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A Faint Gash on Time

"Haiku is simply what is happening in this place,
at this moment."
— Matsuo Basho

"A haiku...puts forth images reflecting intuitions."
— Daisetz Szuki

HAIKU is an intuitive response to a direct experience with
nature. Transcendent time, when nature and human na-
ture become one, is sketched in the present tense even if
the action happened in the past. Seemingly unrelated
things may be juxtaposed, but no explanations, moralizing
or judgements are made. Haiku holds the mirror to nature
and the experience is revealed.

Today, old styles are not always followed and many
haiku change at least one. Traditional texts describe haiku
as Japanese seasonal verse having 17 syllables arranged
in three lines of 5, 7, 5 syllables. Counting syllables is an
example of guidelines often ignored because Japanese syl-
lables are not the same as ours (something many early
translators did not understand). What can be said in one
breath is a better guide than counting. One line, one word
haiku have been written. “Invisible poem” defines the
haiku moment.

Haiku is objective and avoids many Western poetic
devices. R.H. Blyth said that a “jewelled” finger or a “de-
formed” finger distracts from what it points at. Haiku is a
poetry of nouns. Invest in them, as b.p. nichol advised,
with the power they have. Modifiers, similes, metaphors,
and end rhyme do not belong in haiku.

Season can be stated or implied by the use of “kigo”,
a season word. Daffodil could be kigo for spring in some
places and haiku poets (haijin) have many of these words.
Some western writers have begun compiling kigo appli-
cable to today's times and different geographical areas.
Winter words for the coast of British Columbia are not
winter words in the Yukon or California.



Haiku is meant to be enjoyed and appreciated. It has
been written during festivals, parties, nature tours, walks
and other delightful diversions. Historically, the idea of for-
eigners writing haiku did not please all Japanese. They felt
the languages, sensibilities, and philosophies of western
countries were so different from theirs that “aborted flow-
ers” would best describe any such attempts!

Today, however, Japanese corporations, foundations,
and haiku associations encourage the writing of haiku
worldwide, a voice to the spirit of union when nature and
human nature become one. That moment, which sharp-
ens our awareness of the natural world around us and our
inseparable relationship to it, is without boundaries.

Haiku is, as Roland Barthe writes, “a faint gash on
time.”

In the midst of the plain
Sings the skylark
Free of all things

— Matsuo Basho

Winona Baker
February, 1991
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Spring









\/] warm bay

mother Ids town hems
of simmer Presses

jtimo Leys mevejkgers

Msting  mrb ouisibe
never a wrong note



spring girU voile ut mmills
0il mm on? Imekes vaiclmg
jail w? (ov& again?

shutting joung mm?
glare ai oil mm
girl wattimg



tree screened rwer
two blue baron bdtle

the rain is green-

startled red tulips
bloom in concrete boxes
signalling help






MOUSe
In the gartersrnice s Jones

screaming spring

apple tree

3 Noone watckeS
would petalsjail ?



[Jour-rums krij) yellow
bofp)\oob wiwsjrer wktU
admg spring

In& way
IkejoJ irk'6 clever
returns fo milL
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round white nubbins
coming through the togm

Indian-pipes -ghostjlowers

tjicliow monarch
helicopters over |awfr
the grapes are green;



scpurrel

still pursues her
icul Laijgmo

crowbeb bus
sweating placental mamnals
mb a butierjhj

11



12

gardener
hangs bags cj lumuu/ (uUr

0 lup bwr away

through fkt tras
hiding tlt6 oyaw
sid [urns barL



jorest luLo ui spring
ont tko ground jrnsfb cougar scat

bristling with bwr hair
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SaSicatuM-
¢¢ neu> picnic shelter

it starts to ram'
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Don't pkL vnlAjlowens
Marj jocuses her camera
to gijt me again

blue jmShle

qull appears
Usappears



postcard line gcean
Gahriola's

orcn [eaps

leave thejerry
they won't explore the island
want to luliS a rajt
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Sowntown caihebral
while roses cariwkeel

0 ike siSewalh

woman in ike pari
T make our clulk dj'ewel
wearing him uvjrcml



dUj sunlight
the blind gir|

staring at noise

what would hogpen- ij
all that concrete tumbled

hlachhernes would grow
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simmer z00: '‘Dianne
ignores [jars aal* cages

Jor daisies in grass

ahove- Cameron Lake
a vagrant white nust-
exjjlores the mountain
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summer {rail
a traskcA car uv the salal

rusting in j)care

jmdbj the lobe
UnS to Arwiic
ArowneA cougar (ut
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huge toad
ut small cupped lands
‘Aren't (us (nunps ode ?

deserted rest stop
wild jlowers grace the talle

thank ~\\jow xmlImcin lost/

2-f



1:kmc: al ike rvver
where wolves cgme bowi ike mmntauv
ecame humam

summer fiawL
above small hoai

enlless sluj
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tiofshrmgs
sit in ilwn- anS look

(ouarb Japan

August heat
ike roabsibe daisies

smell oj bust



pub's neon lights

luring boats
In ike- barbour

jatber brinks his byr
moiker anb daughter bcdiU
smoke - wreaiheb beaks

2?



Miss NuSe GmaSa
gyrates on- the Samp stage

rhinestone noise

pitcher oj leer
tosseS garterjails u

splash (
28



son
anS lus son,

vale into fheir shadows

ail ikeJlowers crop>j>el

> came, so silendtj
ike black ~faded begr

19



lejt at tie lose
0j tic worths tallest totem
n throwaway Siajjer

sunlit Alam
lying on the small Irilge

tries to j>at loijisli
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moss " hun£ trees

a Seer moves into
the hunter's sitepee

Winner of the Japanese Foreign, Minister's GranS frize
(inlernatioiiaC section,) in ike VJorlS Hailcu, Contest

Yamagata, Japan July 15, 1989
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hunter stoob
at ike sen ant sang
caking ike wkale

sun in ike east
geese jhj into
ike western moon



nuj laughter cartwheels
between me anb
tie setting syn

white logwool
a second blossoming
as (eaves turn reb
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old graneucud
& student Soing rubbings

wili g** cry

Gallows Point
the lighthouse blinks

where men were hung
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ripening corn
whispers tajjeta- secrets

a warm maoon

Indian summer
green Sies in the leaves

sun- sets
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two empty rociers
silver ~plahb

@f the, mooru

40

graveyard poplar
bumps mb prmbs in the wm

shebAmg yellow leaves



one month mi school
she smells oj chalk bust

anb erubitiom

one too threeJourjive
sailboats in thejog

between lamb anb vsianb
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autumn- cleanup
In house and garden

sun's lasi rays

moonlit children

scatter among ike headstones
playing jrozen tag



brj| October
this rivershonL beJull

<j spawning salmon.

joLeb wings
loon enters Lice

no splash, no sounJ
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loo 1aU
November rams

ihe jislv whose, §>mors are gone,
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Winta~






Uritskt arimtut

carving wave#
attack me rock
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she tells stories
there Mere trmwmg gooey bucks

ml> lancing salmon’

luller \ehaU ¢yqagii'
uf the udel to carry
th” lead soul mV



chair liji-rises
\oe reach the mountain fojj
irange looh down on trees

{he trader rolls
over sheets oj flyuoob
on the gravejart grass
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5l

blade kri5 wheel/
mJroni cj grey ckufe
numng M (he wind



the cripieS crow
hop on* the toy ebge
0j the compost lox

rain torn letters
In the madman®* hmj*
hlacl ramajie *nule*
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heavy winder rain
grem dungs header hown,
cud filings not grmv

wilder magU
sirred oj everything
hid d hlur lcide

54



nmS grandchildren”
mj son* bworcejirnl

winfer bay

sunrise,
o/ cheld* plastic wheelbarrow

red tie the snow

55



who
wtiksfant ike roue

enlj these green* conijers

leaclung (min
#* class oj leys
& siaris 1o snow

56



snout vurtend town
ro(m eats koilj berrios

no one calls

tojijsldjir
I£ nude the (uicken tarto
hut. ...
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lw brings uv cold
&- jierjed snowjlaU wdfe
w, (U6 barL luur

baby uv tuaven®
riUs lut, Jaiker's bade
Aoilers mp the UU*
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a w(uU lulUn/ plays
fa her long bari huur
s(i" scolbs fa MJdcashuM

spader faue
where a heaver hare

jloobeb ilusjoresi

59
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“It's been said that a haiku
lives by the silence around
it. Winona Baker's haiku is
fine proofofthis.”

—Takeshi Sakurai,
“Haiku Comer”
Radio Japan NHK

“Symbolically and
realistically, the message
and image are profound.”

—Elizabeth St. Jacques
The Haiku Society of
America Newsletter

proached, Winona Baker spent her early life achieving the

necessities of survival: an education and a vocation. After
marriage, she and her husband Art moved to Nanaimo where they
raised four children. During those years, she wrote and published,
receiving awards for sonnet, modem and humorous poetry. Her love
of the “haiku mind” and the “haiku hand” has brought her the most
prestigious award given: The Japanese Foreign Minister's Grand
Prize presented during the International Section of the World Haiku
Festival in Yamagata Japan, July 15, 1989. This festival was held in
celebration of the 300 year anniversary of Matsuo Basho's famous
work, Oku No Hosomichi. Four of her haiku were published in Peter
Gzowski's New Momingside Papers (1987). She was featured on
Radio Japan's Haiku Comer and read on CBC's Gabereau! Ms.
Baker has Judged haiku contests, given workshops and taught
creative writing to seniors and children. This collection takes its title
from the award winning haiku.

Bom into a large family on the Prairies as the depression ap-

Christine McKim lives in
a cabin surrounded by
fields and forest on
Gabriola Island. The
grace of her calligraphy
reflects her other inter-
ests ofgardening, herb-
ology and nutrition.
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