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dawn:
that

woodpecker

Peter Meister

overcast sky 
umbrellas opening 
—morning glories

Dianne Borsenik

not right i guess to grieve beside the first purple crocus

*

just like grandmother atop my head i find my glasses

Marlene Mountain

planting onion sets 
to the strange tune 
of an unseen bird

Rick Kuntz

through an open window 
a kookaburra's laugh 
enters

above the mountain 
earth's shadow 
blocks a moon

Alan J. Summers
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dawn— 
temple bell

hum

Thomas Fitzsimmons

snail my friend
all this way to my door
just as i am leaving

Nika

temple gardener— 
low bow to the peony 
stone Buddha watching

H. F. Noyes

in the Buddha's palm 
hidden under the dwarf pine... 
an almond blossom

Sharon Lee Shafii

even petals falling 
disturb the stillness 
of the pond

Michael Ketchek

dusk
at the lake's edge the sun

separates itself

our path 
once again but this time 
alone

George Ralph

11



HAIKU SOCIETY OF AMERICA 
1994 MERIT BOOK AWARDS

for Books published in 1993

Judges: Robert Major & George Knox 
Contest Coordinator: Barbara Ressler

1st Prize—Margaret Chula, � ��� � �� � �� 	 ��� �

Superbly sustained focus, centering in daily life at the place where she 
lived in Japan. Initially, she writes: "this collection of haiku is dedi­
cated to the house at Icho da cho 10-1 and to John who shared it with 
me." This is followed by an Introduction in which she masterfully 
creates the ambience. The brush calligraphy (kanji) which correspond 
to and set apart each section of haiku are exciting, and take us back to 
the title, Grinding My Ink. Each section has its special imagery, tones 
and moods. Indeed, this book is a good example of unity in diversity, 
a cohesiveness of all elements. Nothing seems extraneous.

2nd Prize—Charles B. Dickson, � �� � � � ��� �� � � � �� 	 �

Published posthumously, Dickson's family dedicates the book to 
Vincent Tripi, who selected and edited the poems. The unity of set­
ting, of "scene" in the poetic sense, is built of interrelated images of a 
rural world. There's an integration of person, place and things ob­
served. Simple (in the best haiku sense of the word) and delicately 
sensuous haiku.

3rd Prize—Francine Porad, ���� � � �� � � � �� � � � ����� � � �� �  * ����	�  * 
�� � � �  * �����  * � ��� � ��

We find a clue to the book's structure in the title. This is a sensitive 
gathering of haiku, senryu, and tanka. It is true to the author's work 
in general, a blending of pathos, humor and wit. The book's integrity 
is marked by a refreshing absence of pretentiousness, a tenderness 
without sentimentality. Also included are her monoprints. An excit­
ingly versatile writer and painter.
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white work horse 
in the foggy meadow 

breathing steam

 �������%������

Kansas Flint Hills 
though the wind's stopped 
the trees still leaning

lying in the shadow 
of the satellite dish
cows

�	����(������

fireflies so brief 
I squint
to see if they're there

4�3�	��9��%�����

sway-backed bam 
dappled gray mare leans 
into slanting shade

4��"�,����(�3�	�

The house filled 
with moving boxes—
I sit in the sun
for the last time
and listen to the quail.

'��:���%������
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before sunrise— 
no part of your name 
in the crow's caw

Gary Hotham

summer dawn— 
dew on the dragonfly 

poised by the pond

Tom Clausen

The swimmer surfaces 
her ears

fill with sunlight

Michael Fessler

middle of the lake— 
just big enough for its tree

the island

Mark Arvid White

all by itself
it looks lonely 

this small pine

dusk deepens... 
slowly the moon's first edge 

sharpens into focus

nick avis

midsummer night 
the eye 
of the loon

Lawrence Rungren
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Yoshimoto Takaaki. As might be expected, it is Yoshimoto who 
first raises this issue. In response, the haiku poet Natsuishi says, 
"From a haijin's perspective, good senryu are not so different from 
good haiku." In her riposte, the senryu poet Onishi says she has 
always wondered, "from the standpoint of senryu," if "good haiku 
may not resemble good senryu."

In the ensuing give and take, Natsuishi argues that the require­
ment of yuki teikei was "no more than a hypothesis for modem 
haiku reformers, but even haiku that contain no seasonal reference 
(muki) or are written in free form (jiyuritsu) face the question, 'What 
makes a haiku (haiku-sei)?'" In contrast, as the senryu has weak­
ened its criticism-of-life aspect (jidai hihan, ningen kansatsu), it has 
"inevitably" brought itself closer to haiku. In a reconciliatory tone, 
the tanka poet Saigusa points out that, yes, the haiku has always 
felt the need to define itself, but the senryu has not, allowing itself 
to "avalanche itself into haiku territory." On the other hand, in 
recent years, there is a tendency for the haiku to "senryu-ize itself" 
(senryu-ka) to make itself more appealing; as a result, it is the haiku 
that is required to distinguish itself from the senryu, not the other 
way round.

In the end, though, the senryu writer Onishi strikes me as con­
vincing when she observes, "If someone asks me how senryu dif­
fer from haiku, I tell the person that the only distinction that can be 
made is by author's name"—that is, if the author is known to write 
haiku, then the pieces he or she has written are haiku; if the author 
is known to write senryu, then the pieces she or he has written are 
senryu. To show as much as I can that she may be right, I'd like to 
conclude this essay by citing small samplings of haiku by Natsuishi 
and senryu by Onishi.

Of the two writers, Natsuishi can be well-nigh impossible to 
translate, as I tried to demonstrate here, five years ago. The fol­
lowing pieces—all taken from his latest book Rakurd (Shoshi 
Yamada, 1992)—are mainly selected for verbal, syntactical intelli­
gibility, for, obviously, I can't translate something that's not intelli­
gible to me.

Shinjuku no karasu to yurne de aimasho
Let's meet Shinjuku crows in our dreams

(Shinjuku is a section of Tokyo which is roughly comparable to 
Times Square and Greenwich Village combined. Although karasu 
no su, "crow's nest," is a kigo, karasu, "crow," by itself is not. 
Natsuishi uses kigo from time to time but does not regard their 
inclusion as necessary.)
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Chichi haha no makura no yo ni yuyakeru
Like father and mother's pillows the evening glows

Ki no shita de nemureba kari no yo de sameru 
I sleep under a tree, in the transitory world I awaken

Kotsuban no atari de oyogu no wa yuhi 
Swimming near my pelvis the evening sun

Aki ni aitakute ippon no ki nifureru 
Wanting to meet autumn I touch a single tree

Tomei na kotoba o kasanetsutsu ochiru 
While piling up transparent words I fall

Cho ochite tachimachi koru mizutamari 
A butterfly falls and swiftly the pool turns to ice

Hakkyo no tsubaki mo yagate chi ni kaeru
Even a deranged camellia soon returns to earth

Uma no me no oku de kawaite yuku kodachi
In the depths of a horse's eye a stand of trees goes on drying

Maboroshi o daku tabi kiri gafukaku naru
Each time I hug an apparition the mist deepens

Hanabira no omosa o omou toki shineru 
When I think of a petal's weight I could die

Tenohira iva itsumo hiraite itsumo fnyu 
My palm is always open, is always winter

Koibito no iki no chikaku no yuki kuzure 
Near my lover's breathing snow collapse

Perhaps this is enough. Comparing Natsuishi and Onishi, one 
might say Natsuishi is more detached and objective, while Onishi 
is more involved and subjective. But when it comes to whether 
one is more haiku or senryu than the other, the difference seems 
negligible.

(This is a condensed version of the talk Sato gave 
at the 11 December 1993 meeting ofHSA in New York.)
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dust devils 
spooking 
the horses

Patricia Neubauer

high noon
the hawk's shadow
pauses

open sky 
the old hawk 
falls alone

Marian Olson

a Ute elder 
in his ancient eyes 
an epic

Dad and I drink 
in a Utah tavern 
talk about Lapland

Richard Wiman

mountain meadow
an elk moves on up the draw
shiver of aspens

Yvonne Hardenbrook

summer lightning 
a silent snake strikes 
the meadow mouse

Makiko
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stray cat
peering in the window 
of the empty house

-��������)����

Pushed to a comer
broken sled
in the computer room

Pushed to a comer 
the blue madonna 
blesses the garden

)������%����,�	�

looking over the fence 
from a second story window 
watching her sunbathe

��������0������

days lengthen
backyard mudpuddle holds
the sunset

%�,�	����,���

A strange place 
long after dark- 
the child's face

The windchime
echoing
its echoes

��#��)����	
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cooking class: 
everyone's egg-whites 
standing in peaks de

laundry draped by the woodstove
as the sky clears dh

Monday morning 
my blue work-cap
filled with pine needles de

cluttered mind
watching the slow single snowflakes dh

the only way 
to revive her hands: 
inside his coat de

the railroad tracks are gone 
empty right-of-way dh

familiar contours 
day by day emerging 
from the flood de

the broken branch 
blossoms with the tree dh

children's party... 
every single cushion 
now damp with mist de

she shakes out their blanket, 
folds it against her breast dh

piercing memory 
first lessons of love 
in a wayside hotel de

seaweed riding the swells 
and coiled on the sand dh
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too many visitors 
and now flies! 
Emperor Concerto dh

against the screen door 
thump of today's paper de

pillowfight
and in the morning
a thousand-mile journey dh

apples dot the yard 
behind the closed-up house de

he talks to himself 
shakes his fist at no-one 
kicks at leaves dh

under the Milky Way 
they rake the bonfire embers de

you are named
in the will
of a distant relation dh

every time she plays 
trying to change the rules! de

Blue Willow pattern: 
the temple the bridge 
the tree the stream dh

swallows—through the newly 
plastered room again and again de

ring around the moon 
I cross the field 
forgiven dh

new ropes in hand 
for the wooden swing de



from his effects 
choosing the dictionary
and a pair of boots de

this year even combing
the tangles from her hair, a dream dh

brief thaw
and among bent reeds
a prow pushes forward de

cutting the ribbon for the road— 
officials, brisk wind dh

daffodils 
give milky sap
from each stem de

the dressmaker's set lips:
pinning clouds of white taffeta dh

*  *  *

failing again 
to catch the rainbow 
the mime

and gone
from the magician's palm . . .  
a cocoon

Kohjin Sakamoto

28



Flood's down—
creekside grasses bent 

with the curves of the current

David Elliott

black water swamp 
there by the cypress knees 
alligator eyes

there in the creek 
remains of bridge pilings 
no road

Stephen G. Corn

silent, dawn flight 
great blue heron sky 
the color of his wings

Florence McGinn

Sol Due woods—
the departed thrush's song
still clings to the moss

Molly McGee

crack of lightning 
sharp on the edge 
of a cataract

A. Araghetti

Higher than
The sound of Niagara Falls 
Summer moon

Akira Kawano
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morning walk shadow of a waning moon

blue jay scolding 
someone 

in the birdbath

my hand pauses over the one white rose

Pat Shelley

hearing the wren
the old woman sews its song
into her quilt

Frank Higgins

Looking older
more wrinkled than mine: 

my hand in the mirror

R. H. Morrison

young bride— 
the doll collection 
in her bedroom

Makiko

a great white cloud 
and wheeling in and out 
a pair of eagles

Robert Gibson

breezy—
the spider's thread 
warps a sunbeam

William Hart
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sudden bat
gives to the darkness

the darkness

twelve cathedral steps
moonlight stops 

on the first

���	���%����

from mozart 
sidewalk oboe swinging 

into blues

4�����+������

white cat face
behind the curtained window— 

evening star

-�����+�������

moths flutter 
at every window— 
one candle

+�	�������	�(�	���

In her old room 
a withdrawing shadow 
—the curtains stir

������3����#�/�	�

a couple notes 
of her nightsong 
I hum next noon

-���0�����
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REVIEWS

MORE LIGHT, LARGER VISION, by Geraldine Clinton Little. A 
collection of tanka. AHA Books, POB 767, Gualala, CA 95445.1992, 
85 pages, perfect bound, $9.00. ISBN 0-944676-38-3.

Since the seventies when Michael McClintock and I were pub­
lishing our bare tanka, tanka poets have increased in number, 
thanks to tanka translations and Jane Reichhold's Mirrors compe­
tition. Recently, Kenneth Tanemura's No Love Poems and the tanka 
anthology of the West Coast 7, Footprints in the Fog, edited by 
Michael Welch, have appeared. A forerunner to these promising 
volumes of poems has been Geraldine Little's More Light, Larger 
Vision, first place winner of The Haiku Society of America's Merit 
Book Awards for 1992.

The unique focus of this splendid book of tanka is Geraldine's 
inspired division of 100 tanka into ten categories entitled Flowers, 
Cuckoo, Moon, Snow, Love, Pine, Bamboo, Mountain Hut, Sea 
Lane, and Reflections. All these tanka were written in about twelve 
days, an amazing output in quality. She followed the same plan 
that the Japanese poet Jien did in 1190 except that his tanka were 
composed in four hours. In 1910, Takuboku wrote, "Each second 
is one which never comes back in our life. I hold it dear. I don't 
want to let it pass without doing anything for it. To express that 
moment, tanka, which is short and takes not much time to com­
pose, is most convenient" (Rotnaji Diary and Sad Toys, Tuttle 1985,p. 
49).

Still, I believe it is difficult to write a good tanka. So Geraldine's 
consistently high level of tanka is by no means easily come by. Her 
poems have a sharp texture in their perception of nature in rela­
tion to the human condition. Her training in haiku has prepared 
her for mingling elements of nature:

the waterfall roars— 
above it the single clear 

call of a cuckoo, 
nature's juxtapositions, 

how lovely, wholly holy
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And that she is able quite often to maintain a 5-7-5-7-7 rhythm 
adds to her achievement.

What I find quite appealing is her continual relation of nature 
to the human condition. It is not nature per se, what we find in 
traditional haiku, but a nature joined to love, sexual desire, aspira­
tion, loneliness, harmony:

alone in this hut, 
the mountains tumbling down 

in all directions, 
daily I find a bit more

of the still center searched for

Traditionally, such groupings of poems have been called se­
quences, and in a cover blurb the famous poet and translator Lucien 
Stryk calls the collection "a tanka sequence," and the poet herself 
in her brief comment on the book calls it "a 100-set 
tanka sequence." I have recently defined in Frogpond (Spring 1994) 
my own terms "tanka string" and "tanka sequence." Some of the 
sections in More Light, Larger Vision qualify as strings, though I do 
not always find the required transitions smooth enough for my 
definition. But the one group I would call a sequence, and one of 
the first sequences among American tanka poets, is the section 
entitled "Love," in which the dramatic impact of the alternating 
moods of love finally resolves itself into the lovers' reunion in the 
final tanka:

the mauve hyacinth 
you bring me—I read in its 

fresh fragrance the words 
you won't say: that renewal 

is sweet after lovers quarrel

Review by Sanford Goldstein

GRINDING MY INK by Margaret Chula. Sumi drawings by Rhony 
Alhalel. Katsura Press, P.O.Box 275, Lake Oswego, OR 97034.1993, 
paper, unpaged (104 pages), 51/2x8 Vi inches, perfect bound. ISBN 
0-9638551-9-0, $14.95 plus shipping/handling $2.00 US; Europe 
$5.00 (air) $3.00 (sea); Japan $6.00 (air) $4.00 (sea). US funds only.
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A book which delights the eye, the mind, the heart. In �	���E
����������  Margaret Chula evokes the essence of the house on the 
outskirts of Kyoto where she lived for twelve years. Indeed this 
collection of over 100 haiku is dedicated to "the house at Icho da 
cho 10-1 and to John who shared it" with her. And from within the 
house, in many ways so open to the life of insect, animal, plant 
and neighbor which surrounded it, the wider scope of her life in 
Japan is explored.

The introduction, written in Portland, Oregon, where she now 
lives, is a charming 3-page essay on the house itself and the life 
lived there. There is a nostalgic quality here for she and John were 
the last people living on this little dirt lane of "ten traditional 
houses...a microcosm in a rapidly encroaching city." At the end, as 
she tells us, the old Japanese couples had died, the foreigners had 
moved on and there remained only the black spiders weaving "their 
memories into a hundred fragile webs."

The book is divided into four sections: Flower (Hana), Fire (Hi), 
Moon (Tsuki), and Snow (Yuki). Each is introduced with a 2-page 
fold-out sumi drawing by Rhony Alhalel whose artistry in these 
and the occasional smaller drawings adds to the visual delight of 
this book.

The haiku themselves are sensitive and evocative, simple and 
easily accessible on the surface but repaying the attentive reader 
with depth echoes. The occasional Japanese terms used are ex­
plained in a brief glossary. The book opens with a startling haiku— 
risk-taking, but it works:

grinding my ink— 
a black cat 
howls in childbirth

These one-breath poems show a skilled craftsman whose word- 
sense delights:

sawing afternoon 
into evening 
cicadas

Occasionally one does find a rather predictable haiku:
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sudden shower 
in the empty park 

a swing still swinging

More often a deep awareness of the moment finds its way into 
fresh and arresting images:

morning yoga 
a frog in the garden 

mimics my pose

outside the empty hut 
a huddle of crickets 
their hollow voices

And the sensitivity of:

into the coffin
I place the white chrysanthemum 
over her slashed wrist

Grinding My Ink is a lovely book, a book to own and enjoy.

Review by Elizabeth Searle Lamb

THE PATCHWORK QUILT: haiku * senryu * tanka * renku * art­
work, by Francine Porad. Vandina Press, PO Box 1551, Mercer Is­
land, WA 98040. 1993, unpaged (40 pp), 5 Vi x 8 Vi inches, perfect 
bound. ISBN 0-9618009-9-2. $6.00.

Francine Porad, in the introduction to The Patchwork Quilt, gives 
rules as to the crafting of haiku, senryu, tanka and renku. In the 
paragraph on haiku she speaks of structure and the moment keenly 
perceived. Nothing is said of the spiritual or social aspects of the 
moment, of how the consequent haiku impacts on us as individu­
als, as a community. Open-endedness is not discussed, the gener­
ous sharing of new perceptions—the invitation into the poem as a 
way of deeper communication between people. In the section on 
renku nothing is said of the flower and moon links; of the ageku—
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the final link—ending the poem on a positive note. Perhaps I am 
being a conservative old crank, but these few basic rules add a 
certain challenge. More significantly, the element of fun is not men­
tioned. The fact that renku was a game "played" by members of 
the ancient Japanese Court might well have been brought up. 
Francine uses excerpts from �	������/�  May 1990 Renku Contest 
discussion, where, it could be argued, fun is included in the cat­
egory of "human activities." Granted, a renku is a little life jour­
ney, with all of its joys and sorrows, but the game element does 
give pleasure. One assumes that newcomers were borne in mind 
as these pages were written.

The physical aspects of this book are satisfying. The cover pa­
per is dove-gray, with aquamarine fly leaves in complimentary tone 
and value. However, the stock is close to that used in 1	�������)�	��� , 
as is the size and print. Francine would be well advised to take a 
more personal approach in the production of her own books, giv­
ing them an identity apart from the magazine. Five of her mono- 
tones appear, abstract landscapes which could have been inspired 
by looking through a microscope in a biology laboratory, or through 
windows of a submersible on the ocean floor. There is a precise 
vision in this art and the excitement of discovery!

The best of the haiku and senryu remind me of the work of 
Raymond Roseliep, one of my own favorite writers. From Porad's 
$���� :

pelicans in flight 
the ocean disappears 

into sky

my neighbor's 
juicy plums 
within reach

vacation's end:
I learn by heart 
the cloudless blue

hospital vigil
the imperceptible shift
of clouds
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There is a delicacy here, the subtleness of vision, and the quiet 
wonder of seeing things that have always been there before our 
eyes, as if for the first time...and the generous sharing.

The tanka, I feel, are much less successful, but perhaps it is 
unfair for me to judge, as I am a neophyte to the form. However, 
my reactions to the following:

Michelangelo
tapped his Moses on the knee: 
arise and walk!
I kiss the cherry-red mouth 
on the canvas

my husband 
assures me 
I'll be 
famous 
after I'm dead

I like the wry Pygmalion humor in the Michelangelo tanka; 
am left with the sound of mallet on marble and the slightly bitter 
aftertaste of pigment on the tongue, suggesting difficulties in the 
taming of Eliza Doolittle. The husband's words seem nothing more 
than a flat statement, and the element of fame in conflict with the 
haiku-spirit.

Four two-person renku are presented in the final section, 
linked-poems the author has written with Marlene Mountain, 
Minna Lerman, Jean Dubois and Jim Kacian. All four flow well, 
having surprising twists, moments of social concern and poetic 
beauty. Quick-on-the-draw, she shows us she knows how to play 
the game.

Was it Basho who said that all of the links in a renku need not 
be brilliant, so as to reflect life and its flaws? So Francine has missed 
a few stitches, her quilt seems to hold together.

Review by Jerry Kilbride
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