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Poet’s Introduction

One’s writing, it seems, reveals one’s personality.  Mr. Kikuhiko Shimizu’s appreciation of my haiku poems is very enjoyable, imaginative and beyond my expectations.  On many occasions, I was surprised to find a world I didn’t know existed.

Haiku is a simple form of poetry.  It consists of seventeen syllables.  The author presents it to the reader and leaves it to his interpretation.  There are no explanations.  It is a silent type of poetry.  Long time ago, someone said to me that the haiku is a sneaky art.  In other words, a haiku poet presents a theme, but pretends he has nothing to do with it.  It is as if the poet thinks the reader is allowed to interpret it any way he wishes.  That is the reason that this person thought that a haiku is sneaky.

Tanka (31-syllable poem), on the other hand, seems to be interpreted almost the same as the author intended.  Moreover, modern poems stand loftily looking for someone who might understand them some day.  They do not compete with haikus and each has its merits.
I thought this and that aimlessly.  What Mr. Kikuhiko Shimizu had done in this book, well, if I say certain things, it sounds as if he has done something mischievous -- but that is not what I intend to say. What I mean is that although his haiku appreciation is published in one book, once you open it, you will find that it is comprised of unexpected surprises. 

What is interesting is that a haiku becomes a key point and it sometimes takes the form of Pinocchio with loose joints. Sometimes it becomes a kind of functional and dispassionate advertising copy with no room for emotion. The haiku poet freely plays a game of mind (it is slightly different from a playing mind).  Although these haikus are my own creations, I found it very interesting to read about how Mr. Shimizu developed his interpretation for each haiku

A haiku is omission and simplicity. It is complete, stoical and silent, using only a few words. Because it is a poetic form that does not give a full explanation, it allows the reader’s free interpretation and appreciation. In the reader’s mind, it grows a different set of wings and rays.  I nodded as I finished reading his essays. I do not want to point out which haikus I am talking about.  If each of you read the book and enjoy it, that is what is important.

Is there a right way or a wrong way to appreciate haikus?  No, there isn’t.  I think there is only one way, which is the reader’s observation and interpretation. How you choose a haiku amounts to the same thing.

It gave me an unexpected joy to know that my haikus are bouncing around, sometimes seriously, like devices on springs. No doubt, this book shows an aspect of Mr. Kikuhiko Shimizu who always keeps his smiles.

Writing this preface was like scratching my itchy foot through my shoe. Please turn the page and read the book. Forgive me because I am writing this preface right after my recovery from the first bout of flu in my whole life.

I end this preface wishing Mr. Shimizu greater accomplishments in his professional work as well as in his hobby of haiku poetry.

Mizue Yamada

February 1999

よろこびのひとつひとつの青酸橘
Yorokobi no hitotsu hitotsu no aosudachi

     Each one of the green sudachis
     has 
a joyful look.



yorokobi (よろこび) joy :hitotsu (ひとつ) individual, each one: ao sudachi  (あおすだち) green sudachi  (citrus sudachi, used like a lime in North America.



You, over there!  Come get near and look at what I have.  Those of you with no errands to do and who are not in a hurry!  Direct from Awa Tokushima on the Island of Shikoku, these extra fresh sudachis came this morning.  Yes, you, young mother! That’s right, you, the beauty so becoming in a pink apron.  How about it! This fresh sudachi will go well with today's supper and broiled fish.

Well, this is the way I would like to express the brilliantly colored fruits piled in a mound in a basket.  Newness is change and change is a joy. If joy exists, let’s make it into poems.  Once made into a poem, those feelings will be conveyed to people.  You want it permanent? Oh no! I am ready to hand it over to the younger generation before I get old and become boring. That is youth. Each fruit round and ready to roll, and each person having a good time.  Born in this world, we do our best. No, no, it is not right to be too obvious. That is right, that is the way. You will become an expert on life in no time.

Straight to the point for joyful events, slightly slanted for sad ones and frankness for shocking things, this book will introduce you to Yamada Mizue's haikus. She is the chairperson of Mokugo, a haiku society magazine. A member of Mokugo will choose from her haikus, one at a time, and write a short essay on it.

Attention please everyone!  Today's sudachis are extra tasty. Young lady, there! For Vitamin C, this is it. For your boyfriend, how about a short but compelling haiku for his heart?  ...

日輪をむすんでひらいて春の雲
Nichirin wo musunde hiraite haruno kumo


Closing and opening the hands

 in the sun 

spring cloud




nichirin (日輪) sun; musubu (むすぶ) close, clasp (hands) ; hiraku (ひらく) open; haru (春) spring; kumo (雲) cloud 

This is an exceptionally large scaled haiku.  Shaka Buddha, whose hands are said to be so huge that Songoku
  could not come through them however long he flew on his magic golden cloud, is playing “Musunde hiraite”2 facing the sun. Was he playing with a small child somewhere? A peaceful day in spring.

As it was such a lovely day, the author of this haiku went outside. She stretched her hands to the sky and opened and closed them in the sun. Then she realized that such a posture was like playing the children’s song, “Musunde hiraite.” The background of this haiku might lie somewhere in such a circumstance. No, not only the posture, but also her mind became gentle just like when she actually played “Musunde hiraite” long time ago.  A cheerful day in spring.

Maybe this is a scene at a kindergarten. With a teacher at the centre, the children make a circle. Singing out loud, the teacher extends her hands and shows them how to play “Musunde hiraite.”  She turns, looks at each child’s face and says, “Now everyone together.” The children sing, opening their clasped hands and closing them again in the bright sunshine. The author, passing by, stands there for a while watching. A heart-warming day in spring. 

When I encounter a haiku this big and warm, I get delighted. And I become overwhelmed by the huge scale of the 17 syllable haiku world. Now, I shall lie on my back on a grassy field and dream of going to that cloud and playing there!
1 Songoku is the name of a monkey that appears in the Chinese epic novel, Saiyuki (Journey to the West). Born out of a rock, he gained the magic power of transforming himself into different forms and being able to ride on a golden cloud. Thus he brought commotion to the celestial world and was brought under control of Nyorai Buddha. Later he was rescued by Sanzohoshi who was on his way to India to get Buddhist sutras and Songoku helped him accomplish that mission by protecting him on the long journey together with a pig-headed man, Cho Hakkai and Sagojou.
2 Musunde hiraite           Close your hands and then open,
   Te o utte musunde        Clap them and then close,
   Mata hiraite                  Open them again,
   Te o utte                       Clap the hands and,
   Sono teo ueni               Raise your hands above.




冬の日やいたる処に藪の神
Fuyunohi ya itarutokoroni yabunokami


A winter day

everywhere in the bushes

gods reside.



fuyunohi ( 冬の日) winter day; itarutokoro (いたるところ) everywhere; yabu (やぶ  ) bushes; kami (神 ) god



Prof. Susumu Arase was the director of a certain national hospital in Japan and when he was small, he was made to worship a small shrine called Pompe Shrine.  It was located in a garden of his parents' house. I did not hear this from him directly, but it is in the book entitled “Konokuni no Katachi” (Shape of this nation) by novelist Shiba Ryotaro.  Pompe (Johannes Lijdius Catharinus Pompe van Meerdervoort, 1829～1908) was a young army medical officer whom the Yedo Government (1603-1867) invited from Holland.  He taught the country’s first program of systematic medicine in Nagasaki. 

Prof. Arase's grandfather studied under Pompe and later he told his wife about Pompe's personality and his knowledge.  He built a shrine to Pompe in his garden and prayed mornings and evenings so that they would not forget their indebtedness to him.  It seems that Prof. Arase’s wife held her grandson on her lap and told him about Pompe like she told ancient Japanese children's stories.

Many Japanese do not believe in Almighty God. In those days, they felt that everything on this earth was not created by God, but was born.  They felt the joy and stirring of life in everything in nature.  They believed that that was a god. A person who achieved a great deal in this world was to become a god to be loved and respected.  They believed in it with simple and open hearts.

Great people are not the only ones to become gods.  Sometimes animals and evil spirits become gods. Japanese can easily understand the intention of Prof. Arase's grandfather to enshrine a foreigner. There is only respect and fond memories there. From this Miss Mizue’s haiku, I thought about the garden surrounded by bushes, and I thought about the shrine.  It was a somewhat warm winter day.  Our gods certainly exist in the bushes.  We are lucky to be born in this good country.
灯を消して桃咲く駅でありにけり
Hiwo keshite momo saku ekide arinikeri

With the lights off
it was a train station
with blooming peach 
trees.






hi (灯) lights, lamp; kesu (消す) turn off, extinguish; momo (桃) peach; saku (咲く) bloom, flower; eki (駅) station





	




Nights come early at  train stations in the country.  In big cities it may be the beginning of an evening but here at this station at this time, the last train left a short platform after a few passengers disembarked.  A young attendant stood at the end of the platform and watched the train leave. Saying "Yoshi" (Everything OK), he pointed to the tail lamp of the train and then politely saluted touching his hand on the rim of his hat.  He returned to the station, closed it up and turned off the lights.　

Just then, she noticed something dim but slightly glowing. What do you know！  Why, yes！ Peach blossoms！ She did not notice it the last time she came here.  In a place like this, there is a peach tree and now it is in full bloom!  Did the stationmaster plant this because he liked this sort of thing, or did someone in the village donate this?  Or by any chance it was here for many decades. Suddenly she fell in love with this station where she sometimes gets off.  It was a night of faint light.

Well, I thought of the small station of my hometown and I thought of the scenery lying behind the creation of  this haiku. Maybe the actual scene was that of a station of a Tokyo suburb on a private rail line right after the last train pulled out.  But for me, I wanted it to be a station in the country.
Another of Miss Mizue's haiku that contains a train station is “Kyuko ga tobasu nisan no hanano eki” (Two or three flower blooming train stations--the express trains speed by).  I wish that those ones are also  single track country stations before they were electrified.  I hope that she remembers the stations and the next time she is on that line, she changes to a slower train and gets off during a flower season.


kyuko (急行) express train; tobasu (飛ばす) flying by; nisan (二三)  two or three; hananoeki (花の駅) station with flowers in bloom.
扉を開けて花の匂ひの伎芸天　
To o akete hanano nioino Gigeiten


Opening the  door

came the fragrance of the flowers

around Gigeiten.


to (扉) door; akeru (開ける) open; hana (花 ) flower; nioi (匂い) smell; Gigeiten (伎芸天) Buddhist mythological figure (Goddess of Art and Beauty).  This famous statue is found in Akishino Temple in Nara.


	



The first time I heard the name, Gigeiten, was 25 years ago.  Our English teacher told us students that his ideal woman was Gigeiten in Nara. I do not recall how we came to talk about it, but I definitely wanted to meet with her. I did not want to pray in front of her, but I wanted to see her. I was quite rude.

A few years later my wish was realized when my younger brother, who belonged to an ancient Japanese art club at a university in Kyoto, took me there.  We walked from Yamato Saidaiji Station on the Kintetsu Line and visited Akishino Temple.  It was a season of flowers.  There were hardly any visitors there on that day and we quietly entered the main hall, which was slightly dark, but softly warm. Now, after reading this haiku, I wonder if it was the smell of the flowers that were wrapped around Gigeiten at that time.  Or it could have been a sigh of the worshippers gazing at the statue.

However, her face, slightly downcast, looked forlorn.  I just turned 20 years of age and I was looking at her rather large figure, thinking that this atmosphere must be what captures men’s hearts.  I am certain that both my brother and I remained silent. By any chance, could this Gigeiten have felt anguish because of her beauty?  If that is the case, then the smell of the flowers is the sigh of Gigeiten.

My brother asked me out from time to time after that, and took me around to see Buddhist statues in Kyoto and Nara.  But from a certain time, he stopped asking.  The reason was obvious. He changed his companion from his unrefined brother to his girlfriend. 

春の夜の絵本につづきなかりけり
Harunoyo no ehon ni tsuzuki nakarikeri


A spring night
 there was no continuation
to the story reading.


haru (春) spring; yoru (夜) night; ehon (絵本) picture book; tsuzuku (つづく) continue; nai (ない) there is no


	



Why was there no continuation?

Reason no. 1: The child just started kindergarten and naturally comes home wound up.  She tells excitedly what happened that day to her mother, but already looks sleepy soon after supper.  In bed, she begs to read the picture book as usual but falls asleep in no time. There is no asking "and then" "and then" from her tonight.

Reason no. 2: Begged by the child, he started to read the picture book. It has been sometime since her father read the book to the child.  "Listen, I am a better reader than your mother, am I not?" he asks the child. But the page of the story ending is torn and missing.  "Mother, the last page is missing!" he yells to his wife. His wife replies that she read it so many times that she remembers the story by heart. 

Reason no. 3: Because of some complicated reasons, I have to live apart from my child. Not knowing it, the child asks to read the picture book again tonight. This is the last night I read to her. I cannot continue and stumble many times halfway. I tell the child “How about reading it tomorrow?” but I am not in this house tomorrow night.
Reason no. 4: The father who was supposed to be reading the picture book falls asleep before his child.  So the story ended halfway. The child says, "Today’s parents are easy".  There was a rakugo* story like that.


*Unlike our stand-up comedy, Japanese rakugo is a sit-down comedy.  Obviously, the storyteller dresses in Japanese clothes and sits on the floor when he tells jokes.

花冷や俄かに泊る母の家　
Hanabieya niwakani tomaru hahano ie


A chilly spring day
 sudden decision to sleep
 at Mother’s house.


hanabie (花冷) spring chill; niwaka (俄か) sudden; tomaru (泊る) sleep over; hahano ie (母の家) mother’s house


	



This haiku poet’s house is not far from her mother’s.  Yet, it is not close either. If it were of some distance, she would have left her house with the intention to stay overnight at the mother’s and if it were close enough, she might have worn summer sandals to go home. Further, it is easy to guess that her mother and the poet are living alone. The middle 7 syllables and the last 5 syllables make us think so.

If the weather was such that she would have liked to take her jacket off, she might have said, "Mother, I am going home leisurely because the cherry blossoms are at their peak.” But that day, it suddenly turned cold.  Flowers tightened their buds.

Though not so complicated, there were a few things she wanted to discuss with her mother. Sipping somewhat bitter tea, they kept talking for some time now. Noticing her occasional replies with unrelated topics and her inability to say the next words, the author ponders how old her mother would be.  How many years since her husband died? She counts her age carrying on light conversation.

Would they sleep on such a day with pillows side by side on tatami mats?  And would they remember the days when she read her picture books?  In the Mokugo magazine, there is a haiku "Haruno yono ehon ni tsuzuki nakarikeri” (A spring night--there was no continuation to the story reading).  Why was there no continuation to story reading?  I would like to ask the author that someday.

七十の母がかしづく雛かな
Shichijuu no haha ga kashizuku hiina kana




My mother at 70 years of age
waiting tenderly 
on her dolls


shichijuu or hichijuu (七十) seventy; haha (母) mother; kashizuku (かしづく) wait on; hiina (雛) Japanese dolls


	



I never had an opportunity to look at Japanese dolls at close proximity until one day when a friend of mine who had a younger sister invited me to look at her dolls.  It was March 3, the day of Hinamatsuri (Girls’ dolls festival) and it was just before my university graduation. The sister was not home and I never had an opportunity to meet her to this day, but I remember the eerie atmosphere in the slightly darkened room where the dolls were housed.  That was when I tasted my first sweet white sake. I didn’t think it was particularly tasty.

A few years passed. I married and was blessed with a daughter. Although we only had a small room to display them, we decided to have Japanese dolls and we had a chance to see the ones that belonged to my wife’s grandmother.  The white rice sake that I drank the second time tasted quite good. 

Buddhist statues, whatever merciful faces they have, may not be able to feel the worshippers’ hearts if they are placed in the glass enclosures of some museums.  The main hall of a Buddhist temple, a temple at a village corner, or places where the worshippers can directly gaze at the statues’ faces and  almost touch them, will be more beneficial.

However splendid the dolls may be, it is sad if they are merely displayed.  If someone loves them, nothing makes them happier. It is great to have a noisy girl with her parents around, but the truth is, it is much better to be looked after by women with quiet eyes and gentle hearts.

In Mokugo, the author wrote many haikus about her mother, but along with the above quoted one, I like the gentleness of her, "Setting Mother at the honor’s seat, fragrance of white sake spreading.” 
豆飯や母の襷のこむらさき
Mame meshiya haha no tasukino komurasaki

A bowl of green pea rice

     my mother wearing 

      a deep purple sash.



mame meshi (豆飯) slightly salted rice with green peas mixed in; tasuki (襷) sash used to tuck in kimono sleeves ; komurasaki (こむらさき) dark purple


	



Of the many haikus about the author’s mother in Mokugo, this is a unique one.  Should I call it a haiku of color rather than a haiku on mothers? 

The color of early summer is green. Bringing that vivid color to the table, particularly into white rice, is the wisdom of the Japanese.  You tend to ask for the second bowl in a loud voice because it is pea rice with a slight salty taste. 

Mother said to the author "Have pea rice supper and go home" and then went to work in the kitchen. She put the end of the sash between her teeth and turned it behind her shoulders and tied it.  The color of the sash is dark purple. It looks very fitting. The color of the kimono was off-white and that made it really stand out.  Very smart, isn’t it?

There is someone who dislikes pea rice. This is natural because everyone is different.  But I am surprised that this person is living very close to me.  Both her parents and her brother love pea rice, but this high school student says she doesn’t like it and removes the peas before eating rice.  She was not like that when she was small.  This odd behavior of hers  began a few years ago.  What happened to her? Does she lack a sense of taste?  Or, does she lack a sense of color?  I teased her and my wife warned "If you say such things, she will dislike it more and more."

Someday, I would like to suggest to my wife, "How about doing kitchen work wearing a sharp colored tasuki? ” If my daughter sees it, her sense of taste or perhaps her sense of color, may change.

泣き真似のやがて本音ぞ天瓜粉
Nakimane no yagate honne zo tenkafun

The child’s false cry
soon changed into a real cry
baby powder.



nakimane (泣き真似) imitation cry; yagate (やがて) soon ; honne (本音) real intention; tenkafun (天瓜粉) baby powder　

	



Women are creatures of emotion.  I am not saying that women do not think logically or I do not mean that men are logical creatures without emotion. I mean that women tend to be emotional and decide matters by their likes and dislikes rather than by using logic.  I only mean it lightheartedly.
I may be scolded for even saying that.  “Are you looking down on women?  There are men who are emotional, aren’t there?” And so forth.  I am not saying that logic is above emotion. Please do not misunderstand me.

The mother was waiting for her child to come to her so that she could put baby powder on her after a bath, but the child quickly ran past her.  She stumbled on something and fell. The mother just said "stand up and come.”  The girl started to cry to attract attention, but the mother still does not come.  She cried louder but no one in the family came. Gradually she became sad and her cry turned into a real one.

This child is probably a girl.  Prof. Kiyoshi Oka, a mathematician and recipient of the Japanese Order of Cultural Merit says the following in his book, “Furan”1 published by Kodansha:  "When one is six or so years old, it seems that a boy and a girl play together regardless of sex differences. But when I saw a 6-year-old girl doing an imitation cry, I was impressed with her acting ability already at such young age."

If men and women differ fundamentally in the development of their emotions, maybe there should be a period when they are educated separately.  

1 furan is a type of orchid that grows in Asia.

手花火や母には見ゆる吾が行方
Tehanabi ya haha niwa miyuru waga yukue


In the handheld fireworks

Mother can see
     my future.
.  





 tehanabi (手花火) handheld fireworks; haha niwa (母には) to Mother ; mieru ( 見える)can see ; waga (わが ) my ; yukue (行方  ) future

	




The most representative of handheld fireworks is senko hanabi (firework resembling a stick of incense). After the initial ignition, various shapes of fire burst out, and then halfway through it forms red hot balls, from which small but noisy flowers shoot out.  The final stage resembles willow branches moving in the wind, and then the firework ends quietly.

This is indeed a small enterprise of summer nights.  It shows wonderfully life’s young age, prime age, after a period of lying low, and then finally, old age.  It is also an ironic sight since a small child plays it surrounded by her parents and grandparents.

The parents, watching her play, may be judging how this child grows up by her pick of the fireworks, the way she ignites and holds them, and her place among her friends.  Her mother in particular would remember her own past and predicts her daughter’s future along with her concerns and wishes.

This haiku was created  in the author’s mid 40s.  It is approximately 10 years after she created "Akujo taramu koori kotogotoku wari ayumu" (Wanting to be a wicked woman, I walked breaking all the ice on the street), which she published in “Tsuru” magazine.  Ten years after, she was to publish “Mokugo” magazine.  If I take the example of a senko firework, it applies to the period of the red ball. Another 15 years passed from that time. I wonder if her mother’s predictions came true. Introducing this poem, she writes her mother's words,”You can not surpass my old age.”  I would like to ask the author if this is true, but she may tell me that she is not that old yet. 

走馬燈暗きあたりに亡母のこゑ　
[image: image2.png]


Soumatou kuraki atarini boubo no koe　
A revolving lantern
in its dark corner
     my late mother’s voice.
.


soumatou (走馬燈) revolving lantern; kurai (暗い) dark; atari (あたり) vicinity ; boubo (亡母) deceased mother; koe (こえ) voice





I spent my university life in Gifu and came back again after 20 years of absence.  Now I live near the Nagara River at the foot of Kinkazan Mountain.  I went to visit my former landlady for the first time in years.  I do not know what prompted her, but the landlady gave me a Gifu lantern.  I put this pale blue lantern in the corner of a room in my house.  I do not have a Buddhist altar room,  so this is supposed to be the best place to put the lantern.  The modern lantern is electric and when I turn it on, a shadow picture goes round and round. 

Not being a decisive man, I used to ask the landlady her opinions on many occasions.  She never said no to my seemingly trivial questions and would tell me her unique ideas. I miss her energetic voice and face of that time.  Her opinions were black and white and she used to say she had nothing to fear in this whole world because she has experienced everything there is to experience.  But now she tells me that her eyes and legs became weak recently and her body is not what it used to be after her only son in his mid forties finally found a wife. This must be because she felt relieved. 

Surely she did not give me this lantern thinking of the worst case scenario, but it makes me wonder. Irrespective of this middle-aged man’s concerns, the shadows of the flowers are going round and round. The pale color of the lantern is appropriate for remembering people.  I can almost hear the voices of distant people from behind the dark side of the lantern. The author of this haiku heard her mother’s voice from there.

In her collected poems titled “Sofu” where this haiku was published, there is another one: "Shinshinto hahanaki toshino yuniarinu “  (Mother died this year, and silently I sit in the bath water). This is one way to remember someone.  She misses her dearly.

膝掛を家族のごとく持ち歩く
Hizakakeo kazokuno gotoku mochi aruku

A knee cover
     I carry it around the house

     like part of the family.



hizakake (膝掛) knee cover ; kazoku (家族) family; gotoku (ごとく) like; mochiaruku (持ち歩く) carrying it around while walking　

Each child has something dear to him.  It may look unimportant to a grownup, but it appears to be an irreplaceable treasure for him. You may find it neatly placed in a box.

An infant of not more than a year or so and with no idea about values also has something very important.  He stops crying if it is nearby and it calms him down.  It is like a mother to him. This is understandable if it is a toy or a stuffed animal, but it happens to be a simple futon cover.  He holds the end of the cover and cannot fall asleep without smelling it. He needs to take it along on trips too. 

A somewhat brightly colored, light and warm knee cover is a favorite possession of the author.  She always uses it to cover her knees when writing at her desk, having tea relaxed or when having rather lengthy phone conversations with her friends. She may change clothes everyday, but the knee cover is always with her.  I doubt if her smell permeated in the cover, but having it near is enough to make her feel nice and tender.  It is like a family, says the author.  At this time she was living alone, already the editor of Mokugo magazine and a very strong woman.

The boy who treasured the tip of a futon cover became a high school student. He still depends on his parents, sometimes rebellious and sometimes behaving like a baby. He dozed off on a sofa again tonight with his favorite blanket. The name of the era changed from Showa (1900-1989) to Heisei, but men since the latter part of Showa era have become increasingly weak compared to strong Japanese men of earlier times.
うらわかし皮脱ぐ竹の兄弟[image: image3.png]



Urawakashi kawa nugu takeno ani otouto


Young and fresh

     the bamboo brothers side by side

     peeling off their skins.

urawakai  (うらわかい) very young; kawa (皮) bark, skin; nugu (脱ぐ) (clothes, etc.) take off; take (竹）bamboo; ani otouto (兄弟) brothers





To be young is really nice.  Do not ignore youth simply because it means immaturity.  Youth means embodiment of future growth, doesn't it? Of course, there are people who say that hardship at a young age should be experienced even if it means paying for it.  But, in this callous world, I would hope that there are people who grow up straight and healthy, just like bamboos.

It is refreshing to watch young bamboos grow, discarding old skins one by one. It is also a delightful sight. But, among the shoots, there are some that come out ahead of others, and some fall behind.  Some grow faster than others and some are slow growers. Bamboos growing in the thicket are like brothers growing up together.

This haiku conveys such an atmosphere in an innocent way.  The expression, "very young", depicts the exact stage at which bamboos break off their skins.  The nice point of this haiku is that the author looks at two growing bamboos and compares them as brothers, not as rivals.

However, if brothers start to feel competitive with each other, it is more terrible and difficult to deal with.  Also, you cannot live by honesty alone if you want to be a beneficial member of the society or to achieve big things in the world.  Lies are sometimes necessary.  Sometimes you have to use dirty hands, I think.  Do I sound like I am no longer young if I think this way?

By the way, the author has another haiku that uses the word "kyoudai" (brother and his younger sister) in Mokugo: "Kyoudaini zoukino hanano furuhikana" (It was such a day, flowers from shrubs showering on a brother and his younger sister).  From this combination, I could sense gentleness and dependency.

兄妹にはるかぜ海を見にゆかむ[image: image4.png]



Kyoudai ni harukaze umi o mini yukamu
Spring breeze 
  on a brother and his younger sister

     let’s go see the ocean.

 kyoudai (兄妹) brother and his younger sister; harukaze (はるかぜ) spring breeze; umi (海) sea; yuku (ゆく) go




At the place where I work, there was a young woman who did not leave home until she graduated from high school and who was raised carefully by her parents.  Upon her graduation, she moved to a big city to attend university, saw many things there and met many people and stereotypically fell in love. But she was unusually careful and the two never went beyond confirming each other's feelings.

Just before graduation, they decided to marry and went to see the woman's parents together to ask for their permission.  They thought they would bless them, but met with much opposition.  They had already prepared a picture of the woman for an arranged marriage, and this request and the man she wanted to marry were a big shock to them.  They could understand that their daughter in front of them was not the same girl from her high school days, but they thought she was still within their reach.  Her mother screamed and cried.  Upon seeing this scene, her father lost his cool.  They even told her that she was no longer theirs.

The next day she visited her older brother who was working at a mental hospital. The young psychiatrist saw her sister's bloodshot eyes and invited her to go outside and walk up the mountain behind the hospital. While walking, he tried to figure out the man with whom his sister fell so much in love and compared her story to what he heard from his parents the night before on the phone.  He tried to understand the both sides. He talked to himself: "Well, let's see if I could mediate the two sides, although not so confident." Not as a psychiatrist, but as an older brother. "Let's get up there. You could see the ocean." Between the two, spring breeze passed through.

The go-between for the parents mediated, and a year later she finally had their permission to marry. Now she is a mother of a three year old boy and one year old girl.

形代の男女ひらひら重なりぬ[image: image5.png]



Katashiro no danjo hirahira kasanari nu


Paper images of a man and a woman
fluttering down

on top of each other.


 katashiro (形代) figure, often made of paper, representing real persons and used at some rituals; danjo (男女) man and woman; hirahira (ひらひら)  fluttering; kasanaru (重なる）on top of each other





You can transfer your mind to materials.  This is particularly so for things like jewelry, antiques, etc. that people wish to possess.  Furthermore, joys disappear relatively fast, but grudges do not easily disappear and tend to stick around.  I heard that somewhere.

How do you get rid of one's deep rooted grudges surrounding materials?  It is of no use to wash them with water no matter how hard as one may try.  Disinfectant has no effect either.  With such deep seated desires, it is best to sever them completely. For that, purification by a priest is good.  You make it so that something new is born. 

Material alone is like this.  There are countless desires you cannot sever.  For future's sake, let's have grudges, jealousies, angers and all those dirty thoughts purified.  Today is Nagoshi's  Misogi1 day.  Let's have everything washed away, including happy and enjoyable memories.  Even if they are pleasant ones, it is not good to hang on to them.

The paper image with a stiff shoulder as if wearing a Samurai's formal attire is a man's katashiro.  A woman's has a sloping shoulder and is a little bit rounded and fluffed around the waist.  Two katashiros that were released in the air fluttered down for a while, and just before touching the water, they became one.  It does not matter what happened to those two during the past year. Let's transfer all thoughts to these katashiros and wash them away in the water.

By the way, there are different methods to purify other than to let them float away on the water. Sake wine, salt, nusa2 and flint stones are some examples.  Further, if you train, our voices can get rid of evil spirits too.  That is what I have heard.


 1
Misogi
 : A Shinto rite of absolution.  The word  Misogi refers to the ritual of cleansing of the body with  water to remove both physical and spiritual impurities.  

2 Nusa   Used in Shinto ceremonies, nusas are linen or paper streamers. Priests wave them from left to right and left for purification purposes



ひらひらと人が過ぎりぬ賀状書く[image: image7.png]



Hirahira to hito ga yogirinu gajou kaku
Fluttering    
 people pass through my mind 

     as I write New Year’s cards.





 hirahira (ひらひら) fluttering; hito (人)people, person; yogiru (過ぎる)  pass by; gajou (賀状)  New Year's greeting card; kaku (書く) write


The year is fast coming to a close and I feel terribly busy but at the very least, I still need to write New Year's greeting cards.  Probably it is better to write them in the New Year with a fresh mind, but then the recipients will get them after New Year week.  For that reason, most Japanese finish writing and post their cards during the old year.1
Still, I read again and again the cards of last year ( I mean the cards I received at the beginning of this year, which in reality were written the previous year), and I reminisce about my  friends and relatives of mine that I have not met in years.  One memory leads to another and I miss them, but once I start writing the next address, the scenery changes. A relationship of greeting cards is after all still only a relationship of greeting cards.  It is no comparison to the relationship I had with the person to whom I took all night to write a love letter. 

On the other hand, what would be the weight of myself on those who send me greeting cards?  Do I want to be heavy on their minds?  No, no, on the contrary! It is sad to be forgotten a little, but I like it if I pass through their minds fluttering.  That is just about right.
Someone said that the weight of a person's life is heavier than that of the earth. However, when I look back at myself who envied a friend's promotion and was made angry at a meeting because someone slighted me, I would like my life's relative weight to be small.  By the way, the weight of a human as a thing is only one part of 10^23rd (or 10 to the 23rd power) of the weight of the earth.



1In Japan the New Year's greeting cards are bundled per household and delivered on January 1.

流星を見しより私だけの部屋[image: image8.png]



Ryusei o mishiyori watashi dake no heya


My own room
 since seeing the shooting stars
 from this room.

 ryusei (流星) shooting stars, meteor showers; miru (見る) see; watashidake (私だけ)  only for myself, my own; heya (部屋) room





By reading this haiku only once, we get the impression that the author must be a woman.  Not only is the phrase "Ever since seeing the shooting stars" feminine, but when it ends with ”my own room", it is now definite.  Also, it must have been written by a young woman.  The room is most likely small but well organized. In this room, the author was alone when she saw shooting stars. Immediately she made a wish.

That was all there was to it, but she felt that she now had a small secret.  The room is not so big, but big enough for her. The furniture fits in all the right places and the place where she sits is also exactly determined.  Truly this is “MY” room and it is a territory where no strangers can come in.  There is an intense atmosphere in there.

There is a haiku collection entitled "Heya" (Room) by Ms Yumiko Miyagawa, a member of Mokugo.  I do not know if she thought about her teacher’s haiku when she gave this title to her collection.  However, when I read that in addition to an every day room, she also has a room that contains only Miss Mizue's poems, her own scroll and an incense burner, I thought that room must be truly her own room.

Ms. Miyagawa created the haiku, "Dandani heya semakunaru yukiakari” (Gradually the room becomes smaller, in the snow light), and that was when she turned 30.  Her teacher, Miss Mizue, wrote the above haiku in her mid 30s.  I, just turned 50, am writing this essay in a crowded room that combines my study, a store room and my wife's work room thinking about a woman's tidy room.
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おしやれ眼鏡本読む眼鏡あたたかし
Oshare megane hon yomu megane atataka shi

　
      To wear fashion glasses

for reading books

    a warm feeling. 

 oshare (おしやれ) fashion; megane (眼鏡) eye glasses; hon (本) book; yomu (読む) read; atatakai  (あたたかい) warm






Most people wear the same glasses all the time.  While at home or at work, they wear the same ones. Not many people change them according to the specific occasion such as for leisure or for funerals.  I am not trying to advertise for optical stores, but how about changing glasses according to time and occasions just like we change clothes?
She had some material that she had to look through and she has been working hard on it for a few hours since this morning.  She notices that it is already noon, so she pours coffee and takes a break.  In the living room, warm sunshine is coming in.  It is getting warm outside, it seems.  She decides to take a walk and changes into a bright colored sweater. Oh, yes, she should also wear that pair of glasses.  She changes to her favorite fashionable ones and looks cheerful. Even strangers on the street nod at her. Does she appear to be in a much better mood in this pair?  She smiles back, lightly touching the rim of the glasses.
Some people lavish money on underwear and I have heard that that is true luxury, but glasses occupy the middle of a face and people can look straight at you.  Maybe they are like an advertisement board for the people wearing them.  In that case, they are, of course, worth spending a lot of money on.  Not a bad idea to have a few pairs to change images even if there is nothing wrong with the eyes.

Now I sound as if I am advertising for optical shops more and more.  I myself change glasses from time to time, but that is because I cannot see too well. I have nearsightedness, stigmatism and farsightedness due to old age.  Far from fashionable.

思ひ立つ早寝早起き四月馬鹿
[image: image13.png]


Omoitatsu hayane hayaoki shigatsu baka

Deciding on impulse
early to bed and early to rise
 April Fools' Day.




omou (思う) think; tatsu (立つ) stand;  omoi tatsu (思ひ立つ)suddenly deciding; hayane (早寝）early to bed; hayaoki (早起き) early to rise; shigatsu (四月) April; baka (馬鹿) fool


With the arrival of New Year, many people promise to keep a diary, stop smoking, etc., but those promises do not last too long.  Many cannot keep them up and experience some slight self-dislike at their own inability, I would think. 
The time is spring.  The government offices and schools start a new year on April 1 (in Japan). He had to repeat three examinations, but somehow he managed to move up to the next grade. This is his final year at the university and he decides to attend lectures at least without being late during his last year.  "Starting tomorrow, I will go to bed early and get up early."  So he declared to his family and set the alarm clock. It was two hours earlier than normal when he went to bed.

But, when he woke up, it was 8 o'clock.  "Heavens, maybe the alarm clock is broken."  Hurriedly, he put on a shirt. "Heck, it is the same," he deplored a little. He went to the kitchen and stuffed a piece of toast in his mouth. His mother said, "Oh, I thought you said you get up earlier starting today!”  He drank his milk in silence.  His sister didn't miss the chance to say, "Bro, it was an April Fools' Day joke, wasn't it?" 

This is a poor story hinting at his last year at the university, but then, this might be the norm.  "It is not me to go bed early and get up early.  The balance of this family is kept because I am like this.  The world is made up of various people and that is why it works fine.  After all, this was a decision that came to my mind by chance. Nothing to think deeply about.”  The month of April is a month when lazy people reflect on themselves only a little.

汗もろとも本音を吐いてしまひけり[image: image14.png]



Ase morotomo honneo haite shimaikeri


     Together with sweat
truth

came out.

 ase (汗）sweat ; morotomo (もろとも）all together;  hon ne (本音）one's real mind ; haku (吐く) spit out.






Today's game went very well.  It was the first time my serve went to the right spot.  The racket even felt very light.  In this tennis tournament, my team won against the rival with an unexpected number of points.  Sweating even felt good. My pure white towel shined. 
"You played very well." "You are our school's hope, no doubt.”  "Teaming with him is a good match.”  ”When did you start pairing with him?”  "Do you talk about things other than tennis?”  My friends praised me one after the other and asked me various questions.  During the conversations and while wiping away my sweat, my real thoughts were hidden.  Or, were they?  No, no, I am afraid my true thoughts were exposed.  Maybe they saw me through that one. I had slipped in that respect and I wondered if they noticed.

There is a proverb, "Ringen ase no gotoshi” (An emperor's words are like sweating).  I was told that the meaning of this proverb is that a ruler's words are final and he cannot take them back just like he cannot put back his sweat.  Even for ordinary people, once they utter something, it is very hard to take back what they have said.  Once realizing the mistake, they try hard to correct it. It is as if wiping the sweat that poured out.

Most people become talkative after slightly drunk and just about when their faces feel hot. As alcohol is a kind of narcotic, it seems that it may dull the brain function and suppress talkativeness, but before that happens, it paralyzes the nerve center that functions as suppressor. As a result, people become talkative and the hidden real self comes to the surface.  "Ignore it because it happened when we were drinking.”  This is not true.  Because it happened during drinking, what was said was true.  Sweat of this kind is cold sweat.

寝返りてまだ序の口の昼寝かな[image: image15.png]



Negaerite mada jonokuchi no hirune kana
Turning over in sleep
 oh, still the beginning
 of my nap! 







negaeru (寝返る）turning over in sleep ; mada (まだ）yet;  jono kuchi (序の口）beginning .  In sumo wrestling, “jono kuchi” is the lowest rank; hirune (昼寝）nap


I must have been really tired, because when I decided to lie down for a while, I was already half asleep.  The jobs I have to finish are that one, this one and then... I was organizing in my head what to do next in order, but... 
Whenever I do that, I always dream. I was running as fast I could in some big athletic field.  But I could not move forward. The coach shouted from behind, "Do you intend to run fast?" "One more round to go."  This is my limit. I stop here. That is enough.

Just then, wind brew through from the veranda. Unconsciously, no, no, half consciously, I decided to change the position and turned over.  I just started to run. I am a slow developer. My parents said that too. They tell me that a fortune teller who saw me when I was born also said that.  Oh well, things will turn out ok.  Now I am taking a real nap.  Do not interrupt me. I fall asleep deeper and deeper similar to sumo wrestlers' ranking. 

Still, I am shocked at her expression, the beginning of napping, in the above haiku.  If I compare her to a sumo wrestler's ranking, the author places as a champion wrester with the rank of yokozuna.  Further, this great talent did not mature late. She gained a firm position as a haiku poet when young.  Suddenly she became a middle ranking wrestler and then rose rapidly. 

The same author writes how she feels after a good sleep in the following haiku: “Atsukihino hirunewa sukoshi shinu ni nite “ (Good siesta on a hot day is similar to dying in a small way).  That is right!  If one is ready to die, one can accomplish anything.

白樺を経て来し風や昼寝覚[image: image16.png]



Shirakaba o hete kishi kaze ya hirune zame


Awakened from my nap
     was it the wind 

from the white birch trees?



 shirakaba (白樺）white birch ; hete or ete (経て）by way of; kuru (来る)come; kaze (風) wind; hirunezame (昼寝覚）waking up from a nap





This is one of the most refreshing haikus from her collected work, “Tekko.”  It makes one think that the author is a female student camping at a high plateau on her summer vacation.  It is a poem of youth praising the joy of life. 
I asked some of my friends and students what they think of the sex of the author.  All of them answered that the author is female. As to the age of the author, more people answered that she has to be in her teens or early twenties. Ordinary teens may not be able to use the exquisite combination of "wind that came from" and "waking from a nap" but the first 5 syllables "shirakaba” (white birch) make them associate the author as a young woman.

Maybe it was after a morning tennis match or she just returned from a climb to a nearby ridge, but she was tired a little bit and was dozing off under a tree.  Cool wind blew from the direction of the white birches. She enjoyed the wind on her cheek for a while and sprang up.  "What shall I do in the afternoon?" Pleasant expectations rose deep inside her chest.

I do not know how old the author was when she created this haiku. Even if she was well past 20 years of age, the author who awakened at the highlands must have been much younger than her calendar year.  From the movement of her body, the brilliance of her eyes and her rich voice,  she had to have been young.  Otherwise, this haiku could not be created.

The author writes many solemn and strong haikus, but I also like her refreshing and carefree ones such as the one quoted above.  In her work, “Tekko,” I was so delighted to find another poem: "Yokikotoba noburuni nitari howakaba” (Young magnolia leaves, they look as if displaying lovely words).
　

ハンモックくるりと天の汀見ゆ　[image: image17.png]



Hanmokku kururito tenno nagisa miyu


Somersaulting from a hammock
     I’ve glimpsed the shore
    of the heavens.

 hanmokku (ハンモック）hammock; kururi (くるり）spin around; ten (天) heavens; nagisa (汀) shore; miru (見る) see




Once in a while, I meet someone who is surprised to know that Kyoto Prefecture has a sea. Somehow, they associate Kyoto with Yamashiro no kuni.1  Kyoto Prefecture extends from the southeast to the northwest and it is fairly long.  The northern end is the Tango District and faces the Sea of Japan.
One of the three most scenic sites in Japan, Ama-no-Hashidate (meaning Bridge to Heaven) is situated in the District of Tango. I was born and raised in Oku-Tango, a remote area of Tango.  I went to Ama-no Hashidate a few times on school excursions, etc., but I never thought it was a scenic beauty worthy of being counted within the top three in Japan.  I tried to look at the Hashidate by bending down and looking at the scenery from between my legs as I was told, but even as a child, I thought the idea was absurd.
Perhaps the place in this poem was a campground somewhere on a high plateau?  The author of this haiku had spent some time on a hammock in the tree shade. When she tried to get off of it by somersaulting, she glimpsed a breathtaking view of blue sky and a mountain range in the distance.  The clouds that were rising toward the sky from the horizon resembled surging waves at a beach.  This heavens’ shore that she glimpsed was truly a magnificent sight.
The expanse and beauty where objects meet, and furthermore, the view and atmosphere by looking at it upside down, well, maybe only grown-ups can find this interesting.  If such is the case, it is good to live and grow old. In addition, it is not easy to express one’s deep impression and convey it to others.  After all, it is beyond children's comprehension.

Next time I go home, I will stop by at Ama-no-Hashidate and try to see it upside down. I may be able to see something that I could not see before.

1
Yamashiro no kuni: 
Kyoto developed as the center of politics, economy and culture from 794 until 1868.  During this period, Kyoto Prefecture was comprised of  the southern part of Kyoto called Yamashiro no kuni.  Later, in 1871, more areas were added.  In 1876, Tango and Tanba districts were incorporated in Kyoto Prefecture.

秋燕の天くつがへる河口かな[image: image18.png]



Shuen no ten kutsugaeru kakou kana


Over a river mouth

an autumn swallow 

makes the heavens reverse.

 shuen or Akitsubame (秋燕) autumn swallow; ten (天）heavens, in this case, sky; kutsugaeru (くつがえる）overturn; kako (河口）estuary, delta



Swallows are summer birds. They arrive in spring and return to the south with the young that were born in Japan when autumn comes. The swallows that are seen in Japan are the Tsubame (Barn Swallow), the Koshiaka Tsubame (Red-rumped Swallow) and the Iwatsubame (Asian House Martin).  They belong to the Family Hirundinidae.  There is also the Amatsubame (Fork-tailed Swift) that belongs to a different species. 

The Tsubame (Barn Swallow）has a reddish forehead and throat, and its breast is white (the North American Barn Swallow has buff color there).  It has a deeply forked tail and it is thus the origin of the word, enbifuku (meaning swallow tailed clothes which is a tuxedo).  The Koshiaka Tsubame (Red-rumped Swallow) has a reddish rump and orange under-parts.  It makes a nest shaped like a halved sake bottle. When I was small, I saw this swallow and thought it was attacked and lost feathers, thus revealing red skin. The Iwatsubame is found in mountainous areas and on rocky cliffs of a shore.  It is a small swallow with a white breast and shallow notches in its tail. 

The swallow that the author saw in autumn was probably an Amatsubame.  Its opened wings look like a sickle, sharp and long. One time I myself chased an Amatsubame that came into the viewfinder of my binoculars.  Moving the binoculars up and down and left and right,  I kept watching it until it became a dot.  Sometimes it crossed a mountain ridge and became one with the clouds. It was as if the heavens overturned. And finally it disappeared as if sucked into the autumn sky.

Describing the background becoming upside down is this poet’s favorite technique. In her collected work, “Sofu,” there are haikus that are so refreshing and are very sharp: “Hanmokku kururito tenno nagisa miyu” (Somersaulting from the hammock, I glimpsed the shore of the heavens) and “Hikarito kite umi sakashimani koajisashi” (Arriving with sunlight-- a little tern sees the sea upside down).

On the other hand, the poem I recalled immediately when I read the above haiku was this one by Fujio Akimoto: “Tokozureya tenni negaeru tsubakurame” (Suffering from bed sore, darn-- a swallow turns  and sees the sky upside down!)  The author cannot see the sky upside down, while a swallow can. This patient cannot move with bed sore.


黒南風やドミノ倒しに植木鉢[image: image19.png]



Kurohae ya domino daoshi ni uekibachi


Strong south wind
knocking down the flowerpots
in a domino effect.

 kuro  (黒）black ; hae (南風）south wind; domino (ドミノ) domino; taosu (倒す）knock over; uekibachi (植木鉢）flowerpot




"Hae" is wind from the south, which is wind of summer.  I have been told that this word originated among fishermen.  It was probably when I was in middle school that I heard the word "hae" for the first time.  It was when the newly constructed tunnel at the end of Tango Peninsula in Kyoto was named Shirahae.  At that time, I did not realize that "hae" is written ”south wind" in Chinese characters.  So I thought they named it a funny name, shirahae, white fly? 1   I wondered if they meant "white haya fish", but I could not imagine why they would name a tunnel along the sea after a fresh-water fish. Well, then.

Of course, the proper meaning of "Shirahae" is ‘white south wind.’  And the one used in the above haiku is ‘black south wind.’  It was still the rainy season in Japan and the wind from the south was very heavy and so it had fair amount of power.  That is why the flowerpots that were lined up in the garden were knocked down one after the other as they were overlapping each other.

"Oh, no!  My precious flowerpots! I have to get out and put them back immediately. I have to see if the flowers and the trees are all right. I will put them in a safer place for a while where a slight wind does not knock them down." On the other hand, maybe not.  Maybe this haiku author was watching the flowerpots falling in succession and was admiring the way they toppled over in a splendid manner.

Hats off to Miss Mizue for her sense of comparing the scene to the "domino effect.”   After learning that this haiku was created when she was 65 years old, my surprise deepened.  It was as if I could not breathe. In my head, small dominos started falling making noises.  I wish I could make this kind of haiku, so young and full of punch.  Now, I am going to rearrange the dominos and challenge my master again.


1Hae (蝿) fly.  Hae normally means a fly.  Haya or hae (鮠) is a Japanese dace, a small smelt like fish

人ごゑもポプラも台風圏に入る
Hitogoe mo popula mo taifuken ni iru

 The voices of people talking
and the poplar trees
now inside the typhoon zone.

 hitogoe (人ごゑ) voices of people; popula (ポプラ) poplar tree; taifu ken (台風圏) area that is in the typhoon influence; hairu (入る) go in


There are occasions when the outside is unusually calm even though the weather forecast tells of an approaching typhoon. However, there is always stifling heavy air at these times. Some people walk faster along the street and some cautious people begin securing the outer doors. Looking up the sky, people notice fast moving clouds. They wish to reach home before it starts to rain. 
The wind became stronger and the poplars along the street started to sway. Voice of a man directing something at the far corner in the distance was blown off towards me. I cannot be slow anymore. This area appears to be already completely inside the typhoon zone. No time to lose. I had better hurry. The forecast was not wrong. 
That is a natural reaction. Recently, with the improvements of satellite and other communications networks, the movements of clouds can be seen right in front of us. When we watch TV, we can see the size of the circling typhoon clouds and where they are located even with the eyes of an amateur. Naturally there may be information and analytical methods that only weather specialists can understand, but nowadays most people are some kind of meteorologist… “We are going to have a heavy rain as the front along the Japan archipelago is being stimulated. I understand that the center of the atmospheric pressure is 960 millibars… We should be careful.”
Wait. The unit measurement of atmospheric pressure has changed to hectopascal. This new unit does not have a menacing sound. Speaking of typhoons, I have heard that each typhoon was named after American women’s names after the war for a while. It is certainly scarier to call them by women’s names rather than by numbers.1 

1Typhoons are named numerically in Japan as they occur.  In North America, both women’s and men’s names are used to name hurricanes.
一夜経て虫吐きにけり木の実独樂
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Ichiya hete mushi hakinikeri konomi goma

Over night
a worm was spat out
from a nut top.




 ichiya (一夜) over night; mushi (虫) bug, worm; haku (吐く) spit, vomit; konomi (木の実 ) nut; koma (独楽) top


Upon returning home from walking in the mountains, the children removed their shoes at the entrance, took out the acorns from their pockets or handkerchiefs and piled them up on the table.  The nuts were more or less of the same height and it did not appear that one was any different from another but they tried hard to choose the ones that had better shape.  They inserted matchsticks in them and made tops. In no time they had made a dozen or so nut tops.

They looked easy to spin but that was not the case. The tops soon lost their balance and fell down.  Still, some that spun nicely remained. Next came the competition to decide which tops turned best.  The people in the house could hear them play for a long time, but the children quieted down without anyone noticing.  Only the scattered tops remained on the table.

Disgusted with the children’s quick and easy loss of interests in the game, the mother was about to clean them up the next day and found a worm that had crawled out of an acorn.  No, it was as if the acorn had spat out the worm.  She thought of throwing them all out including the ones that became tops as well as those that did not.  But, no, wait.

"Come over. A bug from a top,“  she called to the children.  They rushed over and looked at the insect with their round eyes. Although they were not supposed to make a sound, they shook the rest of the acorns one by one to see if they had any more worms.  We all know that round eyes are called "donguri manako" in Japanese or ‘acorn eyes.’  But however round their eyes may be, those eyes may not apply to white people.  The color of acorns is the color of the Japanese eyes.

児童館まことしやかに夕焼す[image: image21.png]



Jidokan makotoshiyakani yuyake su
The Children’s Center
     seeming to glow 
in the sunset        

 jido (児童 ) child, children; kan (館) hall, center; makotoshiyaka (まことしやか ) seemingly true; yuyake (夕焼け) sunset




It is the second year since this apartment complex was built and it has become very convenient since many improvements have been made.  Shopping is easy as it now has a co-op. Then a hospital for internal disease and a hospital for sick children followed.  What a relief!  An elementary school with a red roof is shining on top of a hill.  Only recently, a children’s center was completed near a bus stop at the entrance to the complex.

The first floor has a good-sized library and there are several conference rooms on the second floor with multimedia equipment.  What a luxury!  Right next to the building, there is a lawn and the square has a swing, a jungle gym and some arranged old tires. 

A father returning to his apartment gets off a bus after 7 in the evening every day, but since a summer day is longer, he sometimes sees his child playing hard at the playground.  Remembering the bitter taste of the argument he had with his superior at the office before he left, he wonders if those children have their own worries and he sheepishly thinks of apologizing to his boss in the morning. 

 “Oh, what do you know!  That is my son there!  I am going to call out to him and we can go home together.”  He waves to the child who looks crimson in the sunset.  But, let’s see. Something is different. The sunset in the poor mountainous village he grew up had a thicker and more intense color and also it seemed to wrap the children more tightly.  “I wonder if it is because I learned how to cheat as I grew older that the sunset looks as dishonest as it does?  How sad it is to lose the innocence of a child!  Oh, well. Tomorrow will be fine somehow.“   So, again the night falls at the apartment complex in the sunset. 

皮剥けば内明かあかと青蜜柑[image: image22.png]



Kawa mukeba uchi aka aka to aomikan


Peeling the skin

      a green mandarin orange shines

    brightly inside.

 kawa (皮) skin; muku (剥く) peel; uchi (内) inside; aka aka (明かあか) very bright; ao (青) green; mikan (蜜柑) mandarin orange




A vivid haiku.  It shows wonderful contrast of fresh color of the inside and the outside of a green mandarin orange.  Added to that is an image of sweet and sour taste, thus implanting a strong impression in the reader’s mind. This is a poem that admirably combines contrasts between visual senses and senses of taste.

When we hold a new fruit and peel it with no idea of what it is like inside, there is the potential for the creation of an interesting haiku at the prospect of discovering the color of the inside.  However, we know very well what it is like inside of a green mikan.  Therefore, this haiku, beginning with kawa (skin), followed by muku (peel), uchi (inside), akaaka (very bright) and ending with green mikan, is a textbook example of a good haiku for me.

A famous example of this two-tone combination is Shounan1 densha.  But in this case, it is in general a ripe mikan, not a green one and it shows the colors of green leaves and ripe fruits. It has a look of an electric train that I saw in some picture books a long time ago.  Shining mikans in the sun along the Tokaido Bullet Train Line remind me of these picture book trains. However, this model is not limited to Shounan District. Some of the old ones are running on local lines.

In those days, the picture books made me wish to become a train or bus conductor.  My friends had similar wishes too. Many played pretending to be bus or train drivers and conductors. But most of them chased after different dreams, or changed their directions on the way. That is natural. Even a parent and a child differ in their life style and in their way of thinking. I would like to quote one more haiku that uses a word muku (peel) from Mokugo. "Kaki mukuya watashi wa watashi hahawa haha” (Peeling a persimmons-- I am I and Mother is Mother).



1Shounan area is located south of Tokyo along Sagami Bay. It includes resort towns such as  Hayama, Zushi, Oiso and Kamakura . Shounan Denshas (Electric Trains) run between Tokyo and the city of Numazu.   

	
	


省略とは点と線との吾亦紅[image: image25.png]



Shouryaku toha ten to sen tono waremokou

An omission is

a great burnet plant
     with a dot and a line.

 shouryaku (省略) omissions; ten (点) dot, period; sen (線) line; waremokou (吾亦紅) a great burnet (plant)






Some twenty years ago, I had a friend in my research group with a totally different writing style from mine.  Another friend explained the difference this way. To depict Ginza in Tokyo for instance, he has to begin with the geography of all Japan.  On the other hand, I dive into a conversation between  a man and a woman at the corner of Ginza  4th St. and then I immediately move to the next scene.  My superior once mentioned that my writing is hard to understand because there are too many omissions. He continued: "You do haikus.  No doubt there is an influence.”   He knows very well that haiku is a literary form of omissions

Adopting this form of omissions, this haiku is written using a plant that embodies omission.   Now that she has mentioned it, it is so true.  It is simple and to the point. There is also some humor in it and yet it maintains its beauty as a poem.  This is the epitome of haiku.  Of all of Miss Mizue’s poems, this is one of my favorites.  On top of that, her personal character appears to be one of simplicity and therefore this poem impresses me even more.

In addition, I like a great burnet flower.  It is saying, "I am also red", but in fact it is not real red and blooms modestly. That is really good.

I should stop here. I wrote too much. I should have said only a few words and omitted the rest. …  Yes, I am in love with this poem.

Waremokou (吾亦紅）is similar to a European Great burnet.  The literal translation of the Japanese name is "I am also red." The flowers are in reality reddish purple. 


幾年棲めばふるさとといふ道をしへ
Ikutoshe sumeba furusato to iu michioshie


How many years of living
     make the place called a hometown?
     says a tiger beetle. 




ikutoshe (幾年) how many years; sumu (棲む) live; furusato (ふるさと) hometown; michioshie (道おしえ) tiger beetle


Tiger beetles1 are found everywhere, but the place where I want them most is on a narrow footpath in my hometown.  They jump in front of you and if you get near to them, they will jump again and show you the way.  I know the area very well and there is no need to guide me, but they keep me company when I visit the town after a long absence.
 The author of this poem, Miss Mizue Yamada, was born in the city of Sendai.  According to her chronological biography, she moved to Ujiyamada2 when she was fifteen, but if someone asked her where her hometown was, she would choose Sendai without hesitation.  She lived in Ujiyamada for three years after moving there.  I wonder if this place is her second hometown.
How many years one has lived at a certain place is relevant of course, but the age at which one lived there is far more influential.  It also depends on whether this period was enjoyable or not.  Excluding the people who have lived in one place all of their lives, which place should a person call hometown if he or she has experienced several moves?  Based on my own experience, I have developed my own theory.  See if a person can remember who lived next door to them and what business they were in.  Then I ask to that person to recall the appearances of the street.  According to the degree that person remembers the details correctly, you can judge whether the place is their hometown or not. 
If I use this as a standard, Miss Mizue’s hometown is most likely Sendai.  In my case, I moved several times, but the place where I can remember the streets vividly is the town I spent my boyhood years.  The most appropriate place where you wish to find a tiger beetle (Michioshie) is your hometown but on the other hand, you do not need a "michioshie" there.  

1Tiger beetle (Family Cicindelidaeor) or Hanmyo in Japanese is also called Michioshie.  It repeatedly jumps in front of a person as it is approached, hence the name (Michi=path or road; oshieru=teach or show)
2Ujiyamada is a former name of Ise City in Mie Prefecture located south of Nagoya along Ise Bay.  Sendai is some 300 km north of Tokyo.
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Yamadera wa yamagata shinai nokongiku

Purple wild mums

    the Yamadera Temple is located
     within the city limits of Yamagata City




 Yamadera (山寺) literal meaning is: Mountain Temple; Yamagata-shi (山形市) Yamagata-city; nai (内) within; nokongiku (野紺菊) wild chrysanthemums or asters 


This haiku is more appropriately read in a geography class room than it is in a literature class.  The "Yamadera" in this poem is the Risshakuji Temple in the famous Basho’s haiku, "Shizukasaya iwa ni shimi iru semi nokoe” (In tranquility, singing of cicadas permeates in the rocks).  As the sign at the train station mentions the address of the temple, the author of this poem had a slight surprise in learning that Yamadera is situated within the city limits of Yamagata City. Oh no. The author, who was born in Sendai, would have known this all too well, but she might have wanted to tell the readers not familiar with the area. 

The Tohoku Line goes into Sendai Station from the south.  Roughly speaking, this line branches out in three directions from here.  The one that goes north to Aomori is the Tohoku Main Line.  Heading east to Ishinomaki is the Senseki Line.  Going west to Yamagata (slightly north of Yamagata, the Uzen-chitose of the Ohu Main Line, to be precise) is the Senzan Line. 

When you look at the area map, there is something more surprising. What do you know? Sendai City and Yamagata City share a border! You have to cross a mountain, and also on the way to the ridge, there is Yamadera, but those two prefectural capitals are situated side by side! The reason for this close proximity between the cities is that when Sendai City amalgamated the area cities, towns and villages in 1989, it traversed the entire Miyagi Prefecture and made it a city from Sendai Bay in the east to the border with Yamagata Prefecture in the west. 

The administrative place name may change, but Yamadera is Yamadera. Cicadas seem to fit in well here but field asters are not bad either.  It does not seem likely that the author of this poem saw the wild mums on the summit, but I wonder if they were swaying in the wind just like in Hara Sekitei’s haiku, "Chojouya kotoni nogikuno fukareori” (On the summit, wild mums especially are waving in the wind).
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Me-de-no ikusakizaki no akatsutsuji

 
May Day parade
wherever the marchers go

red azaleas in bloom.





 Me-de- (メーデー) May Day; ikusakizaki (行くさきざき) everywhere one goes; aka (赤) red; tsutsuji (躑躅) azalea


May Day,1 the purpose of which was to express the rights of workers and to show their fighting spirit, is now a purely festive event.  May Day in Japan is within the so-called ‘Golden Week’ and people are in a holiday mood. The weather is good and there is no seriousness in the parade.  You could almost hear the pleasant conversations of the people in the parade.  The early summer’s sun is strong and it is slightly hot.

Waiting for May Day parades were the red azaleas.  The symbol of the labor struggle, the red flag, is the color of blood, but the color of azaleas is slightly paler.  However, it is definitely the color of early summer.  Along the city streets, in the parks and in front of large buildings, red azaleas can be found.  I clearly visualized these scenes of the first day in May and I recalled another event from my high school years.

"On May Day, I found someone I knew and we smiled at each other.” This is a poem that my high school classmate created at that time.  A young Japanese literature teacher introduced this haiku to his classroom saying that it was selected in a haiku corner of a newspaper and he raved about it.  Although it was probably not because he was touched by this, my best friend (a different student) became his admirer and later moved to Tokyo to become one of the central figures of the labor movement in Japan.  As for me, I was attracted to another young literature teacher who created this haiku: "Upon my return from a May Day parade, I hung my trousers upside down", and a few years after that I started creating haikus in my own way.  Now I am writing this essay in the Mokugo haiku magazine with his recommendation.  Unlike the red azaleas that could be found wherever the May Day parade went, no one has a clue as to what is in store for our future.

 1 May Day originated in the United States in 1886. On May 1st of that year, workers called for eight-hour workdays. However, since the day was later associated with Haymarket Martyrs violence, Labor Day (first Monday in September) is cerebrated in the United States and Canada instead.

火の粉撒きつつ来るよ青年焼芋屋[image: image32.png]



Hinoko makitsutsu kuruyo  seinen yaki imoya　

Spreading sparks
 a young baked sweet potato vendor 

comes along.

 hi (火) fire; kona or ko  (粉) powder; maku (撒く) spread; kuru  (来る) come; seinen (青年) young man; yaku (焼く)bake, burn; imo (芋)sweet potatoes ; ya (屋) a store or a seller


I heard a high-pitched whistle in the wintry wind.  That is the sound of a yaki imo vendor selling baked sweet potatoes. When was it that I heard that young women somehow felt too shy to call out to him and buy the delicacies he sells?  Times have changed.  Nowadays they openly tell him, "Mister, won’t you make it a bit cheaper for me?" or "You use fine potatoes," patting him on his shoulder and teasing him.

But, if the vendor were a young man, it does not go that way. They talk less and approach him, leaving some distance. But interestingly, when a yaki imo cart pulled by a young muscular man with strong facial features arrives, women patrons come out from nowhere.  Sparks from the chimney make his appearance gallant. He walks against the north wind, making him look even stronger.  In this area, this honest young yaki imo vendor is very popular.

Reading the above haiku, I immediately remembered another poem: "A young man driving a dynamo, it’s a graduation season," by Katsura Shoukeishi.  It is not that the dynamo is spreading sparks, but I received the same impression from this haiku as I did from Miss Mizue’s.  I felt these young men’s serious attitudes, intent as they were to face their lives head on.
Where did the young man in this poem park his cart to sell his yaki imo? It could be anywhere, shopping streets or the entrance of an apartment complex, but a business district such as Marunouchi of Tokyo  sounds appropriate.  I wonder how much money he made that day.  I hear that high-pitched whistle sound.  

冬木立カシオぺイアを横つちよに
Fuyu kodachi kashiopeia wo yokocchoni
Winter grove  
placing Cassiopeia 
slightly on his side


 fuyu (冬) winter; kodachi (木立) grove; kashiopeia (カシオペイア) Cassiopeia; yoko (横) side


The verdant forest in summer has the air of youth, but a grove in winter is an image of a gallant man in the beginning of old age.  There is no unnecessary strain and no pretence.  It is a grown-up, having experienced all the hardships of life, and yet, there is no arrogance and it stands up straight.  At the imminent prospect of a harsh winter, it does not possess any air of sadness waiting for death.  When I look at the stars through its overlapping dark branches, it reminds me of a sage with quiet eyes.　

No talented and beautiful women would leave such an attractive winter grove alone.  Of all such women, Cassiopeia, noted for her beauty, fell in love with it.  As she wanted to show off her charm to its greatest degree, she moved around it, sometimes forcefully and sometimes shining as if whispering, but the winter grove did not even turn its head.  It looked straight ahead in the north wind. "Up until now most men were interested in me and approached me with interest, but now it is I who wants to be near him," she lamented.

How does Miss Mizue Yamada choose this kind of word?  She used "Cassiopeia", not the "Constellation Cassiopeia.”  Truly her choice of words is a blessed divine gift.  This is called literary talent.  Even if someone asks me to use the word "Cassiopeia" in my haiku, the best I could say is "placing Cassiopeia on the side," but she used "yokocchoni.”  Sorry.  It is imprudent to compare myself with Miss Mizue. 


Translator’s comment: 
This haiku was very difficult to translate.  The problem is the word "yokoccho.”  Yoko means side. By adding "cho" to it, I think it means ‘slightly to the side."  When I thought the word "yokoccho", I thought of a small boy riding a bicycle wearing a baseball cap slightly to the side.

花八つ手解剖室に水流れ[image: image34.png]



Hanayatsude kaibo shitsuni mizu nagare　
Fatsia japonica 

     in the dissection lab
water runs.

 hana (花) flower; yatsude  (八つ手) fatsia japonica; kaibo shitsu (解剖室) autopsy room; mizu  (水) water; nagareru (流れる)  run, flow



There are roughly three different kinds of  autopsies.  The first is a systematic autopsy in order to learn human anatomy.  Every medical student experiences this.  A pathological autopsy is performed right after death when the source of illness is not known or when they need to look at the changes of internal organs in detail. An administrative or judicial autopsy is done if a person died unnaturally or as a result of criminal activities.
One may not have ever been present when a pathological autopsy was performed, but this must be what the public are normally familiar with. The “Dissection Lab” in the above poem is the room where pathological autopsies are performed.  An autopsy is normally performed by a pathologist who is helped by his assistant.  There is also a person who records the findings. They begin by praying in silence. They follow a prescribed procedure. They observe, measure and record. The organs that were removed are preserved in formalin. At a later time,  portions of the organs may be sliced, tinted and become specimens for microscopic study as needed.  After the autopsy, the body is reshaped, dressed in the clothes provided by the family and moved to the mortuary.
During the autopsy, abundant water is used to wash out blood and other materials.  After the autopsy, the operating table and the floor are also washed by running water. It was probably at this time when the author of this poem went into the room.  What was moving in the autopsy lab after the pathologist was gone was only water. There might have been a lingering smell.
I wrote this introduction to autopsies without any knowledge of whose body this was and without thinking how the author of this poem felt at that time in the lab. 
Autopsy is a dispassionate, generally bold and sometimes delicate operation.  The Japanese fatsia is an appropriate shrub to be planted behind the hospital where the lab is located.
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蝸牛をつまむ微かに抗ふを
Dedemushi o tsumamu kasukani aragauo

Pinching a snail
I felt
its slight protest.

 dedemushi or katatsumuri (蝸牛) snail; tsumamu (つまむ) pinch; kasuka (微か) slightly ; aragau (抗ふ) protest


When someone mentions slugs, many people may squirm, but the majority of  people are not afraid of snails.  They do not even think that they are yucky, but rather they find them cute.  An alternate name for katatsumuri or snails is denden mushi in Japanese, and that name shows how well snails are loved in Japan.  Also one can see our affection for them from a Japanese children’s song that asks, "Where is your head?"1
A snail looks like a slug with a spiralling shell attached, but this shell, no, this house, is what makes a snail what it is.
To catch this weirdly shaped creature, you do not grab it, but pick it up by pinching with two fingers. When you do that, this gentle slow mollusc resists ever so slightly. It behaves as if it hates being handled that way and you can feel that at the end of your fingers. When you press it harder, it abandons its resistance easily and leaves its fate to the hand of the human as if it had reached its critical point.
Many people must have experienced similar feelings when they were small. It seems there are two types of reactions to the experience. One group feels a pleasant sensation at the moment they pick it up and the other group is the opposite. I belong to the latter. It is not that I felt unpleasant when I felt a snail's resistance, but I felt something passing through my spine. Come to think of it, I haven’t touched a snail for many years.
This is a wonderful haiku that has captured a moment of a snail. I think this is one of the most representative haikus on snails along with this one by Kooi Nagata: "Katatsumuri tsurumeba nikuno kuiiruya” (Snails copulate. One's flesh eats into the other's). 

1You, dendenmushi, katatsumuri, Where is your head?  Get your horn out, get your spear out, and get your head out.

袖囲ひして邯鄲を聴きゐたり
Sodekakoi shite kantan o kiki itari
In encircled kimono sleeves
I’ve been listening 
to the singing of crickets.


 sode ( 袖)sleeve; kakou (囲う) encircle; kantan (邯鄲) snowy cricket; kikiitari (聴きゐたり) was listening to  



What is kantan?  It is a member of the cricket family.  It is one of the insects that sing in autumn. It is an insect that is synonymous with the ephemeral life.  It is said that the insect was named from an ancient Chinese folklore “Kantan no yume “or “Ephemeral dream of prosperity.”  In this story, a man named Rosei spent a night in the city of Kantan, capital of the Province of Chou, China where he borrowed a mysterious pillow from a wise old man.  In a dream he had upon the pillow, Rosei attained riches overnight.  This story, I remember, was in one of the textbooks that I used in my middle school years.
 

 
What this haiku is saying is that to listen to this insect, it is most appropriate to listen in encircled kimono sleeves. You may miss the faint sounds of the insect if you are talking. It is outrageous if you listen while eating and it is not proper if you sit with your arms folded. It is wasteful if you listen to the song lying down. The author of the haiku instinctively encircled her sleeves. She did not have any other choice. This way, she became one with the singing of the insect. Wide and deep this enclosure is.

 
On the other hand, what came to my mind immediately from “encircling the sleeves” was the snow on the Kouroho Mountain Ridge. This one is observing the snow by raising the blinds and it is the opposite of encircling the sleeves to listen to sounds, but to me, it appeared to be the same. To admire scenery you open the shade, but you listen to sounds by closing it. Wouldn’t this be one way to become one with nature? Then how about fragrance?  You close your eyes and quietly breathe in and breathe out.

 
There is a saying “One’s name shows what one is.”  Because of the nature of the insect, it was given the name it now bears, Kantan. On the other hand, because the insect has the name it does, the qualities it has, related to the name, show even more clearly.  There is an insect whose name is misunderstood if you write it in Japanese phonetic characters. The name of the insect is “usubakagerou.” The correct name written in Chinese is “薄翅蜉蝣 = usuba kagerou= thin winged ephemera”, not”薄馬鹿下郎=usubakagerou or usubaka gerou =half witted stupid man.” I just wanted to make this clear. 

 

 

 









鈴虫の死を見てみぬ振りの未明かな
Suzumushi no shi o miteminufurino mimei kana　

At dawn

I pretend to not see my pet cricket

 lying dead.


 suzumushi (鈴虫) cricket; shi (死) death; miteminufuri (見てみぬ振り) pretending not seeing it; mimei (未明) dawn


I do not remember how long I was sitting at my desk trying to meet the deadline for a manuscript.  I cursed the business office of the learned society that gave me such an outrageously difficult assignment. I was very irritated. When I left for the washroom, I noticed a dead cricket in the now quiet insect cage, but I went straight back to my room and stared at the manuscript again.

But, this dead insect kept occupying my mind. Last night it was singing in such a beautiful voice and I was very proudly telling my family about it.  Was it the natural end of its life?  No, what was bothering me was not the fact the insect died, but that I left it there lying dead in its cage.  It was a creature I loved so much. I should have carefully disposed of it immediately. At least I should have prayed for it and asked its permission to wait until I finish the manuscript.  Because of these thoughts, the work progressed slowly and soon it was dawn. 

Dr. Shunichi Yamamoto, Vice-President of St. Luke’s College of Nursing, promotes in his recent book “Shourou byoshi no ressun” (Lesson on living, aging, ailing and dying.  Manashobo, publisher) to practice dying.  For that purpose, he says that research into theories of death is needed and wants to be the first subject of death research.  He says he wants to change the course of the current pathology based medical research.
I, who hesitate in dealing with a mere dead cricket, have not even decided whether I should, upon my death, donate my organs for research or not, let alone becoming a subject of death study! Can’t I leave it to the great minds of the world?

山彦は男なりけり青芒[image: image40.png]



Yamabiko wa otoko narikeri aosusuki

The green pampas grasses

the echo was a man

after all.

 yamabiko (山彦) echo. otoko (男) man ; aoi (青い) green ; susuki (芒) pampas grass


When you shout in mountains and in valleys, your voice often reverberates.  This natural phenomenon is called “kodama” in Japanese and it has become a nickname for the express trains that run along the Tokaido Shinkansen Line. A synonym for “kodama” is “yamabiko,” and the trains named after this term run along the Tohoku Bullet Train Line.  The English equivalent of yamabiko is “echo.”　
Echo is the name of a nymph who appears in Greek mythology.  She had committed a certain crime and as punishment, was sentenced to repeat only what others say, but she cannot speak on her own.  Another theory is that she kept calling her lost lover’s name and as a consequence, she lost her body but her voice remained.  So to this day she responds to those who talk to her.  

In Japan, it is said that a perverse sprite that lives in mountains mimics human voices.  It is also said that the spirits of trees do that too.  Because it is the spirit (tama) of the trees (tree in Japanese is “ki” or it can be read “ko” in certain cases), it is “kodama.” The title of the poetry collection from which this haiku was taken is “Mokugo.”  (“moku” also means a tree and “go” in this case means talking).  This is also a word signifying the idea that trees have souls. 

If “yamabiko” is the spirit of mountains, it is a god of mountains. Speaking of a god of mountains (“yamano kami” in Japanese), it is also an alternate name for a wife or one’s better half.  Funny, I thought a name ending with “hiko” or “biko” indicates that the gender is male, but it could also be a woman.

The author of this poem went into the mountains and heard echoes among the green pampas grasses swaying in the summer wind.  She was convinced then that the echo was a man. Or maybe it was her wish that the echo should be a man. Here lies the key to understand Miss Mizue Yamada who belongs to Jumoku (“jumoku” means a tree) Haiku Group and what she feels about masculinity.

犬らしくせよと枯野に犬放つ[image: image41.png]



Inu rashiku seyoto kareno ni inu hanatsu　

I let the dog out
 into the wintry fields
     saying "Behave like a dog."


 inu (犬) dog. rashii (らしい) like; kareno (枯野) winter fields ; hanatsu (はなつ) let go


Always compared to a dog is a cat.  A cat forgets indebtedness even after three years of living with its owner but a dog does not forget even after three days.  On the other hand, a cat holds grudges for a long time and occasionally haunts one in disguised forms.  A dog’s barking is clear and refreshing, but a cat’s meowing nags.  When a dog wags its tail, it looks as if it is sincerely trying to please you but when a cat does it, it looks as if it tries to sell its charm.  How in the world does a cat curl up and sleep in the warmth of a kotatsu1 while a dog cheerfully runs around in the snow?

That said, cat lovers may complain that I am full of prejudices. I have no malicious intentions. I just wanted to figure out what is meant by “behave like a dog” in this haiku.
The author who is not particular about small things talks always clearly. When she talks, she keeps her back straight and looks anyone straight in the eyes. Sometimes it is scary because she is so to the point, but she can joke, pun and play on words. She is a genius at diverting spoiled atmosphere.  She hates being indecisive.
Why are you talking mumbo jumbo? No matter how cold the winter wind is, aren’t there times when you have to move forward without giving in?  It’s not good to work so hard because it causes stress, you say?  What is wrong with dealing with matters head on?  That is right. Move on. Be proud. The only person you can depend on is you. Live like a dog. No, no, live like a man.

1Kotatsu is a Japanese heating system.  It looks like a low coffee table and a heating element is normally attached to the underside of it.  It is further covered with a comforter and on top of the comforter is a piece of a wooden board.for serving food, etc.

畳屋に日がな叱られ羽抜鶏
Tatamiya ni higana shikarare hanuke dori　

A featherless chicken
     scolded by a tatami maker
 all day long.

 tatamiya (畳屋) tatami mat maker; higana (日がな) all day long ; shikarareru (叱られる) be scolded; hanukedori (羽抜鶏) chicken with not much feathers left


A short distance from the back gate of the school was a store that sold ice Popsicles.  Next to the store was a tatami mat maker. Pupils walked slowly by the store glancing at the tatami maker with his bared back jabbing a big tatami needle into the mat. They licked their ice candies and leisurely passed by.  Wiping his sweat, the tatami craftsman was irritated because his work was not progressing well and so out of frustration he was shouting at a featherless chicken that had wandered into his workplace.

A dog is not likely to come in. A cat may scurry away in a hurry. A swallow, although it is also a bird, may sing in a cute voice and show him a somersault or two.  But look at you! You, miserable bird! Clucking “kekeke” in an unpleasant voice!  You, walking around since early in the morning! Why don’t you show me a trick or two to please me!
The man who had left his hometown some 40 years ago and just turned 60 has started to worry about his thinning hair.  When his belly started protruding, he said to himself that he gained an air of importance from it, but he was slightly embarrassed about his hair.  When his grandchildren whom he sees only occasionally tease him about it, he just smiles, but when his wife mentions it, he gets upset.  On top of that, she has started to treat him like an objectionable person telling him not to be idle and get out of her way.
Many years passed and there was a class reunion in his hometown. He walked the old street to the school with his old friends. There was no ice candy store anymore and no tatami mat store either.  Instead, there was an apartment. To the boy who was eating ice Popsicles on the 2nd floor veranda, his mother was asking angrily if he had finished his homework.

白きもの咥へ鴉も春の鳥
Shiroki mono kuwae karasu mo haru no tori

A crow flies

     with something white in its beak
    it is also a bird of spring.
 



shiroi (白 ) white; mono (もの) thing;  kuwaeru ( 咥える ) hold between the teeth; karasu (鴉 ) crow; haru (春) spring; tori (鳥) bird


The birds found throughout Japan all year around are crows.  One does not get the  impression that they belong to a specific season.  But if I am forced to choose one season, they are birds of summer. I recall seeing a scene in a picture book a long time ago where crows were returning to the mountains in the  evening glow of summer.  No, it becomes well also for autumn scenery as it does in the famous haiku by Basho, “Kare edani uno tomarikeri akino kure" (A lone crow, on a bare branch, autumn evening). There is also a very strong contrasting image of crows flying down on snowy fields.

Speaking of spring, the birds of  this season are small birds.  There is no place for crows. Still, when I see a crow flying home with something in its beak, I definitely feel it is spring and I am convinced that crows are also birds of spring.

The crow in this haiku does not cry because it has something in its beak, but when it does, its voice is quite complicated.  According to an introductory book on wild birds, the cry of  a Jungle crow (Corvus macrorhynchos) is clear and sounds like "caw, caw, caw", whereas that of a Carrion crow (Corvus corone) sounds like "ga, ga” in raspy voice. The truth of matter is that it is not that simple to categorize its cawing into just two sets of cries.
There was a boy who could mimic the delicate differences of crows' cries correctly. Until he showed this skill of his in the school's talent show for the 6th graders and mimicked cawing, he was bullied and looked down upon as being slow and dumb.  He was nicknamed Chibi, or Short. He lived deep in the mountains and spent his 6 years, "leaving the house at dawn and returning home at sunset.”  The picture book about this boy and the feelings of his classmates was published under the title of “Karasu Taro” (Kaiseisha, publisher) 1   The author of the book is Taro Yashima (1908-1994) who opposed the War and moved to the United States as an exile.  If that is the child, he must be able to identify the season correctly by simply listening to crows’ cries.



 1It was first published in English under title of Crow Boy by Viking Press in 1955 and translated into Japanese in 1979.
小鳥来る双眼鏡つねに間に合はず[image: image42.png]



Kotori kuru sougankyo tuneni maniawazu

Small birds come close
I am never in time

for the binoculars.

kotori (小鳥) small birds; kuru (来る) come; sougankyo (双眼鏡) binoculars; tune (つね) always; maniau (間に合はず）not in time

When I mention that my hobby is bird watching, most people reply sarcastically that I have an elegant hobby. My wife half despises me for it saying that it is all to satisfy myself.  What she means is that it is understandable to appreciate flowers and trees, but she cannot understand why anyone chases after birds that fly away immediately.

This is the reason why birders love bird watching the most.  Even if they could glimpse even for a second and imprint the color of feathers in their eyes, they are satisfied.  They go into the mountains, hear birds sing and find a bird in this direction.  Oh yes, it moved in that direction!  They point their binoculars to that direction.  There it is! And they grin finding a small bird on a small tree branch. 
It is fairly difficult to focus binoculars on flying birds.  You follow them with your naked eyes and then touch the binoculars hanging from your neck, bringing them quickly to the eyes without losing sight of the birds. We are supposed to see a large image of a bird in there, but a beginner birder is too concerned with the binoculars and loses sight of the bird.  When my experienced friend took me to the mountains for the first time, he pointed to a greater pied kingfisher and I looked at the white bird with my naked eyes and then put the binoculars to my eyes.  But by that time, the bird was not there anymore.
Where did the author of this haiku lose sight of the bird?  Was it also when she was walking in the mountains, or was it when she was at a nearby park? She could have noticed it when it came to her yard.

By the way, the author of this haiku has been a member of Wild Bird Society of Japan for many years. My wife comes with me occasionally when we go to see ducks since water birds do not run away and are easy to watch. 

ふくろふの眼ひらく音や雪の檻[image: image43.png]



Fukurou no me hiraku otoya yuki no ori


The sound of opening the eyes 

of an owl?
     a cage in the snow.


fukurou (ふくろう) owl; me (眼) eye; hiraku (ひらく) open; oto (音) sound; yuki (雪 snow; ori (檻) cage


A poet possesses mysterious powers.  One would not think that anyone could hear a sound when opening the eyes, but a poet is said to be able to hear it.
On a day when snow was falling, an owl in a cage slowly turned his head toward the author. It shook its body and opened its large round eyes. At that precise moment, the poet heard a small sound. “Oh, I see, so this is the sound of opening of the eyes?” In freezing temperature, the surprise when she heard a sound that might have frozen as soon as it was created became a haiku instantly.
Some still may say that there is no way one can hear the sound of the opening of the eyes. Please, for once, close your eyes in a quiet room and then open them wide. Can’t you hear the sound?
In Japanese, “Pacchiri shita me” is a condition that occurs when the eyes are opened wide. The word “pacchiri” sounds like an onomatopoeia. It is a popping sound.
The sound of closing the eyes tightly may be “gyu.”  Although this is a “gitaigo” or a mimetic word, it also appears to be imitating a sound.  If there is a precision machine that records sounds, one might be able to record the opening and closing of the eyes and be able to distinguish the differences.
I am also a member of the Wild Bird Society of Japan. I have seen owls, but never heard the sound of opening their eyes. What is needed is not a Society’s membership card but poetic talent. Of course, in this case, binoculars are of no use.

いくたびも仔狐の来る星月夜[image: image44.png]



Ikutabi mo kogitsune no kuru hoshizukiyo

A starry night
     a baby fox comes 

     again and again.


 ikutabi (いくたび) many times; kogitsune (仔狐) little fox; kuru (来る) come; hoshizukiyo (星月夜) starlit night

Speaking of “hoshizukiyo” or a starry night, this is a seasonal word used in haiku indicating that it is autumn. Like the one in the children’s story titled “A Fox named Gon” (Gongitsune) by Nankichi Niimi, would a fox quietly bring chestnuts and mushrooms to the back door of my house?
About this haiku, I prefer to think it is that of winter scenery, just like the story, “Buying Mittens” (Tebukuro o kaini) by the same author, Nankichi Niimi.
The snow that kept falling since the day before had finally stopped and it was a night of sky full of shining stars. The mountains and the villages were covered with white snow. The little fox had his mother change one paw into a human hand and he came down to the village to buy a pair of mittens. He found a hat shop and knocked on the door. He put his hand through a slightly opened door and asked to purchase mittens that fit the hand. But, the little fox made a mistake and extended his fox paw instead. The proprietor pretended he didn’t notice it and sold the fox mittens that fitted the paw. On the way home, the little fox said to his mother, “Mommy, humans aren’t scary at all!” But, the mother fox muttered if humans are really good.
I read this story in a second grade language arts textbook for the first time. I also remember the illustrations vividly. I was thinking then that the little fox would be caught and be punished by the owner of the store. So, the unexpected development made me feel uneasy. Unfortunately, I do not remember how the teacher explained the story. In any case, I learned from this children’s book that to pretend to have been fooled seems to be a good thing.

雪をんな黙つてゐれば歩が揃ふ
Yukionna damatte ireba hoga sorou

  The snow woman
when I keep quiet
      follows my footsteps.

 yuki onna (雪をんな) snow woman; damaru (黙る) keep silent; ho (歩) footsteps; sorou (揃ふ) match


The young man was frightened. He needed an unexpected extra time to finish his job and by the time he was on his way home, it had started to snow. As he approached the top of the hill, there was more than a foot of snow already on the ground. It was an ideal night and ideal place for a snow woman he had heard about to appear. Once marked by her, he could be caught and eaten up. His grandmother used to tell him this story every year at the start of the snow season when the rumbling sounds of thunder could be heard.
He was anxious to get to his village. The new snow became deeper and deeper. He picked up his gait, when he felt something behind him to the side. No kidding. Could it be a snow woman? His grandma used to say never to look back. He looked straight ahead and while only looking ahead, he picked up his speed. But someone was still following him. If he walked faster, she walked faster too. When he slowed down intentionally, again she did the same.
The young man finally started to run. His mouth was completely dry and he could not utter a word. Just when he thought it was the end, a woman appeared in front of him and, saying with a smile, “Hello Boy,” she instantly disappeared as if she had risen into the sky. What a beautiful face she had! How elegant her figure was!  How gentle her voice was!
The young man could no longer forget the woman. He could not concentrate on anything else and could only answer any question half heartedly. Everything in the world seemed covered with soot. He went to the mountain pass many times, but the woman did not appear again. The young man, whose mind, instead of his body was eaten up, met a prostitute who looked just like the snow woman. After living together for a while, he was told by her that she was pregnant. The man told her in a small voice to abort the child. “Umetateno mizuko o horini yukionna” (A snow woman comes and digs up a freshly buried aborted fetus) by Shoushi Kiuchi. The snow woman would come to eat even the man’s own child.
六地蔵のひそひそ話雪の風
Rokujizo no hisohiso banashi yukino kaze


     The six Jizos 

whispering
 in the snowy wind 


 roku (六) six ; Jizo (地蔵) Jizo; hisohiso (ひそひそ) whispering; hanashi (話) story, talk; yuki (雪 ) snow;  kaze (風 ) wind


This haiku, I think, is based on the children’s story titled “Kasa Jizo.”   On one New Year’s Eve, an old man wanted to prepare the necessary items for the New Year’s celebrations and went to town to sell the hats he made. But he could not sell even one hat. Disappointed, he started home but it had begun to snow. He noticed six Jizos along the road that looked cold.  He dusted the snow off their heads and put the hats he could not sell on them, but alas, he was short one hat. So he took off his cloth head cover and gave it to the last Jizo. 
Seeing the snow covered old man (Ojiisan), Obaasan (old woman) was surprised but upon hearing the reason, she was happy with what her husband had done. “Let’s celebrate the New Year quietly together even without a New Year’s rice cake,” she said to him and was rather happy instead.
That night, the Jizos discussed. Let’s repay the old couple. What would be appropriate? First, they need omochi or rice cake. Also, they are getting short of fire wood. What are the old man’s and the old woman’s favourite things? So each presented their own ideas and decided on the gifts. They gathered the necessary items and put them on a sled and took them to the couple’s shabby house at the foot of a mountain. Of course, the Jizo who was given the old man’s head cover led the way.
Shaka Buddha heard their whispering. Although it was a night of snow flying with a strong wind, when their whisper reached Shaka Buddha, it was like the sound of chimes. And then this story was told to the writer of the children’s story, then to the author of this haiku and then to her readers.


Jizo is the Japanese Buddha of great compassion.  He is the protector of children, pregnant women, travelers, pilgrims, firemen and prematurely deceased babies. 

大年を雪もて閉ぢぬ楡林
Ootoshio yukimote tojinu nirebayashi


An elm forest

     ending the last day of the year
 with snow.

 ootoshi (大年) New Year's Eve ; yuki (雪) snow; tojiru (閉じる) end; nire (楡) elm; hayashi (林) forest


This year was again an eventful year with this and that happening. This may sound like a TV ad, but I had thought of putting an extra effort (kio irete ganbaru zo) into this year. I really wanted to do this and finish that. 
However, things did not turn out the way I had wished.  Somehow, I got lazy and upon embarking on something, I was disgusted with myself because I realized that I clearly lacked ability. With self-deprecation on New Year’s Eve, I said to myself, “Well, this might be my limit.” It finally started to snow.
I can see an elm forest from the second floor of my house. The trees that were bare until yesterday are now all covered with snow.  I was looking outside during a short break from reading and I heard my daughter call me from downstairs. “Father, what happened to cleaning the Japanese room?” She started to sound like her mother. Yes, yes, I will get to it soon. I am in the middle of reading the most interesting section of the book. No, it was not a technical book I was reading. It was a mystery novel with magical content. 
The elm forest that caught Miss Mizue’s attention must have looked valiant. Standing outside and receiving the north wind, the author’s feelings reflected on the scenery and came back as an expression which was changed into a 17 syllable haiku. The 17 syllable haiku is the crystallization of sensitivity and creativity. It is a masterpiece of the Japanese people and a treasure of Japan.　
I have chosen some haikus from the works of our master, Miss Mizue Yamada, and with this haiku of the New Year’s Eve,   I am concluding this work of appreciation by hitting the return key of my word processor hard.　
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� Songoku is the name of a monkey that appears in Chinese epic novel, Saiyuki (Journey to the West). Born out of a rock, he gained magic power of transforming himself into different forms and being able to ride on a golden cloud. Thus he brought commotion to the celestial world and was brought under control of Nyorai Buddha. Later he was rescued by Sanzohoshi who was on his way to India to get Buddhist sutras and Songoku helped him accomplish the purpose by protecting him on the long journey together with a pig-headed man, Cho Hakkai and Sagojou.





