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JOHN ZHENG

Peggy Lyles’ Haiku in Translation

It was a rainy night in September 2010, before | knew
about Peggy Lyles’ passing, | retrieved To Hear the Rain
from the bookshelf to read and translate. There seemed to
be an overlapping of hearing the rain outside my bedroom
window and reading her haiku collection, an echo of the
tapping rain on the mind, like a call to action:

summer night
we turn out all the lights
to hear the rain

In the hot summer night, rain cools the relationship, sof-
tens the hearts, and soothes the souls. It sinks deep in the
soil, the root, the mind. Peggy’s title haiku offers a mo-
ment to hear, feel, calm, and recall.

Peggy sent me a signed copy of To Hear the Rain in
2007. She was a fine haiku poet | enjoyed translating. My
translation of her haiku first appeared in the February
2000 issue of New World Poetry. In 2001 | translated
some of her haiku from Thirty-Six Tones and published
them in a short-lived magazine in Beijing. In 2007, Peggy
helped coordinating a haiku page of seven poets from
Georgia for the spring 2008 issue of Valley Voices edited
by me.

Presented here are the fourteen haiku selected from To
Hear the Rain and translated into Chinese, thanks to Dr.
Randy Brooks and Mr. Bill Lyles for granting permis-
sions. Haiku is borderless. Like rain, it reaches far and
wide. | hope Peggy’s haiku in translation will reach far
and wide to readers in China and anywhere in the world.
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PEGGY LYLES

summer stillness
the play of light and shadow
on the windchimes

Hax
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RS

an open window
somewhere
a woman’s wordless song
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cheek on her hand
...the pages
turn themselves
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October twilight
the scarecrow in the garden
drops its other glove
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first frost...
on a silver card tray
wild persimmons

MR ——
ke FEE
5% 18 BT A F

tea fragrance
from an empty cup
the thin winter moon

5%
.25
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moving day
the dogwood tree
in full white bloom

& H

Wy 26 3

A E
summer night

we turn out all the lights
to hear the rain
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mother-daughter
small talk
snap beans

B Aoy
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BEA

long twilight
at the woman’s ear
a small pearl glows

2ek
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thunderheads pass...
a blue jay bathing

in the dust
FEE......
BRI IR G
Bt
Saturday

he whistles as he turns
the children’s pancakes
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traffic jam
my small son asks
who made God

HE
FANETFH
FEE Y A
brief visit
peony open
to its heart
H
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Haiku by Santa Fe Poets
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BASIA MILLER

southwest of Taos
lost in a maze of roads
a mockingbird

turning eighty-two
slow food, slow smile, slow writing
| practice snail’s pace

AVA DASYA RASA

still cold—
pink buds
undress

bell crickets
surround the temple—
the voice of buddha

SHARON RHUTASEL-JONES

hand-me-downs
her arms
longer than mine

organic apples
in every other one
aworm

a tree branch

scratches the window
angry words
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MIRIAM SAGAN

a rake, a broom
lost memories of how
I loved you

black fingernails—
all the ink
I’ve spilled...

CHARLES TRUMBULL

Indian summer
the last bit of goodness scraped
from a persimmon

extra sweetness:
the apple | picked
myself

startled, a flock of jays
rearranges itself
in another tree

transcribing Issa
I squash an ant
between the keys

trick or treat

I mistake the living dead
for scarecrows
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ScoTT WIGGERMAN

petrichor
thick in the desert air
thinking green

where | thought

sunscreen wasn't needed
melanoma scar
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Santa Fe Haiku
In Translation
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CHARLES TRUMBULL

in the summer rain
there’s one thing you cannot hide,
the bridge at Seto!

EWEREFE!

still summer day
the old weathervane
rusted in place

EH#
B B AR
ET

girls in uniform
on the crooked little bridge
wild irises

B % A
FEHER

DEBBI BRODY

Stunned by a field
Of sunflowers and finches
| arrive late to work

R
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ALANNA C. BURKE

end of winter
| remove the dead
from my address book

AR
K AT F
T & 18 2R 8%
SONDRA J. BYRNES

snowbound

a narrow road

inward
Ty
— 15 4 %
7y

morning prayer
she knots and unknots
her apron strings

i
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MiCHAEL CANTOR

five-thirty Am
garbage trucks and sirens
I Love New York

R I
W EAEA

SUSAN GARDNER

black coffee in a mug
over the rim
my husband smiles

2 unwE
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Nk &

RENEE GREGORIO
I hold strong coffee

the morning soft with longing
outside, spring snow
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CYNTHIA KOWALSKI HENDERSON

alfalfa fields
in every direction
scent of green

EEE R
Vo /\
k8, ek

wind through the trees
a papery rustle—
back to school

A
BN H——
BRT

MARY CoYLE KITE

one thousand mothers
elm seeds confetti spring skies
fertile kimonos

—TEEFH
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mud dauber
pushes sky into tunnel
flags sunlight down
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DAVID McKEE

owl flight

the silent wings

in my genome
9t BE B A A
BRI
EREHE

wrensong unraveling the old argument

B EE

BASIA MILLER

the kettle whistles—
winter reverie broken
| let the tea steep

K EE AR
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Sy NS

fallen oak leaves
on porch
empty shoes

BE%E
1E R
=T
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AVA DASYA RASA

winter freeze
paperwhites

sprout
ES 4
EZi% ]
HEFT

pomegranates,

red leaves—

swallows depart
18
Fa
e £ 4,

MARIAN OLSON

god or no god

does it matter

wild blue flax
Xk
HBRIEE
BB B TR

even clouds

touch and part

I remind myself
#E 4
AT 2
KEREE T
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this loneliness
I open the shutters,
bring in the moon

ol
A EAR

SHARON RHUTASEL-JONES

at the church door
she curls around her dog

silent night
HEMF
W45
TEE

paupers’ cemetery

only the clouds

come and go
BEoENH
R =
RE

BARBARA ROBIDOUX

lenticular clouds
loom over the desert
scent of chaparral

VKL=

B AR E AEAE
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planting buddleia
to call butterflies
rabbits respond

R RAE
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MIRIAM SAGAN

tiny bird nesting
in a rolled-up shade
night train

NEEE
¥ 8
KI5 E

the peach tree
she gave me
drops orange leaves
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in the mirror
a glimpse
of emptiness
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MICHAEL G. SMITH

planting fruit trees

others will
enjoy
R A A
i A
=
JANE TOKUNAGA

middle-aged man
flirts with me at the car wash
my car and | glow

FE AT
L ELL
ERRET

urban flower—
a gelato cup squashed
into pink plastic petals

T —
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LEwW WATTS

eight months...
easing past her
cholla in bloom

NN -5
B B Al AR

sprouting chickpeas she doesn’t want children

BREAEFHATEEE

ScoTT WIGGERMAN

objects farther
than they appear
canyon echoes

whoop-whoop
of raven wings
the spaces in between

Giskd
EE
il
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suspended
in the amber sky
a dragonfly

Y

[
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T
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\S=nd
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Haiku In Translation

Haiku Page 2018 / 26



GARY HOTHAM

more footsteps—
the broken branch
breaks again

LEEES
it
#7 28

JACQUIE PEARCE

first warm day
I bookmark my page
with a crow feather

RANE
KIL/HE

EE&

in and out
of the ocean breeze
busker’s song

Hir
=
AR
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CRISTINA RASCON

on the blue sea
like dead whales
two black rocks

AR A
W%/\%
pUpIR

on earth’s edge
a miniature sunflower

cannot turn
T Bk & &
— A e H &
N
north wind

the clouds on my eyes
already budging

LA
RIEFHEY
3
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Haiku & Rengay
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ANGELA BALL

Thanks sparrow for nest-
Ing in my cycle helmet.
Vacant now, it sings.

LATONZIA EVANS

woman of color—
pain, love, and beauty
voiced in autumn wind

KENDALL DUNKELBERG

Swallows swoop low
over grassy fields at dusk—
Poor insects

In the dry ravine
one day’s splash of color:
cardinal flower

Summer memory
still walks the autumn path:
husk of cicada

HowARD LEE KILBY
days of constant rain
| look around at the trees
in silent wonder
tomorrow

the President will tweet
the sun will rise
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ALAN E. ROSENAU

onto the cell futon
eyes shifting four directions—
her first new home

SONDRA ROSENBERG
poor turkey, no
presidential pardon--
my turn to be stuffed
STUART JAY SILVERMAN
a closeup rainbow
morning-glories peeking through
the slats of a fence
CHRISTINE WENK-HARRISON
pond sunset
red bobber never dips
the Zen of angling
arc of aligned planets

Venus to Mars
skipping stones across the sky
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KATHLEEN O’TOOLE & LENARD D. MOORE
Improv

saxophone wail
from the subway gate
starlings scatter

a quarter
in the rusty pail

street corner improv
the brakes syncopate
his washtub bass

red lights sync
all along the avenue
the breeze-blown flags

down the wind chime bells —
raindrops

the horn’s mute

with each upward turn
java scent
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Phtoku / Ekphrastic Haiku
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JOHN J. HAN

Haiku Page 2018 / 34



serene Slovenia
hoopla across the sea
from Venice
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Alaska ‘
a rugged man laughs away

4 Emperor
Trough

Aleutian
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in_a floating world
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=~ street musician
-~ _a few-coins_earn*

- ‘a blown.kiss =~
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J. GUANER

morning reading the sun extends its light
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Painting by anonymous artist

cold night
mom repeats “Take care of yourself”
on the phone
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Photo by J. Guaner

autumn sun a quaver of light on the wagging tail
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lazy breeze
a faint scent of orchid
from the yard
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Photo by Ben Huang

delta drought
no more frog hop
in the pond
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Mt Rushmore by J. Guaner

a rippling smile
the baby’s first taste
of applesauce
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School bus by Ben Huang

home for Thanksgiving
my high school fiction
still on the shelf
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cold morning
a warm chat over coffee
about the delta

for Liz and Margo

cold morning
a warm chat over coffee
about delta tour

(haiku for Liz and Margo)
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Short Essays on Haiku
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JOHN J. HAN

Short but Long-Lasting: A Haiku to Ponder

The most common strategy for writing a haiku is to cap-
ture an insightful moment in life—a haiku moment—by
using two images for association, comparison, or contrast;
one of the two images typically comes from nature.
Sugiyama Sampu (1647-1732), a contemporary of Matsuo
Basho, penned one of the best haiku:

Glint of hoe
Lifted high
Fields in summer.
(trans. Geoffrey Bownas and Anthony Thwaite)

In translating the poem, 1 would not capitalize the first
word of each line and would omit the final punctuation
mark. Having said that, this poem shows three key tech-
niques useful for haiku poets today. First, the poem cap-
tures a seemingly trivial moment in life—the exact mo-
ment when the hoe is held high and sunlight is reflected
on it. Second, the poet borrows material from an ordinary
life—a peasant’s life. Third, the two-image poem uses the
technique of widening focus: glint and then summer
fields. The final note: a 5-7-5 syllabic pattern is not the
rule from which to deviate. Japanese haiku go by sound
units (on), not by syllables. Most English-language haiku
poets today write in free style without exceeding 17 sylla-
bles altogether.
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LATONZIA EVANS

Love’s Repertoire

Haiku
(for you)

love between us is
speech and breath. loving you is
a long river running.

This haiku from Sonia Sanchez’s Shake Loose My Skin
represents the complexity of love. As an emotion love can
bring pure happiness and delight or pain and anguish.
Sanchez was able to embody both sides of love into the
haiku. The first line of the poem gives an image of a rela-
tionship between two companions who are searching for
ways to describe and understand the feeling between
them. It resembles a budding of love similar to the first
blossom in the spring. The second line provides an answer
to line one. By definition speech means the ability to ex-
press thoughts and feelings by articulating sounds. Speak-
ing therefore requires the use of pauses either to breathe
or to show the end of a thought. Through verbal commu-
nication “the life” can be inhaled to represent positive in-
teraction or dispelled from the body to remove negativity.
The second line continues with “loving you is” as a cliff
hanging which once again sends the lover in search for an
answer provided in the third line with a natural image: “a
long river running.” A river is symbolic for life and re-
birth; however, this line also holds another connotation.
Just as water brings life, it can bring death by drowning.
The lover obviously feels this dual sensation of life and
death that love brings into her life. Love is complex.
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JOHN ZHENG

On Howard Lee Kilby’s Haiku

Haiku is brief, so it requires a poet to catch a moment to
think, to remember, or to condense his feelings in an im-
agistic way. When a poet remembers, his thoughts bring
back many experiences to form visual mindscapes for him
to choose and write about. Howard Lee Kilby’s haiku—

winter evening
reading a three-year-old email
from my mother

—catches such a moment with images of winter, email
reading, and the mother figure. Line one sets up the time
(a cold winter evening) and indicates the reason to read.
At the moment of solitude, the poet reads an old email
from his mother, and his reading seems to warm both his
body and heart. Mother, who might have passed, still
brings warmth to her son through her letter he saved. This
reading moment reveals the genuine touching feelings so
that we can empathize with the poet. In a word, the ability
to share feelings is a universal characteristic of human be-
ings that can reach across cultures, and the ability to share
feelings through images is a prominent characteristic of
haiku. Another characteristic is to share with a space for a
reader to fill in to ponder and empathize.
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