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Red -
On the first leaf
Cutting trail

Hawks cool
The first
Reds of autumn

Most polished stone—

On
One desk
(for ferry Kilbride)
vincetit trip|
reflected
In each go stone-
autumn sky
George Klacsanzky
leaves turning,
old woman walking her dog
M. Kettner
alone in the cemetery crow sound
sundown the wino follows his shadow

autumn wind
the cat's tail
curls up on his back

Philip Miller
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PUDDLES
Corvan den Heuvel

I: The Side of the Road
It Is getting toward evening afteradrizzly day of hiking and | feel
somehow comforted by the lonely look of apuddle of clear water by

the side of the road. It isa loneliness thatcomplements and inten-
sifiesmy own, and | feel asad happiness in recognizing my mood

In the landscape around me. The pool also seems to carry aword-

Vits *ess message °f oneness in i*shallow depths—forunder the over-
| cast sky its crystal emptiness fills with a muted light, a light that

comes from something alone and eternal. It, the puddle, Is
temporary—Ilike me—and will soon be gone. | stop on the deserted

highway as dusk comes down and look long into*ts”clear waterg_«_
andTind apurity and peace that will sustain me for many miles to

come.
a floating maple leaf turns slowly around

II: The Window-Washer's Palil

On aside streetin Manhattan, awindow-washer isgetting ready
to clean the windows of a small storefront. It is a bright spring
morning, with a cool blue sky and a few white clouds scudding

here and there. A new-looking galvanized-metal pail stands glitter-
Ing on the sidewalk. Inside, the metal glows under clear water. Sun-
light Is just leaning into the pail, throwing ashadow from a floating
sponge down into the water and onto the sides of the pail. The ir-
regularities of the natural sponge are like those of asmall wooded
Island, so there are also shadows on the sponge. A breeze gently
sails it across the waters of the palil.

daytime moon -
sand left in the gutter
by the spring rains

I[Il. Passing

A clear puddle on the sidewalk covers a small iron valve-cover
with the raised letters WATER across it. Seeing the word through
and in that which it means or stands for seems to hold a special
meaning for me. As | gaze into the pool, and as passersby, | sup-
pose, pass by, glimmerings of the power ofwords and the power of
natural phenomena intermingle in my mind. The word becoming
the thing, the thing in the word—here isthe word in the thing—the
magic of poetry and nature seem somehow combining to tell me
something about reality and the human mind. Suddenly I realize

10



to and fro
quickly
the quail

night courtyard
three quarters of aring
of giant puffball mushrooms

walking out the door
lightning flashes
through arainbow

Brent Partridge

potted plants
lean toward the rain:
| let the cat In

Dale Loucareas

down from the stone bridge,
alone In the cold darkness:
the star in the creek

Nick Virgilio

above the stalled freight train
a flock of birds
flying south

winter fog:
all day long
a line of seagulls on the ice

Mary Lu Fennell



DAWN AT JAKE'S BAR AND GRILL
Elliot Richman

Asleep on sawdust floor
| dream ofredwood forests

A silverfish
licks my face

Rats in ceiling:
the distant sound of an AK-47

Lautrec's crippled feet
sguash my brain

A miniature Zen garden:
dark pebbles in sawdust

One-eyed blind man:
the plate glass window
In first light

Appearing out of darkness:
crows on telephone wires

A fly washes its hands
on adusty plastic leaf

Leaping sawdust:
fleas from Jake's mutt

My fingers caress
someone else's vom it

In sawdust

a tattered photograph
of asoldier from Nam

16






SUNSET STRIP SERIES

Even over
the Marlboro Man
dawn lightens the sky

Sweeping the sidewalk
he glances back
at his salon

Workmen chip off
the old false-brick panels
another new front

Reading the news
the bus driver waits
for the next load

"Star Maps, 3 blocks”
Instead, looking up
the night sky

Harriet Kofalk
Arms piled with dresses
the shop-girl watches
rain seep through the wall
ra Stone
In adim lit subway
the pregnantwoman sighing:
a ghettoblaster
Barry Goodmann
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filing for divorce;
top layer of the wedding cake
left in the freezer

!II+

the poplars chatter
our words come close to winter
hail on the lawn chairs

mailed to his wife
from his live-in love
funeral bills

A - month til winter
skeleton leaf quivering
In the morning rain

Autumn night ...
astrip ofno-win lotto tickets
cartwheeling down the street

empty martin house
sways autumn wind
seagulls cry
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Campaign poster on apole:
VOTE FOR
the name torn away

Rebecca M. Oshorn

School swings—
the Thanksgiving wind
riding them

Margaret Flanagan Eicher

bright dust motes
drift among spiderwebs;
the rocker stilled

deserted boardwalk
scoured by a gray
sandpaper wind

Robert S Pendell

first storm!
city dwellers
ducking out of It.

waiting
for the cool breeze:
the breeze!

Jim Normington

Thanksgiving eve -
recurving the apple peel
the widow hums

Frederick Gasser



Venus
observed
this light year

Frank Pitt

ROTATION

horizon intervening
sudden particles of dusk
IiHlusion midges

earth wheels one more degree
Into dusk

the Daystar
earth curving away
gives up to dusk

Philip Anthony Waterhouse

Deepening dusk ...
the pine-tree tops
melt into the sky

Reading haiku
the cricket and the moon
outside the window

Zhanna P. Rader

autumn nights
athousand years
like this

Clark Strand



THE WALL
(The Vietnam Veterans Memorial,
Washington, DC)

arose stem
taped over aname
petals lying on the ground

four middle age men
dressed In worn fatigues
huddle together and cry

fingering his name
ayoung woman tries
to recall her father

straining to read a name
he lifts himself a few Inches
from his wheel chair

#

Vietham Memorial:
an old pair of baby shoes
left by his name

Arlington:
all these white markers
blinding in the sun
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VIETNAM MEMORIAL 10/24/87

Moving crowd —
the black granite
so still

Piercing the hushed
crowd's whispers
a baby's cry

"N o
his name's not here
he's an MIA™"

Touching a name
for no reason
the cold

Beneath panel 10A
still waving in the breeze

a faded flag
"Panel 56B
line 37

we'll find Joe there”

Looking up—
Chinese Kkites race across
the Washington monument

No name to look for
and yet | look ...
and look

"Who was he, Mom?"
"Only
the son of a friend"

Ross Krenter
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water spilling
Into aria sunrise
trees spreading their leaves

flute tones and windchimes
and then the ringing silence

first pale green sprouts
pushing aside bright snow
warm spring wind

fresh baked bread from the oven
friends sharing a feast

a shaft of starshine
clearing the summer storm
blossoms fall

crystal air
star song

house In an old orchard
from every window
the hawk's cry

old orchard
a spider climbs onto
the setting sun

an evening
of prayer
the sleeping hawk

Margarita Mondrus Engle



December beach:
along the shore
empty shell empty shell

early winter—

a bird pecks through
the first snow

Carol A. Ettcr

squirrel on drops
dropping the of
shells tea rain
house
roof
stray cat
tracing the kol's path
with her tail

Raymond ]. Stovich

touching: grass stem & shadow
leaf nor feather  this still moment
we just call ‘'em flowers the farmer replies

late show my dog rouses to bark at a werewolf

Frank K. Robinson

opening the third eye: mushroom cloud

Nick Virgilio
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semi's tallwind —
swallows shifting place
on the phone line

old weatherbeaten
motel sigh—
full of sparrows

hush before the storm —

only this cricket
chirping

attic cleaning—
my favorite paperback
yellowing

thunder cracking silence

listen
crickets chirping

first snow
the clothesline hung
with 1cicles

Ice storm
every channel
a grey haze

30
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suddenly—
twenty years later
you taste the same

through two marriages
framed behind Beethoven
your picture

talking with him
| taste you
In the tea you serve

on your porch
only the breeze
moves between us

In the dark car
the scent of you
and the rainy fields

juice from the apple
runs into my beard
as | walit for you

In the mirror
the only picture
of us together

your perfume—
looking up startled
at a stranger

In the cold fireplace
my last letter
burning
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TSUMAGO

an ancient inn
Its samural gate
permanently closed

dusk:
above the river's roar
a temple bell floats

coming down from the graveyard

we tread carefully
on worn cobblestones

Mary Lu Fennell

To Basho:

Three times

I've "not seen Fuji
In the rain."

| came so far!

Dorothy L. Stout

The silence
before the dancer
moves

Kendra Usack

So silent
as | pass through them
moon shadows.

Katie Sloss



Endless traffic jam:
the radio forecasts the snow
that iIs already falling.

David Tucker

Haiku gathering ...
after a bowl of lentils
Basho and Buson

Tom Tico

hazy autumn night
rising In my miso soup
a carrot slice

Randy Johnson

shrimp tempura  cat cleaning her face

tofu & beansprouts
rain & hunger
ending

little dipper  a dog cries behind me

Steve Dalachinsky

laundromat

at midnight—the sound of
one dryer

Joanne Morcom
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NOT CRYING ON LAKE ERIE
G. A. Huth

There | kept a small garden I didn't know how to keep, & It over-

grew with stingingnettle & milkweed. & | kept a cigarbox, gift
from my grandfather.

quirky minnows
outlining
the lakeshore

After a hurricane, we found a raft of pineboard & pHisohex bot-
tles crashed onto our beach & kept it as ours.

the wet shadow
of

mulberry

The barn: my sisters crayoned "Kathleen" in red & "Nini" In
green on the door of & thought the mice iIn its loft were rats that

my father came after with a revolver & slats of light across his
face.

cigarbox with

caterpillars & bugs—
holding closed

Along the fence, under maple & barn shadow In May, | found a

rotten egg washed of any color for ever the first time, near my
cigarbox that | filled with leaves & grass.

under maple
strip of cold sun
In my hands

That house: my grandfather lived in with us before he left for
Detroit & a hospital, a place to die. That cigarbox: the earwigs &
beetles hid Inside, & caterpillars festooned the comers of with silk.

34



| open my
box, butterflies
fly away

The wind blew them as autumned leaves away. & | left my cigar-
box In the shade of a stand of maples, in the shade of the song of
cedar waxwings (& waxbeans; earwigs & earrings), & I took
along only a few metal cigar-holders (with screwtops) on our
two-car trip to our new place to live.

trying to talk
thru walkie-
talkie static

on the roof
of the tenement
sunflowers

sunset fades,
the half-moon
brighter

L. A. Davidson



autumn sunlight
through piano music's
slow echoes

Stephen Hobson

every loner In the library
nods hello!

Phillis Gershator

Grandmother's photo
sunbeam lights the sparkle
In her eyes

Old man
his son and his son's son all stare
at the sunset

George Swede

In the sky lit room
a cloud covers the sun

rain
ticking on the leaves
the long night

Karen Sohne

autumn river
grey rain-misted
red-backed salmon

W S. Apted
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Little of value from Wills's earlier work has been omitted from this book.
However, there are some poems in that do not have the
power of the others.

deserted house leaves
the windows gone ascend the mountain
sleet falling In the sunlight

the waters move
the stars go by
the frogs trill

These evoke a "'So what?"" Also, simple revision might redeem a slightly
flawed poem, such as finding another word for "heart" iIn

suddenly
my paddle bends touches
the river's heart

or for "loafs" In

below
a white cloud loafs
IN the ravine

Both of the preceding have too much personification to be truly effective.
But these are small considerations.

For any reader, Wills's book is a rare find.

a single light
moving along
the mountain

ON BASHO'S TRAIL TO THE NORTH by Robert S. Reed. Mado Sha
Publishers, 4-7-2 Hyakunin-cho, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo 160, Japan. 1988, 184
pps., $30.50. In Japanese and English, with illustrations by the author.
Should be available through U.S. bookstores, especially those concentrat-

Ing on oriental material such as Kinokuniya Bookstore, 1581 Webster St.,
San Francisco, CA 94115.

Reviewed by Jerry Kilbride

Many of us have wondered what it would be like, In this century, to fol-
low Basho's narrow roads. Would rice fields and bamboo forests still
abound, or would we find ourselves wandering through clouds of pollu-
tion in a huge industrial complex? Robert S. Reed gives us the answers in
his book, |
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small fishing village of Iro no Hama. Reed, like Basho, arrives in Yamadera
(Risshakujl) in the evening. ""Following Basho's instructions | climbed the
long stone stairway, passing the last visitors of the day on their way down.
| was alone by the time | reached the highest of the pavilions, perched on
top of a cliff with a magnificent view of the town far below and the sur-
rounding mountains. As | sat, the heat of midday, the noise and exhaust
of the highway, all floated away like the dreams of another world."" Here,
Reed gives us an on-the-spot interpretation and translation of a haiku by
the Master, as he does throughout the book:

silence ...
seeping Iinto the very rock
the cicada’'s voice

The author, In his epilogue, speaks of the Basho he has come to know,
but | feel that he has understood the essence of the man long before he
began this journey. Reed gets to the heart of the book when he tells of his
strongest impressions: the faces and the hospitality of the Japanese. When
he does so the mind travels back to the time he was walking along a river
bank near Toyama and was approached by four men in company uni-
forms. They asked if he was Basho and offered him a cola. It seems that
someone in Matsushima, which he has just passed through, contacted a
radio station requesting that people along his route offer hospitality. Then
there was the young priest appearing out of nowhere on Mt. Chokai who
led him safely off the mountain and found him an inexpensive hotel In
Fuukura. These are but two instances of the many kKindnesses extended
which say much of the Japanese, much of Robert Reed! The epilogue also
Includes his fears that many of the natural sites he has visited will soon be
lost to over-industrialization: at Oyashirazu he found the beach where he
had swum the year before completely gone, and pilings for an expressway
In i1ts place.

| " written In both English and Japanese by
Reed, Is a book to be read with interest and pleasure. It is generously il-
lustrated with drawings by the author. The landscapes are quietly realized
and mesh nicely with the text. Reed is less comfortable in working with
the human figure. The most unfortunate things to occur in this volume are
visual: the author's clumsy sketch of himself on page 172 and his overly-

pious photograph on the flap of the dust jacket. These are minor flaws and
only momentarily disturbing.

I've placed this book next to my copy of " &
books comfortable in each other's company. Now, if I could only find an
English translation of Sora's ' ()
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BOOKS AND CHAPBOOKS RECEIVED

Listing new books for information and does not imply endorsement by the magazine nor the Haiku Society
of America. Future issues will carry reviews of some of these titles.

liaise Ye The Lord: Haiku by Lesley Einer. Sage Shadow Press, 2108 E.
Greenway Rd., Phoenix, AZ 85022. 1988, 15 pps., $3.50 ppd. (70 haiku
celebrating life, written to Psalm 148, not 'religious’ poems).

Mouse Pours Out by Lee Gurga. High/Coo Press, Route 1, Battle Ground,
IN 47920. 1988, 20 pps., $2. paper/$7 cloth. Mini-chapbook #24.

October Sun: A Year ofHaiku by Joseph Gustafson. Leicester Hill Books,
1134A Grafton St., Worcester, MA 01604. 1988, 64 pps., $4.95 plus $1
p/h.

Baseball Poems by Alan Pizzarelli. 9 haiku and senryu. 1988, $3 ppd. From
author, 109 Beaumont Place, Newark, NJ 07104.

Sayings for the Invisible: haiku and haiku sequences (1977-87) by Rod
Willmot. Black Moss Press, Windsor, Ont., Canada. 1988, 80 pps., $9.95.
Avalilable from the author at 535 Duvernay, Sherbrooke, QC, Canada
JIL 1Y8.

A String Around Autumn: Selected Poems 1952-1980 by Ooka Makoto; Eng-
lish versions by the author and Thomas Fitzsimmons from translations
by Takato Lento and Onuma Tadayoshi; Preface by Donald Keene. Uni-
versity of Hawalii Press, 2840 Kolowalu St., Honolulu, HI 96822. 1988,
90 pps., $14.50 cloth; $9.50 paper. Asian Poetry in Translation: Japan #3.
Distributed for Katydid Books. (This is not a book of haiku, but of
longer poems, and is listed here because of the interest of many Frog-
pond readers in modern Japanese literature.)

HOLIDAY GREETINGS

The 20th anniversary year of the Haiku Society of America is ending. |
applaud all who planned, worked for, participated in the festivities: the
November weekend in New York City and on the Jersey shore; the August
celebration in Dubuque which ‘remembered Raymond Roseliep’ as well as
HSA,; the October haiku day in Elsah, IL; and others | may not have heard
of or that may still come before year's end.

Frogpond, for its part, completes Volume Xl, and | extend thanks to
all for support, comments, contributions.

May the coming holidays be filled with the sensitive awareness of the
moment which Is haiku's hallmark.

Elizabeth Lamb
Editor






