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Scorpion Prize 22

THE DECISION (A Melodrama in One Act)

Dramatis Personae:  Judge Robert Grenier

                            Various ‘haiku’-writing contestants

                             Court-appointed attorney for contestants

                             Sergeant-at-Arms

Scene:  A Court Room in a pink concrete building opposite a Strip-Mall somewhere    

             in Northern California 
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Sergeant-at-Arms:  All rise !

Judge Grenier:  Stay Standing !  None of your entries is worth a turd !  (None of 

the contestants experience/experiences Enlightenment.)  Therefore, no Prize shall 

be awarded this year.  The income from the Fund shall be diverted to the Grenier 

Family Trust, and henceforth inure to the benefit of subsequent Greniers, their 

successors and assigns, in perpetuity.

Naked & Hairy Contestant:  That’s not fair, Your Honor !  The Buddha was (is) 

indeed a Dry Turd, but you, Sir, are only a wet one . . .

JG:  Order in the Court ! !  Listen, young fella, you guys and gals aren’t Buddha—and 

furthermore, hardly any of your ‘modern haiku’ are written in 17 syllables, none is 

written in the Japanese language, and (speaking of maintaining Any Respect for 

Any Proprieties of Haiku, as we understand it, which may be Left to be Respected) 

most of the time you all don’t seem to care a fig for anything but your own attempts 

to be ‘apt’/‘clever and colorful’, in your desire to demonstrate your ability to ‘succeed 

in this form’, before moving on to another !

Attorney for Contestants:  Your Honor, may we confer in Chambers . . . ?

(Interlude in Chambers)

JG:  Well, then, I presume you have something to say for yourself  and them . . . ?
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Atty:  Your Honor, you have to award this Prize—this Honor—by Law, to one of them 

there contestants what have entered this Contest—that’s the Arrangement—and you 

know that !  I have here a document, dated November 23, 2010, namely a letter to 

Scott Metz from you, in which you explicitly agreed to be the Judge of the Haiku 

Contest and award the Prize . . .

JG:  That may be all very well and good, as far as it goes, Counselor, but I still 

don’t like these ‘haiku’ very much—I myself was not ‘Enlightened’ that much by 

any one of them!—I miss the, the je ne sais quoi, the savvy/sabi of real haiku . . . the 

‘undeveloped nature’ of the really good American/English versions of the 

Chinese/Japanese verses-in-English . . . of the original ‘monumental’/‘simple’ 

things-themselves I so emulated when I ‘glimpsed them from Afar’, in R.H. Blyth’s Haiku, 

when I was a kid . . .   

Atty:  Times have changed !  If I were you, especially given the state of the econ-

omy, I wouldn’t want to be seen as standing in the way of progress in this field . . .  

Our nation’s economy was founded on the dream that we as a people have the 

right to be free of cruel and unjust foreign influence and control over the means of 

manufacture of our goods.  Just as in 1776 we asserted our right to turn our own 

domestic cotton into cloth woven right here in America, and just as we have in re-

cent times purchased, transported and reassembled the stones of London Bridge 

for the delight and edification of tourists in Arizona—just as we have made our own 

Eiffel Tower to be marveled at by dollar-bearing revelers in Las Vegas—so we have 

the right, and indeed the obligation, as Americans to shape the forms of our own 

haiku, to our own liking, here on these shores !  Just between you and me, Your 

Honor, there may be a lot of money to be made by Americans in this developing new 

industry of haiku assembled and marketed domestically, so I feel it is my duty to ad-
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vise you as a friend to be careful not to err in this matter, by seeming possibly to be 

an Enemy of the People’s Advance . . . not that I think in my heart of hearts that 

you could ever be any such thing . . .    

  

JG:  Where is the 17-syllable form with which I am familiar?  Where is the custom-

ary grouping of 17 syllables into lines of 5, 7 and 5 syllables each ?  About the only 

thing one can say about contestants’ efforts is that they are all short . . . !

Atty:  Your Honor, it is very well known that haiku are short poems; all of contest-

ants’ poems are short; therefore, as a matter of pure logic, it must be granted that 

contestants’ poems are haiku !  Alternately, here in America, an American haiku is 

anything we say it is—we repeat this message by producing more of our wonderfully 

wild and free ‘haiku’ every day, which pleases us—and the Devil take the hindermost !

JG:  There are no plum blossoms, there is no mention of  Mt. Fuji !  (sobs)

Atty:  Judge, you’re becoming emotional . . .  It is your duty to award a Prize !  

(Back to the Courtroom)

Sgt:  Court is in Session !  All stay standing up  !

JG:  You may sit !  

JG:  I’m sorry that I ever said that (sobbing) . . . I mean that there were no Winners    

. . . that’s not right !  And I’m sorry to have ruled to siphon off the income from the 
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Fund to myself, my heirs and successors . . . that’s not just !  Speaking as a private 

individual, I actually sort of like ‘haiku’ . . . even in the crummy/neo-American-

imperialist/appropriative/rip-off sensibility that ‘thinks’ any old ‘dear’/‘bright’ short 

poem can be a ‘haiku’ . . .

Atty:  Judge, you seem to be in a little better spirits now . . .

JG:   I shouldn’t be awarding this Prize !  I myself don’t know the first thing about 

haiku !

Atty:  Don’t let that worry you, Your Honor !

(JG breaks down in tears; the proceedings are interrupted) 

(Interlude with music from the Noh play “Hagoromo”)

Sgt:  Court is in Session !  All rise  !

JG:  Please be seated !  Everyone will be relieved to know I’ve changed my mind !  

There will be a Winner, if  not a monetary prize !

All & Sundry:  How Good !

JG:  It is my considered determination that the Winner is . . . Carolyne Rohrig, for 

her haiku:
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                    drawing a breath

                    old elephants go there

                    to die

Personally, I’m grateful for the fact that the poem is divided into the customary 

three lines, and though there is no effort to respect the time-honored convention of 

the 5/7/5, I am nonetheless persuaded by circumstance that the poet has ‘wanted 

to acknowledge the form of haiku’, as it has existed for many years in Japan, and at 

the same time created an entirely new, American poem.  This is a plus,            

nowadays—especially considering the state of the economy, and the opportunity 

that a ‘creative updating’ from the Japanese model may bring needed income, to help 

reverse the disastrous outpouring of  funds from our country’s Treasury !  

I might note that I especially admire the bringing together of the ‘classic 3        

elements’—in this instance the inspiration activated in the first element, “drawing a 

breath,” juxtaposed together with the completely-independent-initially “old       

elephants,” with the added-on addition of the spectacle of the long-migrating   

“elephants” who “go there / to die” including what becomes a ‘lived recognition’ of 

how long it takes this one elephant to walk “there” as one reads the poem—these 3 

different ‘things’, brought together as One Developing Occasion, so that they all 

seem to ‘flow together as One’, in the manner which R.H. Blyth documents can be 

instances of the kind of haiku he identifies (on p. 292 of my copy of Haiku, Vol. 1) 

as the first of  his three kinds of  haiku, “concord of  colour or feeling or form” . . .

Critics of this poem might assert that it ‘didn’t attempt enough’—Far Better, I say, to 

undertake to articulate the circumstance of what presents itself to the mind and all 

the senses to be accomplished, for what it is—and possibly to develop that toward 
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what may elsewise lie hidden in it !—than to strive to ‘magnify’ out of proportion 

what actually lives, resident in the material !

I was moved by the ‘simplicity’ of the ‘exercise’—that in the beginning there is the 

inspiration of “a breath” . . . and that, in the end, there is the expiration, over the 

course of the poem, of something like that same inspired breath . . . so that we   

experience as readers something like the long course of existence durationally existing 

in our own lives, ‘dramatized’ in that of the “old elephants”, who magically    

know-more-than-we-do . . . to “go there” to expire  . . . presumably in the company 

of the other elephants . . .  How far we, as ‘individuals’, and as a ‘Society’, have 

wandered from that !

Atty:  Judge, all of us here in this Courtroom, I’m sure, are grateful and most    

appreciative that you have decided that it is within your capacity to render this   

Decision !  It has become evident to all present that all of this business of haiku 

means a lot to you . . .

JG:  But I have not Finished !—There is a Runner-Up !—or in fact two      

Runner-Ups, or Runners-Up !  I think of the two together, rather in the manner of 

the way in which haiku originally occurred in Japan—as the first, 5-7-5-syllable, 

element to occur in a theoretically endless series of ‘call and response’ poems, in 

which one person would compose a 5-7-5, and another would respond with a 7-7, 

and the next with a 5-7-5, on until the End of  Time !

I propose that two entries by John Martone might be organized in this way, and 

thus constitute a kind of ‘continuation’ of the Japanese renga form and ‘social      

circumstance’, except that here he’s ‘doing it by himself ’:
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                    vulture the chest’s last organ

And

                    vulture my other side

Though each of these poems contains only two elements—and this is a Flaw !—    

nonetheless the ‘proximity’ of the “vulture” to “the chest’s last organ”—as an     

inspired offering of the heart, perhaps, to the bird, while the author is alive ?—    

followed in this representation/presentation of the two together by an impossible 

imagination that the by-now truly ‘dead & largely eaten’ author could have the 

capacity/presumption to be able to somehow turn what would be left of ‘himself ’ 

over, to give that “other side” also to the “vulture” . . . this would require a terrific, 

magical capacity and desire, which    Martone’s second “haiku” appears to be the 

fact of  . . .

The two haiku, separately or together in this sequence, represent the imagined   

bringing-to-pass of an imagination of a ‘happy conclusion’ for an American Left 

on Earth . . . or for anybody, any thing made of flesh and blood, since the time 

when the “vulture”—the wonderful flyer we call here in California the turkey    

buzzard—came into existence, to do its work !

Another attractive element, which appeals to me as a ‘traditionalist’, is what may 

be only my imagined remembrance of Robinson Jeffers’ late “Vulture” poem—if 

this is a factor, rather than merely my ‘association’, then one could say that these 

two Martone haiku both acknowledge and condense the Jeffers poem . . . rendering 
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much of the ‘setting’ of the already-‘short’ Jeffers seemingly ‘unnecessary by our 

modern standards’ . . . so that the drama envisioned by the original—and this is part 

of the attraction of these two poems to me, that they do appear to ‘come from’ & 

‘subtly revise and alter’ their source, if it is a source, in the manner of the old Japa-

nese haiku !—is condensed, such that, by reading and ‘understanding’ this haiku/

these haikus, I admire the prospect and am almost ready to give my ‘whole being’ to 

the local turkey vultures in this way . . .  Any poem or poems which cause the 

Reader to embody and imagine out from what is being said in their own physical bodies 

and living minds . . . must be All Right, I say !

Sgt:  Court Is Over And Done With !  Go Home  !   !

Naked & Hairy Contestant:  OKAY !   !

                                                                                    —Robert Grenier

                                                                                     	 January 6, 2011

                                                                                     	 Bolinas, CA
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11.1

句



              outdated magazines
                                    in the green room
                                                                   of a rose

paul  m.



    Love song :: we seem to have forgotten :: the iron fence in the fog

Grant Hackett



                    your hands
                   massage my back
                        which sprouts tulips

William    M. Ramsey



                Lost in the flowershop calculus of a woman

Paul 
Pfleuger,     Jr.



                                                                     her fingers smell of
                                                                     caste-iron on tv
                                                                     a French circus
 

Chris Gordon



                           her one breast its own theory of poetics

Lee 
Gurga



     enmeshed in our night's static interpretation flares

Susan 
Diridoni



                                                                                       falling
                                                                                       asleep

                                             on the
                                               bones
 
                                                                                       of her
 
                                                                                       edges

Scott 
Metz



                                                         deep snow
                                                                         in a dream, I find
                                                                         her password in

Mark 
  F. Harris



  
                                                                      show me awake
                                                                      prime numbers fan
                                                                      a dying song

Cherie 
Hunter Day



 

                                                        making his blue eagle noise
                                                        loud enough for you to hear
                                                        in your coma

Allison 
   M. 
Pattison



                                                                      cyclone winds—
                                                                     they will not reach
                                                                      my coffin
 

William 
   M. 
Ramsey 



                                                                      absent sister
                                                                             splinter in
                                                                         December

Cherie 
Hunter 
Day



                                                                         midwinter
                                                                         the crematorium
                                                                         chimney

George 
Swede



                    breeze a synonym for ash

PhilipRowland



                                                                        what we breathe
                                                                        in human skin
                                                                        and insect parts

ChrisGordon



                                                     the scraping of
                                                     tectonic plates: my father lies
                                                     next to my mother

Peter Yovu



Hasn't wisdom faded since death :: and the diamond sequence :: now spitting out black seeds

    

Grant Hackett



                                                                    winter morning
                                                                     every breath
                                                                        a new ghost

                               

Mike Andrelczyk



                                                      a trailer home
                                                              window
                                                              dostoyevsky

                      

john martone



              black smoke of a—no trespassing—life

   

Allan Burns



                                                                         winter     when
                                                                       the invisible horse
                                                                                  arrives

    
               

Scott Metz



                                                                     the codes
                                                                     of frozen branches
                                                                     blackbirds in them

                            

Mike Andrelczyk



                                                                      an ice-blade song
                                                                      hooks down deep
                                                                      going out 
                                                                      returning

      J. 
Zimmerman



                                                             fli tter ing   sp arrow
                                      in      a
                                      world of law

Mike Andrelczyk 



                                                            crumbs distributed
                                                            by color the news sounds
                                                            like other news

Chris Gordon



                                                                spotlight reflected
                                                                off a jangling coxcomb
                                                                blinding the king

Noel Sloboda



                                                           before the window breaks
                                                           the flag of a rioter
                                                           a mustard field

paul  m.



    crocuses thousands of soldiers come out in
                                                                                   formation

Peter Yovu



                     the high fizz nerve the low boom blood dead silence

JimKacian



                          unnoticed in the flowerbed bomb's brain splatter

George 
Swede



                                                                             war leave:
                                                                        a man, a woman,
                                                                             a calm boat

William 
   M.Ramsey



                                                          nursing she-wolf
                                                       the rise and fall
                                                        of empires

   

Mike 
Andrelczyk 



                                                                         A loud perfect
                                                                         darkness around
                                                                         a neon cross

Paul 
Pfleuger,        Jr.



                     warranting the stillness the Latin labels on the trees

Philip Rowland



                                                                             to be 
                                                                             reworded
                                                                             five instars in

Mark 
  F. Harris



                                                               next to the monograph
                                                               on famine the cunt
                                                               in popular art

ChrisGordon



                                        boars and cocks in terms of chauvinism

Eve
Luckring



                                                                 summer rain
                                                                 the old woman's shins
                                                                 transparent

Philip 
Rowland



                                     the word for passes through a membrane

                     

Mark 
  F. 
Harris



The winds fall apart :: because I am moving forward :: I feel closer to colorless blood

Grant Hackett



                                                                if the wind could bleed
                                                                blowfish
                                                                on a string

Patrick 
Sweeney



                                                                                       anchor
                                                                                       i
                                                                                       tic

Philip 
Rowland



                             horseshoe crab     eyes     angry as glaciers

         
                                            

Peter Vanderberg



                     just barnacles that add up to days minus afternoons

         

Scott Metz



                                                                 stingrays of Asamushi
                                                                 the blue sweep
                                                                 of perfumed nuns

Patrick Sweeney



Rereading dreams :: waves freeze at sunset :: I come from the life I have caught

                   

Grant Hackett



                                                                      emptying
                                                                      into the glistening
                                                                            December sea

Eve 
Luckring



                                                          ashes I am too late but for

Peter Yovu



                             wild geese parting the blue northern yearnings

Clare McCotter



                                                                          older than god
                                                                          the cave mouth
                                                                          to hell
 

Jim 
Kacian



                          throwing my voice and any old thing will catch it

Jim 
Kacian



                                by the statue of the frog a corpse or corpus

 

Lee Gurga



                         an unforgotten hand alone in damask dark a swan

Clare McCotter



                                                                              A melodrama
                                                                              obstructing
                                                                              bougainvillea

Paul 
Pfleuger,     Jr.



                                                                  that ragged goodbye
                                                                  echoing in the hollow
                                                                  above a horse’s eye

Clare McCotter
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Roadrunner 11.1

TRUSTING THE COMPASS OF STRANGENESS:      
PETER YOVU’S SUNRISE

by Paul Pfleuger, Jr.

Peter Yovu has made it no secret that he believes that poets writing in the haiku genre 
have to challenge themselves and each other creatively by  producing less formulaic po-
ems and also, in part, by indulging in individual strangeness to establish, perhaps rein-
force, haiku’s relevance in the 21st Century. He suggests in a Modern Haiku (39.1) re-
view of Big Sky: The Red Moon Anthology 2006 that: “Guided by the compass of 
strangeness (which points us past our comfort zone), we allow something other than 
what we want or determine to enter our poetry.”
 
His more recently published poems clearly illustrate that he is taking chances and there 
is a sense of risk and modest peculiarity  in his work. With the release of Sunrise—his 
first full book—he stands firmly behind his propositions, trusting in his own odd com-
pass, as he offers an intense, off-kilter collection of new and recent work that is engag-
ing on many levels. From the first poem, he makes it clear that he is not committed to 
general conventions in English-language haiku:

     coming out of
     a hard house
     the flowering dawn
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With the first line’s break at “of” serving as something of a disruption to the rhythm, the 
fact that it lacks a descriptor, and his offering a house that is “hard,” and a dawn that is 
“flowering,” we know we are not in for the typical haiku commute.
 
Midway through Sunrise, the ride can get bumpy as it’s established that the reader can 
expect to be jolted now and then and made to pay intimate attention to language, as 
Yovu employs disjunction and/or intentional disruptions, wordplay, syntactic ambiguity, 
or presents an interesting amalgam of natural, innermost and surreal imagery.
 
    peels scattered throughout
               the grove: Osiris’ es-
                           sence drips from my mouth
 

     a case of bird skulls
     my ears torn by such
     little scissors
 
And his commitment to allowing individual consciousness and strange unknowns to 
navigate the way finds him, at a juncture, getting inventive with words.

     millionating beast
     quadramillion hooves
     drum down the groundskin

I suppose I find it somewhat peculiar that:

     this word now this each
     word making a ghost of the
     last word now the sword
 
which takes as much from Language Poetry as it does from Surrealism, is followed by 
an entirely  non-objective, gripping, shasei poem, the type of haiku that embodies Shiki’s 
term:
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     start of day
     the butcher’s
     white apron
 
 But I suppose it’s just Peter being Peter, and it does make for less predictable reading.
 
I dare to say that there is something for everyone in this book, and would like to single 
out one poem from Sunrise that speaks with a clarity  I believe will engage many types 
of readers.
 
     a falcon dives
     how completely
     I surround my bones

Here, I think of the peregrine falcon, the fastest animal in this world—which can be 
found in Peter Yovu country  (the Vermont peregrine falcon)—and all it has endured as a 
species, at once brought to the brink of extinction due to pesticide use and, in particular, 
by DDT during the early to mid parts of the 20th century.
 
Being that this majestic bird can be found on nearly all corners of the globe, its drastic 
decline in population due to the modernization of America after World War II led it to be-
come something of an international symbol for the early  environment movement as 
greater knowledge of the effects of DDT were brought to light in the public sphere by 
concerned individuals like Rachel Carson and her publication of Silent Spring in 1962. 
After the banning of DDT in much of the developed world, the peregrine falcon has 
made a comeback in recent times, though its numbers are still venerable. Audubon 
Vermont tells that the bird was “. . . one of the first species to be listed under the federal 
Endangered Species Act, and the species’ recovery  is one of the Act’s greatest success 
stories” (http://vt.audubon.org/SciCon_VTPeregrineFalconRecoveryProject.html).
 
Taking in the soar of this stunning “returned” bird in its rightful place, which can be seen 
as a symbol of spiritual yearning, breaking into its dive, imagine the nearly  triumphant 
awe, the hope and splendor before him, while at the same time being struck with the 
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humbling unease that would come with standing there frozen in place on the ground in 
its trajectory like any of its prey.
 
To sense something deeply we say we “feel something in our bones.” Expressing that 
he “surrounds” his bones in this instance (with “completely” modifying this awareness), 
Yovu communicates a deeper sensitivity and consciousness, something that leaves him 
more venerable. It speaks about his calling for haiku poets to allow something strange 
and uncontrolled to enter haiku as he effectively  reveals what he has been filled with 
here.
 
How much of a stretch would it be to put forth the notion that Yovu is displaying qualities 
of one who has been, at the very  least, fleetingly, illuminated here, revealing something 
deep and spiritual found in the natural world akin to the haiku of Basho and Santoka?
 
Yovu pays particular attention to the body (breasts, mouth, skull, lymph nodes, bones, 
arms, etc…) and flight (bats, jets, birds, bees, mosquitoes, etc…) throughout Sunrise, 
and, for me, with “a falcon dives” the book reaches its highest moment of intensity and 
consciousness, as it effectively  marries two of his major themes. His connection to the 
natural world is profound and appears to convey an almost animistic experience. That 
sudden awareness and sense that one’s flesh is completely surrounding their bones 
could very  well have been a flashing taste of his wholly being animal. This haiku reso-
nates on many levels, as do many found in Sunrise.
 
The following are some other poems that show Yovu’s range in this book. Readers pre-
ferring haiku/senryu leaning more toward the traditional will eat up:
 
     you never showed up
     a mosquito
     on the mannequin

 
Something for those who feast on minimalism: 
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where am I here

 

      between seasons
     only
     reality shows

And folks who like their haiku served up with the ambiguity allowed in one-line, and 
which make up about of quarter of the poems in Sunrise:

nothing to declare leaving a continent of smoke
 

snow I know everywhere to touch you

And that select bunch wanting the whole shebang—a grand range of haiku poetics—will 
be more than amply rewarded in many ways.

Though abstruse at times, Yovu’s haiku are grounded in very real places and built 
around things of substance, even at his most abstract. The world he inhabits is filled 
with living symbols of security among the clutter of modernity, delicious discoveries, and 
also dark questions.  

Much of what makes up this collection leaves obvious freedom to readers for interpreta-
tion, no matter how private in nature it can get. It all makes for one hell of a ride. Peter 
Yovu’s Sunrise is a highly recommendable first full book from one of the most distinct 
and challenging voices in contemporary haiku. Think of it as the dawning of a poet that 
we can expect much more from in the years ahead. For where it got him, I’d say he 
owes his compass of strangeness a beer.

❧
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Sunrise, by Peter Yovu 
(Winchester, Va.: Red 
Moon Press, 2010). 96 
unnumbered pages; 
4.25 x 6.5. Glossy four-
color card cover, per-
fectbound. ISBN 
10893959-97-2. Price: 
$12.00 + s&h from the 
publisher at 
<http://www.redmoonpress.com>.
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Favorites from 2010

It was another exciting year at Roadrunner thanks to many: the   
poets who sent their ku to share, the Scorpion Prize judges—    
Marjorie Perloff, Rae Armantout, and Tom Raworth—who took the 
time to read each issue thoroughly and thoughtfully before offering 
comments that added to our appreciation of poems. There were 
the contributors—Fay Aoyagi, Eric Selland, Hiroaki Sato, and Jim 
Kacian, as well as both Tom Raworth and Alain Kervern who took 
the time to be interviewed, and Michael Healy who provided 
French translations. And a heartfelt thanks to our readers and 
those that take the time to provide feedback. We want to               
acknowledge some highlights from volume ten by offering some 
brief  comments.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Paul Pfleuger, Jr.
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 March, 2011

❧ 
 



Paul’s Favorites from 2010



 

        

          
          stay with me
	 with the light out
	 and water glass

	
 

                                       

      feel free to stay here
      there’s a system you   
      always said that

	 	 	 	
 
          Richard Gilbert
 
                             (from issue X:1)
 

How many readers get the feeling they’re eavesdropping on both of these scenes? 
They are Carveresque with all of their withheld parts. Are they old lovers? The 
progression in the second of these is particularly interesting, going from the 
speaker’s politeness in the first line, which might imply a distance between these 
two people. And in the next line, coming to “system” it gets tenser—after all, what 
is more formal than a system? “You always said” suggests to me that a considerable 
length of time has passed since they’ve seen one another. He’s heard it several times 
before. Though the rhythm is nearly conversational, I find such a timid intimacy 
about both of  these.
 

❧



three heavy horses in rape where I can not stop

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Clare McCotter
 
                  (from issue X:3)

Intriguingly, McClotter leaves room for interpretability here by choosing to go with 
one-line. She could be conveying a profound sensory encounter, a psychological 
letting-go, a rapturous surrendering unrestrained moment in wide-open rape fields 
among horses at rest, or possibly in gallop. Is she observing them or is she atop 
one? How close she is to the horses in not revealed. Her use of the adjective 
“heavy,” at first glance, might sound redundant, but the alliteration between 
“heavy” and “horses” enhances the ability to express this experience in words.
 
She could be there in these rape fields on foot—in the way of three speeding 
horses—and having to make a break for a fence, a tree—the nearest place of     
safety—in which case, the poet vividly expresses the alarm she would have felt.
 
But I’d say “heavy”, more than anything, conveys that the horses are in foal. If this 
is the case, perhaps it is the poet hearing her proverbial biological clock ticking, and 
the pregnant horses elicit feelings of maternal urges which have been suppressed, 
and stir something in her, to the point where she cannot help but let them surface.
 
One chilling reading takes “rape” as a verb in its most horrifying sense. Viewed 
thus, we see the three perpetrators as “heavy horses”, large brutes. Making these 
associations, one goes cold. To completely outrule the possibility for this reading, 
the poet might have used “rape fields” or “fields of rapes”. It might have been 
more noticeable in three-line as:
 



three heavy horses
in rape
where I can not stop
 
or:
 
three heavy horses
in rape where
I can not stop
 
We’ve seen haiku from the poet with horses in them before, so this last              
reading—the dark flip-side to the one first mentioned—may be a stretch, but     
nevertheless, it’s a possibility. While not oblique, Clare McClotter has built into this 
poem psychological dimensions where readers can fill in the details, and we might 
find a little more each time we return to it.
 

❧

 
 



one by one they fly to see it broken

 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Scott Metz
 
                (from issue X: 1) 

One way I’ve read this . . . I think of ancient bird migrations here trusting nothing 
but their instinct heading toward their wintering places. The poet taking this in, 
with the knowledge of what climate and environmental damage has done to them, 
could be filled with a sense of guilt, pity, or gloom. “One by one” painfully drags 
the scene out. A shadowy mixture of emotions make up the tone of this ku—sym-
pathy, anger, hopelessness, but above all I find a sensitivity to the realities of a 
changing world and the natural balance which has been disrupted: what we’ve lost; 
what may not be recoverable. Poets have long seen birds as representative of nature 
itself and after all the harm we’ve inflicted on the natural world and its inhabitants 
in the name of progress this is a difficult scene for a poet to absorb, let alone ex-
press. Ending with “broken” reinforces the dark poignancy of this ku. It comes off 
of as more than a mere observation. Metz also is able to place us in the now-
damaged habitations these birds will arrive at, and we might imagine ourselves see-
ing them through their eyes. 

❧



                       

          Osiris	 	
	 reconstructed	
	 buttercups

	 	 	 	 	

	 	 	 	 	 	 Peggy Willis Lyles
 
                    (from issue X:2)
 

Connections surely can be made here to Osiris, the Egyptian “god of the afterlife”, 
who, according to myth, was murdered by his brother, chopped into fourteen 
pieces, and scattered all over Egypt. His wife Isis was said to have searched and  
collected the parts of  his body and reconstructed it.
 
To be brief, I see Lyles finding the couple’s spirit and essence all around her— 
looking past their tribulations—as we arrive at the lightness we find in buttercups.  
And we could even take “reconstructed,” as the past tense verb of “reconstruct” as 
suggesting this work has been done by the hands of Osiris himself or perhaps his 
wife. I tend to think that Lyles is implying that what Isis represents is embodied by 
the buttercups with their simple beauty and persistence, and, in this sense, the same 
strong woman’s presence that we find in many of the haiku Peggy Willis Lyles left 
for us emerges.
 
And just to put this out there, I wonder if she has she got the extra-solar planet HD 
209458 b, otherwise known as Osiris, in mind? I can’t say I know if it’s visible with 
a telescope. Perhaps taking in the heavens on a clear summer night, she thinks of 
this planet discovered in 1999. I perceive at least a hint of concord between science 
and religion or spirituality.
 
A mere three words conjures up several possibilities. However Osiris comes across, 
the progression of the poem makes us think deeper about buttercups, the natural 
world and our place in it, be they occupying a container—plucked and displaced 
on a windowsill—or randomly growing around her. I think of cracked sidewalks, 
unkempt lawns, the left-wild spaces where buttercups are left alone to flourish, 



places we have a tendency to overlook, and how we might be given a taste of some-
thing spiritual, a place in the grand scheme of things. We’ll miss Peggy’s poems, but 
she’s left us all so much, and we are grateful for that.
  

❧



   

hurricane season
___

the first bite in the apple
missing

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	       Gary Hotham
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	         (from issue X:2)
 

With the memory of Katrina still hauntingly vivid, “hurricane season” immediately 
catches our attention. It’s followed by an interesting multi-hyphenated break 
(Hotham has been using these effectively in recent years) that has a deep cutting  
effect. We peer in. The striking way the poem ends—with the first bite missing 
from the apple—invites a pause from readers.  It’s here where we are left to wonder 
why it is that the apple is left unbitten. With an apple, there’s no shortage of     
symbolic associations that can be drawn. We might see the act of not eating the 
apple hastily and pausing for a moment of contemplation as one individual’s       
intimate reflection on lives lost to, or forever changed by, a hurricane. Abstaining 
from the pleasure of eating the apple can be a private remembering or paying of 
respects, but that’s just one way of reading it. Hotham allows readers to partake in 
the quietude of this moment by sharing with us this subtly thought-provoking 
poem.
 
 

❧

 
 



  

                rain swept off
          the roiling lake
                i murdered a nap

 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 William M. Ramsey
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	      (from issue X:2)
 
 
A curious and inviting poem from William Ramsey. The third line catches us off 
guard. Scratching our heads, we might ask how we are to take, “I murdered a nap.” 
We might perceive an allusion to Shakespeare’s, “Macbeth doth murder sleep,” 
those famous lines, and recall how the guilt from having murdered King Duncan, 
along with the voices that haunted him, tormented MacBeth and kept him from 
sleeping. Do the agitated waters here stir up some feelings of guilt? Does the    
commotion keep him from getting his nap, or has it induced one of those sleeps 
that seems to pass in a flash?
 

❧



 

       seems to know  
       what I'm made of
       the taxidermist's eye

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Peter Yovu
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	     (from issue X: 2)
 

How the psychological parts and elements that make up the mind can be            
objectified, albeit dehumanized, here and likened to the “stuff ” that fills once-living 
creatures for mounting on walls is rather eerie. I sense a disharmony between the 
speaker and the taxidermist, and see Yovu—forever the ironist—preserving, in the 
poem itself, the tension between the two. The poet with his craft constructs these 
three lines from a living moment, in a way not unlike any of the mounts that the 
taxidermist has done.
 
 

❧



The following are other poems from last year, and though without comments, each 
is equally as engaging as those above:
 

     lake—someone’s
	 	 	 	 	 swimming thru
	 	 	 	 	 yr blindness
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 john martone
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 3)
 
 
 
      i clap for spring
	 	 	 	 	 and banish a key
	 	 	 	 	 more minor than mine
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 2)
 
 
 

 pig and i convicted by our aphorisms
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Lee Gurga
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 2)
 

 
	 	 	 	 	 the lighthouse
	 	 	 	 	 invites the storm
	 	 	 	 	 then lights it
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Malcolm Lowry (Garry Eaton)
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 1)



 
 
 

a hierarchy of  apples in the moonlight
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Fay Aoyagi
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 1)
 
 
 
 

arsenal reduced to ruins just bright your speaking
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Susan Diridoni
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 3)
 
 
 
 

an ad for a device that allows one to “touch truth”
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Philip Rowland
 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X: 2)

❧



Scott’s Favorites from 2010

	 	 	



                       

    Anorexia plus Silicon
     June gets a bruise
    then it starts to rain

	 	 	 	 	

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Chris Gordon

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	      (from issue X:3) 

This ku plays interestingly with the tradition of nature poetry. The first line creates 
a mathematical problem of modern dilemma: what is beauty?; what is natural?; 
what is artificial? How do these entwine in the 21st century? ‘Silicon’ presents us 
with a kind of double-edged sword: it’s not just used to remold the modern human, 
it’s also a “metonym for the American high-tech sector”, and something that held 
and holds enormous sway over our modern life and world. 

Nature is brought into question further in the second line: is it nature/a chunk of 
season anthropomorphized, or is it a woman’s name? Whatever the case, it’s/
they’ve been injured, and the misreading/double-reading adds depth.

This ku, i feel, captures our early 21st century zeitgeist, stabbing us with our     
modernity, our culture, and our world at every turn, every curve, throwing us into a 
reflection upon it and what we’re all surrounded by on a  daily basis (our “new”   
nature; our artificiality). The first line is affective in this way especially in that it 
forces reflection: what does Anorexia plus Silicon equal exactly? It’s an unfinished 
equation we’re forced to reflect upon and complete. In the third line, darkness sets 
in again and nature excretes its naturalness, doing what it does and can only do. At 
the same time, this line lightens the load, bringing back a bit of familiarity and 
comfort along with it (the nature poem doing what it so often does and is expected 
to, which is, oftentimes, reporting a bit on the weather). What’s fresh about this 
third line though is the “semantic shift” it creates in the poem, taking us on a   
journey from culture/industry/capitalism/media/the body/nature v artificiality, to 
a strange melding/double-reading of body and nature in the second line, to nature 
itself. And yet, while the third line (the ku’s culmination) appears more “natural” 



and “in-line” with nature poetry,  i can’t help but wonder how natural that rain 
really is. Emotionally, it weighs the poems down with sadness, the raindrops not  
being unlike tears or acid rain or weather that’s uncharacteristic of  the season.

❧



in the garden steel ears for dreams come whistling

	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Darrell Lindsey

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	      (from issue X:2)

The ku that comes to my mind when i read this poem is Kaneko Tota’s

 梅咲いて庭中に青鮫が来ている
 ume saite niwachuu ni aozame ga kite iru

	 Plum in bloom, and all over the garden blue sharks are visiting

	 	 	 	 	 (trans. by Hiroaki Sato)

Different poems of course, but i couldn’t help from recalling Tota’s ku when i read 
Lindsey’s. Not to compare/contrast them too much, and an argument of 
intertextuality/allusion might be stretching it, but one thing they share is a surreal 
element of surprise: “blue sharks” and “steel ears”. Another, of course, being the 
garden. 

The seasonality of Lindsey’s is more inviting to explore, for me, because the sea-
sonality is somewhat, in a dream-like way, hidden, and hence more mysterious; for 
me, there’s more of an invitation as opposed to a new/fresh/unusual (outlandish?) 
combination, as in Tota’s melding of  plum blossoms and sharks.

Something else: i find that this ku has a physical effect on me. It makes me feel like 
i’ve become something of a garden statue: solitary, still, forever in wait, watchful, 
listening, thinking. . . .

What i especially like about this ku by Lindsey though are the rich layers within it, 
the “misreadings as meaning” it offers me. It has “grammatical ambiguity” but also 



“imagistic fusion” and a bit of “the impossibly true”. At different times, with       
different thicknesses of fog and light in the brain, i find/construct meaning in the 
fragments “garden steel” (fencing, barriers, statues, the contradictory make-up of 
‘garden’ and ‘steel’), “steel ears” (real and/or preferred or unknowing deafness, 
parts of a statue, the heartless Tin Man?), “ears for dreams” (the auditory sense  
attuned to a place where reality, subconsciousness and the imagination play), and 
“dreams come whistling” (a marvelously fresh way to express the way dreams      
arrive, not through the nose, or eyes, but through sound, inviting readers the      
possibilities of the whistling being perhaps sinister, a harbinger of darkness, 
anxiety-ridden and dreadful/fear-drenched, or, on the other hand, a source of 
light, playfulness, and fun). A delightful invitation.

In addition, “the garden” as an intertextual, Western, allusion is attractive and 
freshly done, creating within the poem a balance of the ancient (“the garden”), the 
now (“come whistling”) and the future (“for dreams”), presented, interestingly, out 
of  order in the poem.

Read all at once makes for me an astounding experience: a poem which is not  
simply (or simplistically) about an experience but is a multi-layered experience unto    
itself. An immensely rereadable ku.

❧



Clicking back to Hyper, Kansas

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Paul Pfleuger, Jr.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	                (from issue X:3)

A ku that playfully, and ironically, twists time, space and consciousness, yet also acts 
as a kind of mirror for us to reflect upon our modern life as well as a life not far 
behind us. 

Two allusions come to mind when i first read this ku. 

The first is The Wizard of Oz. On one level, the “clicking” is Dorothy tapping the 
heels of her ruby slippers together, helping her awaken from her adventures/
dreamworld and return to her real, true, not-so-Oz life in Kansas. In a modern 
sense, it encapsulates our zeitgeist, the computer age—the “clicking” being, instead, 
the computer mouse/button, not ruby encrusted shoes (or pure silver in the original 
book), going from one reality to another and, at times, not knowing what is real/
true or not. And so certain themes become apparent: mechanization, freedom,   
reality, dreams/imagination, computerization, time/speed, concentration (and the 
the inability to as well): the rush and hyper-speed of  modern life. 
   
The second reference, for me, is Jim Kacian’s

	 as far as the eye Kansas

Both taking advantage and playing artfully with time, space, place, and language.

Grammatically, does the comma in Pfleuger’s ku create a distinct, explicit place 
(Hyper, Kansas)?, or two places far removed, as in a list (Hyper and Kansas)? 
Whatever the case, “Hyper” lends irony to the poem in that it’s quite the opposite 



of Kansas (a place commonly/culturally generalized as moving at a slower place, 
less “active” (hyper) life-wise, as well as scientifically/culturally). If it is a place inside 
it, one existing within the other (“Hyper” being the lesser/smaller of the two),  then 
it brings “Kansas” into the modern era/modern times (not unlike what this ku is in 
some ways trying to do with its own genre. Another irony?). And then, of course, is 
the question: is Hyper, Kansas a real or imagined place?  

Lastly, this ku is “pointing to a missing subject” or, more precisely, “pointing to a 
missing place”. After all, the poet is “clicking back”. Not forward. Not ahead. And 
yet, as a haiku, it most definitely is.

❧



the struggle to get a lily to stay in water after all

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Kala Ramesh

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	         (from issue X:3)

It seems we’re finally starting to see connections, relationships, and nods to our own 
English-language haiku literature, done with depth, artistry, and heart instead of 
the emptiness and transparency of a bad joke or pun (or an attempt at connecting 
to an ancient haiku/hokku which more often than not simplistically comes across 
as tired, formulaic, and/or over-used).

Here, at least for this reader, the allusion points to Nick Virgilio’s lionized

	 lily . . .
	 out of  the water,
	 out of  itself

Ramesh’s ku ends irruptively, though on a perfect note (“all”) that throws the 
reader into reflection, if not right back to the beginning of the poem. What is ‘after 
all’ referring to exactly? “[A]fter all” the struggle? “[A]ll” the hardship? “[A]ll” the 
love? “[A]ll” the sharing? All of that and more it seems. An invitation that is        
infinite, and i imagine that for some that is uncertainty is agonizing..

Contrasted with Vigilio’s ku, Ramesh’s implements the shadow of humanity,    
making it more apparent and less symbolized. It’s as if Virgilio’s lily has been 
plucked from its source, is away from its natural habitat, and is now being dealt 
with on a more personal, individualistic level.

In addition, Ramesh’s ku carries with it the emotional experience of trying to make 
somethings beautiful, to make something stay put, or to stay a certain way—the 



balance of naturalness and artificiality, suffering and joy, comfort and hardship. 
The poem’s one-line structure, the “speedrush” of reading it, heightens all of these 
aspects of it. Slowed down, each part of the poem, depending on how a reader 
reads it, can go off in many different directions, finding different destinations and 
pressure points.

❧

	 	
	



 

	 half  mile down
	 the shell blue eye
	 of  the canary

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Patrick Sweeney

        	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	                      (from issue X:2)

One reading of this ku by Patrick Sweeney offers us the possibility that it’s based on 
direct experience, “half mile down” being ambiguous then. In this case, perhaps 
the poet traveled a half mile down into a valley or down a mountain, wherein the 
poet might simply be stating what it was they found there or came across: a canary. 
At which point they looked into  one of  the bird’s eyes, dead or alive.

Or is it a “half mile down” inside the poet? Is it a poem of the interior? In which 
case the bird, and its eye, become more meaningful, more symbolic (a thing that 
has been materialized out of  the poet’s feelings and emotions).

Or is it a combination of  the two?

Yet another reading offers a playful, fantastical, strange, unique trip to an           
unknown, yet familiar place, not unlike entering a rabbit hole to Wonderland, or 
awakening in Oz, wherein we’ve actually entered a canary’s eye (or one of the ca-
nary’s eyes) and travel, magically, a half  mile down into its “world”.

The ku plays with time, and especially space, making one feel almost weightless in 
the midst of reading it, not unlike a bird. Why a half mile? Why not a full one? 
What happens there at that half mile marker? An ending? A new beginning? A   
realization of where one has gone, where one has been? Is it only a half mile down 
(not a long distance), or is it, in fact, a great/vast distance? Th specificity is concrete 
and tangible, yet mysterious and inviting.



Sweeney’s ku has the painterliness of hokku by Buson: the blue of the eye, the  yel-
low of the canary’s plumage. Emotionally, there’s strength and life in these    colors, 
but also delicateness. The adjective “shell” is perfect, conveying softness, fragility, 
even a coastal, oceanic landscape/world, even a sense of something having washed 
up on shore after a great journey.

The canary itself though perhaps points towards a reflection on death and          
destruction. The canary is known to be the only bird that can fly through a        
hurricane safely. Also, canaries were formerly used by miners to warn of dangerous 
gases (“canary in a coal mine”). True or not, perhaps Sweeney is playing with these 
“mythologies”.

On another level, the poem works through its watchfulness, its noticing, its stillness, 
its ability to pierce, and its ability to involve the reader in this, if not make the reader 
act in these ways—not unlike Wallace Stevens’ 

	 I

	 Among twenty snowy mountains,
	 The only moving thing
	 Was the eye of  the blackbird.

from “Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird” (1917), a poem, or part of a poem, 
that creates a perfect, imaginative balance of stillness and movement, starkness of 
color (black and white), life and death, singularity and abundance/
multitudinousness. 

❧



that we could flower where the earth is so

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Peter Yovu

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	         (from issue X:3)

A wonderful sense of invitation here, openness, and universality. A balance of 
beauty and ugliness/destruction. The ku causes one to reflect on place, time/era, 
culture, country. To look around oneself, at one’s surroundings, at one’s               
environment (a certain reading might, in fact, lead one to a heavy meditation on 
environmentalism and pollution). The ku seems to ask us to appreciate, and find 
the sacred and sincere, yet be critical and, in fact, critique. There’s sadness, but not 
a defeated attitude. And yet there’s also hope and joy. It gets to the heart of what 
life so often is when one truly looks without being blind. It shows an appreciation of 
life, while being realistic about the good, the bad, and the ugly.

One possible reading i found that interests me is the ku’s Issa-like quality, wherein 
the cuts and jumps in the poem have the poet speaking to a flower, and looks like 
this:

that we could[,] 
flower[,]
where the earth is so

expressing a kind of kinship with Nature/the wild and whatever is infringing upon 
them. The flower is human-like, and the human flower-like, displaying a tight bond 
on this planet—an intimacy, a fellowship. The “we” emphasizes this reading.

The ku points to two missing things: “that we could” points to a missing verb; 
“where the earth is so” points to a missing adjective. i’m drawn to completing the 



first “link”, as in: “that we could” love, “that we could” survive, “that we could” 
grow, “that we could” FLOWER.

“Flower” in the ku acts as a kind of  power pivot word. 

The second link of the ku points to such conclusions as: “where the earth is so” pol-
luted, “where the earth is so” violent, “where the earth is so” ruined, “where the 
earth is so” cold,”where the earth is so” deceptive. And so on.

Both cuts are abrupt and throw us into a space of reflection, watchfulness, pulling/
pushing the reader to complete and create the thought/feelings/imagery. Yovu’s 
ku, at different times, makes me think of certain moments from Cormac       
Mccarthy’s The Road, Jim Jarmusch’s Dead Man, or Stanley Kubrick’s Dr. Strnagelove 
or: How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb.

❧



Other favorites of  mine from 2010 on par with the above:

 

that point of  white before christ muscles in 

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Helen Buckingham

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:3)

prunes and apricots in terms of  feminism

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Lee Gurga

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:3)

the old names for countries levitating the Pentagon

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Eve Luckring

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:1)

vulture the chest’s last organ

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 john martone

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:3)



	 	 	 	 	 drawing a breath
	 	 	 	 	 old elephants go there
	 	 	 	 	 to die

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Carolye Rohrig

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:3)

a delay in large leaves

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Philip Rowland

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 (X:2)

❧
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