Clearly, the
work of the translators was to retain as much as
possible of what Philip Rowland has termed the



"poetmeat" of each of the works. It IS a unique
opportunity to co-translate with a living Japanese
haljin also acquainted with English. 1 have worked
with the poet, and find Ban'ya to be sensitive to the
poetic possibilities of the English haiku; he has made
the selections In this book and approved the
translations.

Ban'ya often presentsunique,almostparadoxical
combinations of metaphysical insight and concrete
sensation. An example is the signature haiku below
(now tobe found inanumberofJapanese anthologies
and textbooks). Inacommentary elsewhere, Ban'ya
urges readers not to consider the haiku from a kIgO
perspective, though the poem contains traditional
season words. While thisisnot the place to argue the
'keyword' approach, itsurely isspurious to analyze
Ban'ya's haiku in terms of KIJO (as was recently done
inareview in Modern Halku XXXI11:1), when the poet
has explicitly detailed his 'keyword' method In
several essays and extensively in his Keyworg
Dictionary [ki-wa- douten 1990]. In the following, the

keyword "future" allows the poet to create a locus
larger than 'season’:

Mirai yori taki o fukiwaru kaze kitaru

From the future
a wind arrives
that blows the waterfall apart

W hatkind ofwind isit? Itisordinary wind. Ordinary
water. And yet? . . . Reading this haiku, | was
reminded ofascene witnessed at Bridal Veil Falls, In
Yosemite— nicknamed 'the falls to nowhere.' The
falls continuously divide, first into velil-like sprays,
then droplets, and far above the ground the falls
seem to disappear. A droplet ofwater at the top will
meet its future wind, to be annihilated. In a zone of
Invisible transition, space becomes time. Yet in that




section of the waterfall cascading over the rock atthe
summit and out Into space this future never gquite
arrives. The future annihilates the i1dentity of the
Instant, yet the standing wave of presence affirms It.

There Is also a metaphoric resonance with
consciousness: the moment of awareness launches
out Into space, and the future arrives, blowing the
waterfall (identity) apart. This is a haitku that reknits
time and awareness— presentand future are neither
entirely juxtaposed,normerged. Hovering on the lip
of this resonance Is a vibrant image— a pure source
of vital existence.

Ban'ya's haiku often draw upon mythological or
shamanic realities, often through literary association:

Ko no mara o suu haha ya koko kuiva no umi

A mother sucks
her baby's cock
amid a sea of mulberry leaves

Of the selections in A Future Waterfall, this haiku is
most iIn need of commentary. On first impression,
the subject of incest shocks, while 'sea of mulberry
leaves' Is a bit mysterious. Ban'ya draws on several
literary references in the haiku, all of them stemming
from ancient times. The haitku has parodistic
elements, similar to those parodistic haiku of Buson
(and others),based upon classical Chinese literature.
The haiku originally appeared in a collection of 50,
which won the prestigious yearly usho prize (1981)
given by the haiku journal, Halku Research [ha|ku
kenkyu]. ‘M uiberry' [kKUWa] was one of the names for
ancientJapan used inChina [astUkUZV&\, somulberry
symbolizes Japan. The mulberry leaf is also the sole
food of the silkworm ; themesofmetamorphosis and
transformation are implied by the image. KO N0 mara
[baby's penis/cock] iIs a classical literary reference,
Indicating Gendal (modern Japanese) haiku lineage;
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Mdld has appeared in Tohta Kaneko's haiku (written
In free-meter):

Madld furi arau hadaka kaijyou roudou sumu

cock swaying
V\_/a_shmg naked, his work
finished on the sea
(trans. Natsuishi and Gilbert)

The classical reference to KO N0 Mara is found in the
N1hon RyOIkI compiled around 822 A.D. by Kyokai. It
is the earliest Japanese collection of SEtSUWa bungaku,
Buddhist moral tales. What Kyokal did In many
cases was to take popular legends from the Japanese
oral tradition of strange, 'miraculous/ or seemingly
bizarre occurrences in the phenomenal world, and
then recast them Iin Buddhist terms. Ban'ya did not
provide acommentary to his 'mulberry' haiku, nor
the set of 50. However, the title provided, RYOUJOUKI
[a collection of ordinary stories], parodies Ryoliki,
while atthe same time providing an indication of the
literary reference. The Buddhist message of karmic
retribution is a unifying theme in the Nihon Ry0|k|
The relevantstory, "The Woman who was Raped by
a Serpent and Saved by Medical Care", has several
parts. Briefly: the daughter of a wealthy family had
climbed amulberry tree to pick some leaves, when a
huge serpentin the treewas seenby someone below.
The girlpanicked and fell to theground. The serpent
then coiled around her and raped her. As she was
later being healed/purified, she gave birth to baby
serpents, woke up and exclaimed, "It seems to me
that | was dreaming, but now | am healed." Three
years later, following a similar incident, she
announced to her family, "I believe that | was the
wife of the serpent in a previous life. | love the
serpent— In the next life l wish to be married to the
serpent." Two anecdotal stories are next related;




both are told by the Buddha. In the firstanecdote the
Buddha seesawoman weeping atagrave, and says:
'That mother, In a past life, adored the spirit of her
only child, a baby son. She did not want to become
separated from him. She sucked her baby's penis,
wishing that after her death she be reborn as his
future wife. Then she died three years later, after per-
forming her same ablution. She was next reborn as
the neighbor to her son, and later married him." The
Buddhacontinued with a final anecdote: "There was
once a father who had a son he loved and admired,
who was an excellent runner. The father exclaimed,
'‘My son runs as swiftly asawolf!" The son was later
reborn as awolf." (With appreciation to Prof. Horl,
Kumamoto, Gakuen University, for his translations.)

As the translator Hiroaki Sato has written, "In
translating poetry, nooneiswrong, exceptwhen the
literal deciphering is." A recent review of A FUture
Waterfall (again, in Modern Haiku, XXXI1:1), critiquing
the phrase ko no Madld, argued that "baby" for kO, and
"cock" for INara were incorrect translations.
Observing that the mother performed herritual both
with her baby, and three years later with her (then)
child, itis significant that the word KO in KO N0 thara in
English translation, refers to "baby,"” as opposed to
"child,” just as is indicated by the SEISUWA text. It
seems that the reviewer, WilliamJ. Higginson, had
found the standard dictionary definitions for the
Japanese terms, but was unaware of the literary
reference providing the [aISON of the haiku, and was
likewise unaware that tNalfad, when used to refer to
the male organ, hasno negative culturalconnotation.
(It was suggested that Mdld be translated as "devil
stem"!)

Weconfrontseveral possible interpretations. The
S{SUWa stories were composed at a time in which a
pre-existing female-centered shamanic culture had
been displaced by Confucian and Buddhistprecepts
thatincorporated and "rewrote" the previous culture

il
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values, maintaining women's iInferiority and
reinforcing ashifttoward patriarchal structure. There
are a number of images of union Iin the stories that
Involve women, through these roles sometimes
appear shocking or perverse. Beneath the overlay of
the main Buddhist parable of the serpent tale, there
IS the outline of a woman shaman— a shaman iIn
union with her serpent-ally. A similar theme 1is
discerned In the lzanagl and lzanami origin myth
presented in the KO]IkI (712 A.D.),where "a shift from
matriarchal to patriarchal iInstitutions may have
found expression in the story” (Cambridge History of
Japan, Vol.l. €.0., Izanami gave birth to a disfigured
baby because she spoke first at the marriage
ceremony).Japanesewomen from pre-historic times
have had an unusually prominent role Iin dealing
with thesupernatural. Shinto's principal female deity
Amaterasu probably evolved from the concept of a
shamaness mediating between humanity and
supernatural beings. A case in pointisthe legendary
3- century Shaman-Queen Himiko (considered the
first ruler of Japan by some scholars), who enjoyed a
great following due to her mastery of kKidoU "the way
ofthedemons”. From shaman-queens to inferiors in
authoritarian, male-dominant social orders— the
SetSUzZva stories reveal traces ofan epic power struggle.

The mother who sucked her baby's penis com-
mitted a bizarre act. Notwithstanding, her karma
was the fruition of her love-desire: a marriage to her
son (and later, weeping at his grave). Should the
story be taken literally? Itis hard to imagine that the
Se1SUZVA anecdote of a mother's incest, at the very
least, Is set in itsoriginal cultural context. A devoted
father, with seemingly the best of intentions, causes
his son to be reborn as a fox (a rebirth in the animal
realm isnotpropitious),viaanovertly literal thought-
form. These stories (apart from the question of
women's demonization) attempt to shed further
light on the bond between woman and serpent




through the karmic travails of additional dyadic
relationships.

Through its provocative images of metamorph-
0sis on a number of psychological and historical
levels, the haiku challenges us to resist the literal,
posing the question:canany poeticimage be accepted
naively? The shocking 'present-tense' image of the
hailku subject moves us, through literary association,
Into ancientallegory and ausurpation. This haiku, at
firstglance shockingly blunt,acquiresabarbed irony
as It addresses the roots of belief.

Aozora 0 suikomi semi no ana wa Kiyu

Sucking in the blue sky
a cicada hole
disappears

As In the above juxtaposition ofadisappearing hole
with the blue sky, that we will confront the shifting
nature of fundamentals isagiven in Ban'ya's haiku.
Perhaps this Is their genius, to find within the es-
sence captured by haiku form and expression new
conceptual locations of presence and consciousness.
The publisher, Red Moon Press, aware of these
gualities In the haiku, has included a book cover/
footer design, "Fylfot Flipflop"™, a design which at
firstappears staticbutwhich shiftsintoacoruscating
array of patterns and forms; a fitcomplement to the
Intention of many of Ban'ya's haiku. Likewise,
"Futura," asans-seriftypeface popularly used for its
clean and futuristic style represents a creative
departure.

Throughout the past century, Japanese haiku
culture has undergone a kind of reverse-mirror
process to thatin the West: anational, classical poetic
form has been reformed, abandoned, rediscovered,
and extended numerous times, as poets brought
together their classical tradition with modernity.



Through his journal Ginyu, essays and lectures,
volumes of haitku, and mostrecently by co-founding
the World Haiku Association, Ban'ya has been
reaching out across cultural boundaries. It is clear
that such acts are not always met with good will or
appreciation, threatening as they are to established
norms. Butitismostcertainlyaway forward, and for
thatwe should at leastgrant him the honor ofaclose
and informed reading.

Richard Gilbert

Short Takes

Fragments, €d1ted by Alison Williams, HUB Editions, Wingland,
England, 2001, Available for $3 from HUB Haiku Series,
Longholm, Wingland, East Bank, Sutton Bridge, Spalding,
Lincolnshire, PEI2 9YS, UK.

This 1s a nicely produced little book, perfect-
bound with aglossy cover (in shocking orange) and
a single haiku per page. At about4 x 2.75 inches, It's
also the smallestofthisset. The editor's introduction
explains that the 13 contributors to the book are all
members of an on-line group called ukku, which is
composed entirely of writers from the various parts
ofthe United Kingdom . A little of the diction hints at
that, with reference to "boules" and "friesians", but
the majority of the poems here are of high quality
and universal appeal. Since there are several haiku
per writer, the collection Is a nice iIntroduction to
new voices,orapleasantway tore-encounter familiar
work (credits included).

starry night | seaqulls
frq?ments of conversation flying faster
dritt over new snow than the ferry

john crook Gerald England



Pail in Hand, 25 Halku by Angelee Deodhar, Chandi-garh,
India, 2000 (privately printed in-honour of the World Haiku
Festival). With preface by William Higginson. Available for
84 from the author.

A simplebook,with acoverofinteresting textured
paper (some kind of flower stems, perhaps?), and an
Inside of simple laid paper; saddle-stitched, 4.25 x 5
Inches. One haiku per page, but placed somewhat
oddly, in theupper third of each page. According to
the preface, the collection i1s a selection from five
years' work, arranged chronologically, and brings
"a new voice and a new continent” iInto the
hatkucommunity.lthink thatthey generally improve
over time, as the earlier poems have more overt
subjectivity than they might need; there are some
good moments captured In places here.

the moving train his saffron robes
blurs the landscape pale before
Or IS It tears? the nasturtiums

A park Afternoon, Dy Matt Morden, Snapshot Press, Liverpool,
England, 2000. Available for $6 from Snapshot Press, PO Box
132, Croshy, Liverpool, L23 8XS, UK.

Another of the sharp-looking small chapbooks
from Snapshot Press, In their standard format of 4 x
6 iInches, saddle-stitched, with color photographic
coverand author biography; 2-3haitku/page. This is
a strong first collection from an author who has
become increasingly visible over the last few years,
probably among the British authors best known on
this side of the pond. Itis full of rich imagery from
daily life, and the general level of the poems Is
strong, although | think that the collection would
have been served by narrowing the total number to
allow more focus on the best work. But Morden's
voice is distinctive and the moments he captures are
usually worth savoring.

7
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leaving home new potatoes

the children's bubbles fresh from the allotment
In spring wina Ina Tesco’s bag

we begin to discuss hillside oaks

the things that really matter ~ down each trunk

a bowl of ripe cherries a strip of snow

Along the way, Dy Garry Gay, Snapshot Press, Liverpool,
England, 2000. Available for $7, see address given above.

Thiscollection ofhaitku and senryu wasarunner-
up In the 2000 Snapshots Chapbook Competition,
and many ofthepoems havewon individual awards
as well. In the same format as Morden's collection,
this book has a different tone starting with the cover
(aphotograph by theauthorofajumbleofchildhood
souvenirs such as toy airplanes, slinkies, and a
baseball glove), which sets the reader up for the
author's visual orientation to the world. The poems
here are ofahigh quality, although they have a more
reflective, emotionally-tinged tone than iscommon
In much of American haiku right now. Again, |
might have edited a bit more, but every reader will
respond to a different subset of the poems.

Letting go The weeds

of the yellow balloon | | meant to pull
last day of summer in full bloom

Hole In the ozone A lone red ant

my bald spot . . . carrying the weight
sunburnec of twilight

Budding 5akura, haiku of Yoshiko Yoshino (trans.
Jack Stamm), edited and with introduction by Lee

Gurga, Deep North Press, Evanston, IL, 2000.
Available for $10 from Deep North Press.



An elegant presentation, perfect bound with a
separate cover,on tinted paper with scattered cherry
bud/petal motif throughout. One haiku per page:
each poem 1is given iIn kanji, vertically along the
Interior margin of the page; romanji, in small type at
the bottom of the page; and in translation in italic
type In the upper portion of the page. A slightly
romanticized overall effect of the layout, petals, and
type. The author isa major figure in Japanese haiku,
living iIn M atsuyama (Shikicentral),editingamonthly
hailku magazine, and taking partinawide variety of
International haiku fora. The poems in this book are
selected from a longer book (SakUra) published in
1992.

Solid haiku from awriter with adistinctive voice,
and clearly one that is female and Japanese. A Dbit
more self-consciousness than is common in North
America, but well within the traditional branch of
contemporaryJapanesework,and with broad general
appeal.

cold rain . . . With sunglasses
anight when the talk turns cuttm%_ off the world—
to someone who's dead self-reliant me

A. C. Missias

Home 15 Where the Heart Is

Clausen, Tom Homework gSnapshot Press, POBox 132,Crosly,
Liverpool, L23 8XS, UK, 2000). 36 pp., 4" x 6", saddlestapled
softbound. $7. Available from the publisher.

Inareading of thisvolume atthe General Meeting of
the Haiku Society of America last September, Tom
Clausen expressed the importance of family conflict
asasource ofhaiku and related forms. Thisapproach



was due In part, according to Tom, to his reading of
the Japanese tanka poetlshikawa Takuboku mostof
whose tanka were derived from his daily life rather
than linked to the natural world like traditional
tanka. Takuboku was noted for the diaries he kept
that illuminated his tanka. Tom's volume is a brave
little diary of the workings, both joyful and
frustrating, of family life. He feels the tug of a wish
toescape from such a life interm ittently butsquarely,
and often with ironic humor, faces up to what that
life brings him:

It occurs to me each day being human

to retreat brings Its choices, chores

from this world— and emotions—

as If another world hands In the sinkwater anc
might exist the children calling out for more

Thisgraphically accomplished little collection of
haiku, senryu, and tanka which was a runner-up iIn
the Snapshops Collection Competition for 1999
highlights the volume's theme with a brilliantly
colored drawing on its front cover by Tom's young
daughter and a family portrait photograph taken by
Tom's wife on its back cover.

The bulk of HOMezuork captures those humorous
moments that Tom i1s known for in his senryu. Not
unlike a situation comedy like "Malcolm 1In the
Middle," these moments come one after another:

just back from work while brushing my teeth
0ack to back she tells me again:

phone solicitations “let’s move”

gone— New Years Eve—

the repairman tells me the lentil soup

any fool can do It again

And they continue In reflections of mystery (not
being able to tell a child why the sky i1s blue), "ah!"



beauty (looking at the snow from window to
window), a child's life (refusing a diaper change
with "l did not"), deft metaphor (the family's future
to the grain In the wood floor), and stark self-
assessment (somehow falling out of love with one's
life).

The elusive nature of the displacement of the
self within the family construct is handled with
tenderness and at times whimsy:

no longer me o
It proves a mystery who it Is
|'ve become

walking around this house
with my family there inside

In the empty room
| look around to remember why
’'m here

Yet there isthe undeniable consolation of family life
that brings peace and solace to the family and that
very self:

in the next room
our children peacefully asleep
—we do nothing

that point

in the evening

where both cats are In place
quietly licking themselves
while 1reac

Bruce RossS



Books Received

pesic, Predrag LIStOvI Sunchi (Sun Leaves) (self-
oublished, 2001). 56 pp., 5.25" x 7.75", perfect soft-

pound. No priceoravaltlability information provided.
As Issooften the case, whatarepresumably quite competent
and even Iinspiring poems are undone by poorish English
translations, leaving us wondering whatmight have been.

Kovacevic, Marinko Predan Putu (Committed to the
Road), translated by Visjna M cM aster. (The Association
of Croatian Haiku Poets, 2001). 130 pp., 5.25" x 7.75",
perfect softbound. ISBN 953-6837-02-1. $8 postpaid.
Available from the author at 10 Severin na Kupi, 51
329 Severin Na Kupi, Croatia.

Thefirst ofaprojected series by the national haiku society
ofCroatia, bilingual (Croatian and English), inahandsome
edition, and featuring their best poets. Kovacevic IS an
appropriate first choice, for decades amongst Croatia's
more accomplished and affecting poets working in haiku.

Kamens, Edward Utamakura, Allusion, and Intertext-
uality in Traditional Japanese Poetry (vale university
Press, New Haven CT, 1997). $27.95 322 pp., 6.25" X
9.5", hardbound. ISBN 0-300-06808-5. Avalilable In
book stores and by special order.

This most interesting volume concerns itselfwith, among
other things, the history and practice ofallusion in early
Japanese poetry, and It 1S not agreat reach to see how this
has carried Iinto hatku praxis, and our current dialogue of
“the vertical axis”. Scholarly, and recommended.

Chang, Yu & John Stevenson & Hilary Tann plus
guest Tom Clausen Upstate DIm SUm (Route 9 Haiku
Group, PO Box 122, Nassau NY 12123). $5.32 pp., 5" X
7.5", saddle-stapled softbound. Available from the
publisher; also, subscriptions available for $8.

An exceptional debutfeaturing compelling workfrom some
ofour bestcontemporary poets. This isfirst ofaseries, ana
we lookforward to more ofthis attractive format.



Clements, Jonathan (Selector/Translator) The Moon
In the PInes (viking Studio, New York, 2000). $19.95.93
pp., 6.75" x 8.25", hardbound. ISBN 0-670-89229-7.
Availlable in bookstores or by special order.

A beautiful contribution to the ongoing myth of Zen In
hatku, with high-quality paper, exquisite reproductions of
famous paintings (from the Art Institute ofChicago), ana
new translations ofpoems we all know.

Gill, Stephen Henry (Editor) Hallstones (Hailstone
Haiku Circle, Osaka, 2001). $7.64 pp., 4" x5.8", perfect
softbound. ISBN 4-9900822-0-6. Order from M ichio
Sano, 1-55 Kyuhoen, Yao-shi, Osaka 581-0817 Japan,
Thisfirst chapbookfrom a new haiku group Is exemplary
In design, contains many fine poems, and suggests the
melding ofJapaneseand western sensibilities hasagreater
likelihood ofsuccess than might be imagined.

Biliarska, Ginka Day ofthe Butterfly (Ao, sofia 2001).
NoPrice.80pp.,4.25" x 8.5", perfectsoftbound. ISBN
9054-737-160-6. Available from the authoratDianabad,
V. Kalchev, bl. 58, ap. 11, v.6, Sofia 1172, Bulgaria.

An attractive bilingual edition of hatku with one eye on
the Japanese tradition (and a dedication to "the Japanese
poetesses”) and the otheron contemporary Balkan practice.

W akan, Naomi Beth TNhe Halku Bag (Lightsmith Pub-
lishing, Box 376, Qualicam Beach,BC,V9K1S9 Canada).
120 pp., 4.25" x 5.5", perfect softbound. ISBN 1-
894092-12-0. $10.95. Available from the publisher.
A how-to-write halku volume, with anice personal touch,
and Including 100 poems by the author.

Colon, Carlos & Raffael de Gruttola CIrcling Bats: A
Concrete Renga (Tragg Publications, Shreveport LA
2001). No ISBN. 8 pp., 85" x 11", saddle-stapled
softbound. $6 from Carlos Colon, 185 Lynn Avenue,
Shreveport LA 71105-3523.

A one-of-a-kind production, featuring the imaginative
linkings of these graphically-inclined poets. With tips of
the hats to others.

OC



Louviere, Matthew The Marsh, and Other Halku and
SENIYU (Modem Haiku Press, Box 1752, Madison,
W 1,53701, 2001). 76pp.,5.5"x8.5",perfectsoftbound.

$8 from the publisher.

The long-awaited second volume from one of our most
sensitive and committed poets, in a simple and dignified
edition which enhancesone's appreciation othisfine zuork.

Spiess, Robert SOMME sticks andg pebbles (Modern Haiku
Press, Box 1752, Madison, WI, 53701, 2001). 64 pp.,
5.5" x 8.5", perfect softbound. $8 from the publisher.
The tenth volumefrom the erstwhile and estimable editor
o/Modern Haiku, thisvolume includes halku and other
short poems and forms clearly inspired by haiku, In a
similar production (one might say “house style") to the
above volume. Recommended.

Baker, Ed FUll Moon (tel-let, 325 W. Tyler Apt. B,
Charleston IL 61920, 2001). 12 pp., 8.5" x 11", stapled.
NoISBN.No pricegiven. Enquirewith the publisher.

An actofobsession matters to us to the degree that the poet

Isable to make us shared. Thisquirky opus, more than 150
"full moon "poems, has enoughgood moments todraw us in.

old pajamas Biting the Buddha (Blue Cottage Press, 17
Sweetfern Lane, Harwich M A 02645, 2000). ISBN O-
9702985-0-2.64 pp., 5.5" x 8.5", perfect softbound. No
price given. Enquire with the publisher.

A simpler volume than this— white pages, white cover,
black type throug}hou_t, and straightforward poems— Is not
possible. An old-fashioned (in the best sense) kind ofbook.

Bukva, Borivoj Pas Kojl 1e Mislio da Sam Zee (The Dog

who Thought 1 was a Rabbit) (self-published, 2001).
ISBN 953-6909-01-4. 40 pp., 4" x 6.25", perfect
softbound. No price given. Enquire with the author
at Adamiceva 13, 51000 Rijeka, Hrvatska.

A bilingual (Croatian/English) edition ofthe recent work
ofthis prolificartist/engineer, tending towards the senryu.
The volume would benefitfrom better English editing.



Harazaki, Rockan Yellow Rock Singer (Hokkaido
University Printing, Sapporo 2001). 130 pp., 5.8" X
8.25", perfectsoftbound. $15 from thepoetatPlanning
Station Sapporo, south 4, West 26-2-1-106, Chuou

Ku, Sapporo 064 Japan. |

A trilingual (JaPanese/Frencw/Engllsh) labor of love,
collecting the poet's workfor the past 2 years attempting
"to punctuate one moment of [my] imagination.”

Mayuzumi, Madoka LOVE In KyOtO (PHP Interface,
Kyoto 2001). ISBN 4-569-61649-6. 120 pp., 4.5" X
7.75", perfect-bound with dustjacket and slipband.

$16 from the publisher at <http:/ /www.php.co.jp>
A beautiful b||_|n§1ual volume ofwhat must be considered
popularhaiku in Japan toda>(, with accessible translations,
attractive design and excellent production values.

Zivkovic, Verica The Undressed Sky (Beofeniks,
Belgrade 2001). 72 pp., 5" x 8", perfectsoftbound. $10
from the poet at 26232 Starcevo, Letnja l7/A, Serbia,
Yugoslavia.

Yet another multilinguage individual collection, for the
most part Serbian[English with the occasional Spanish
and oneJapanesetranslation, Thepoemsare in the narrative
and lyrical tradition of Balkan haiku, and affecting.

Baatz, Ronald Mt. Tremper Halku (Flypaper Press,
New York 2000). Illustrated by Irwin Touster. 64 pp.,
7" x 7", perfect softbound. $12, available from Red

Moon Press, PO Box 2461, Winchester VA 22604-1661.
Clean and simple, this attractive volume contains
“traditional "(thats,5-7-5) haitku and whimsical tllustra-
tions In a charming collaborative effort, and reminds me
ofthe work ofthe Los Aptos group In the 1960s.

DuPont, Lonnie Hull The Halku Box (Tuttle, Boston

2001). ISBN 1-58290-030-2. $24.95. In bookstores.

A simple idea, simply realized: a stepping-off pointfor
those who would like to write haitku but don't know how
to begin. Not for advanced players, but aside from Its
rather hefty price, useful ana not half bad.



http://www.php.co.jp




The Nicholas Virgilio Memorial
Halku Competition 2001

The Nicholas A. Virgilio Memorial Haiku
Competition i1s for High School Students. It was
founded by the Sacred Heart Church in Camden,
New Jersey, and Is sponsored by the Nick Virgilio
Haiku Association inmemory ofNicholas A. Virgilio,
a charter member of the Haiku Society of America,
who died in 1989.

First Prize

autwlmn WIng Tr?1 IS Moare, 13'G/8
rattles the glass— chool of the Arts
a child’s breath Rochester, NY 14607

Thiswonderful haiku takesustothewindow, beside
the child, looking out at the autumn wind. We feel
the chill of autumn and the force of the wind as It
rattles against the glass. The focus on the breath,
suggests the child iIs having trouble breathing, that
each breath rattles, perhapswith acold orcongestion.
Maybe the child I1s home from school for another
reason and the breath iIs just a sigh that he or she
cannot go outside to play In the autumn storm.
Either way, we feel the chill of autumn and connect
with this child looking out the window. This haiku
conveys a sense of being alone, cooped up In the
house,remembering sunnierdays thatwillnotreturn
until after the coming winter had ended and the
child has recovered a more ordinary breath.

Second Prize

Wa|klnﬁ] Brooke Erschen, 18-G12
theﬁ pkin gatch— Wa IhertH| N Schog
children’s faces aglow Duquue, wa 52001




Another autumn haiku, but this time with the warm
glow of a sunny day In the pumpkin patch. The
children In this haiku are excited as they run from
pumpkintopumpkin,imagining thejack-o-lanterns
they will carve. It Is so hard to find the perfect
pumpkin, so they must walk the entire pum pKkin
patch. And thesunisshining on their faces and on all
of the potential faces of the pumpkins— such a
glorious celebration of the autumn afternoon full of
the warm oranges of the pumpkins and the ruddy
cheeks of the children.

Third Prize

from the tanning salon Deborah Mever, 18-G/12
t0 Ner car % eIt HI(%N School
January chill Dubuque, | a52001

Our third selection also focusesonsomeone walking
outside, this time from the tanning salon to her car.
Ofcourse, thepointofhaving atanisto letothers see
It, so we iImagine her long bronzed legs or some skin
being exposed to the cold air as she scurries to her
car. Despite her efforts to resist the seasonal changes
In her appearance, she must live In a world of
changing seasons. The reality of the January chill
Intrudes on her desire to perpetuate an endless
summer look. We feel the goose bumps of the cold
air as she hurries to her car. Even though the young
woman Is resisting nature, the January chill forces
her to accept its power in her life.

Fourth Prize

stre;?(throat_ Heigi Streit, 17-G/12
155€S him Walhert High School
anyway buq e, 1owa 52001




Another winter haiku, but this time indoors with a
sick child or lover. We like the different ways this
haitku can be read. Is it a mother caring for her sick
child, who bends over the sick bed and Kisses him
even though he issick with a fever? Or, iIsitayoung
lover so in love with her boyfriend that she doesn't
careifheissick. Orisitthatsheissick? She kisses him
anyway, wanting to share everything, even strep
throat with her lover. However you read this haiku,
we feel the hot skin of the person with strep throat.
And we admire the love and dedication shown In

that kiss.

Fifth Prize

after the dentist appointment ~ Katherine Welter, 17
swter [eturns Walhert High School
all smiles Dubuque, lowa 52001

Our fifth selection also emphasizes relationships.
W hy is the sister smiling so much now? Did she used
tohave braces? Has shegotanew tooth? A new crown?
Has she had her teeth cleaned? Has she quitsmoking
and thedentistpraised her tartar-free teeth? No cavi-
ties? For whatever reason, the sisterisnow proud of
her self and happy with others. She can't help but
smile to everyone she meets. She returns all smiles
with her own smile. She has smiles for others even
pefore they ask for one by smiling at her. Truly this
nas been a great dentist appointment, and the sister
nasbeen transformed intoasmiler.Maybe thebrother
should go to the dentist and get some smiles too!

Sixth Prize

New beau Kall Smith, 16'G/l
flnﬂ]eHng the tattoo Walhert High School
WIth hel name Dubuque, lowa 52001




The final selection i1s another haiku of romance
entanglements. How exciting to have a new beau!
It's so fun to getto know each other, to learn all about
each other, to share everything with the new lover.
This haitku has the intimacy of someone tracing the
lines and letters of the tattoo with their finger. The
Interesting question left up to the reader’'s
Imagination iIsWHOSE name is on the tattoo. Is this
a new tattoo, still tender and sore from having the
new lover's name injected into his skin? Or is this an
old tattoo with the name of a mysterious former
lover? Hey,who Is this person whose name is on the
tattoo? W hy is Ner name branded onto you? Such a
wonderful haiku celebrating the possibilities of a
new relationship with all its complications from the
past.

Randy & Shirley Brooks, Judges

Decatur, IL

0 0 0
errata from XXIV:2

summer noon

lunch looks cooler
with the kitchen light off

Eric Rutter

breaking the silence
of the drougnt
acorn rain

Kristen Deming

In the rengay "Nature of the Game", the word
"flown" was mistakenly printed as "flow".
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THE HAIKU SOCIETY OF AMERICA

Income

Treasurer’s Report
(IstQuater—January 1-March 31, 2001)

Membership Dues

Contributions J?

Museum of Haiku Literature

From

Here Press

ontest Fees
rogpond Samples
Educatlonal Packets

Total

EXPenses

HSA General Account

X
C

Supplies
Avx?grds

HSA Website
Education Packets

Income 2463173

ostageTel:
opyIPrinting

B S1-S3
=ong

O
OO

Quarterly Meeting Expenses

News
P
P

letter Account
rinting 1
0staqe

SR
K3

Frogpond Account

( inting 1EIH

Frogpotid Payments 200.00
Total Expenses 955543
Balance $15076.35

RespectfuI\Y submitted
Raffael DeGruttola, Treasurer



Museum of Hatku Literature Award

$100 for the bestunpublished work
appearing in the previous I1ssue of Frogpottd
as voted by the HSA Executive Committee

all around

H?ht falling in afiela
of fireflies

Robert Mainone









