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Foreword

There was a time not that long ago when haiku was an art form
practiced by only a few people in the English speaking world.
That’s changed, of course. Haiku, thanks to Robert Blyth, Gary
Snyder, Jack Kerouac, and other influential writers and scholars,
popularized the genre and made it accessible to “every man.”
Today, almost all students are taught the basic rudiments of
writing haiku in American elementary schools. Because it
consists of only three lines, haiku on the surface, appears to be
simple to write and master. Most students are taught the
following definition:

“A  three-line poem about nature

adhering to a 5/7/5 syllable formula.”

Haiku is easy to write but hard to write well. More than a
formula, composing haiku is a path, a way of viewing life.
Unfortunately, too few people understand this, and the
by-products are sophomoric poetry that say little to nothing. As
Managing Editor of Szmply Haikn, 1 receive e-mails almost daily
from well-meaning poets who tell me they are new to writing
haiku, and would like to submit their haiku for publication.
Most of the submissions I read are unmemorable; the products
of ignorance, poor teaching, and a lack of study.

Denis Garrison is an excellent poet; a breath of fresh air. He
understands haiku and, as an editor of literary journals and the
owner of a small book publishing firm, he realizes that, like any
art form, one must pay their dues; putting in time, study,
practice, and hard work.



The result is Hidden River, a book of haiku, divided up into four
sections: Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter. With a fresh
voice, Garrison writes poetry that resonates, doesn’t “tell all,”
and lingers in the mind after being read.

Take for instance:

ancient gardener
not as old as
his adze

Garrison does not adhere to a strict 5/7/5 syllable formula.
English syllables have longer tones than Japanese language
syllables. Adherence to the 5/7/5 syllable formula makes for
awkward, sometimes stacatto-sounding haiku, hindered by a
formula indigenous to another language and culture far
removed from western culture and linguistics. Instead, he writes
verse in a three line format usually consisting of 14 or less
syllables. Added to the haiku are good metre, more than one
layer of meaning, and a unique way of viewing life.

budding hyacinth—
how lovely, dressed
for her first formal dance

Garrison, in this poem, utilizes juxtaposition, contrasting a
budding hyacinth with a young teenager dressed up for her first
formal dance. This contrast opens the door for multiple
interpretations and brings to life the young girl’s moment,
experientially and visually. The poet says in three lines what
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many Western poets take several lines to say without jettisoning
metre and style.

old wisteria
straight only where
the trellis was

I see this haiku as a metaphor for an old man in need of a cane
to stand up and be mobile. On the surface, this poem appears
to be a description of an aged wisteria. This is the genius of
haiku: using an economy of words to paint a multi-tiered
painting without “telling all.” Garrison does this well. His poetic
canvasses only look simple. Take the first two lines of this
haiku:

sparrow tracks
in the fresh snow—
reading tea leaves

They paint a picture of nature, which by itself, is not
memorable. When contrasted with the third line, however, level
after level of meaning unfolds, calling to mind the way tones,
tints, and simple brush strokes bring to life a sumi-e painting,.

Denis Garrison writes beautiful haiku. I recommend his new
book, Hidden River, to all who appreciate the genre and to those
who want a good model to emulate in their journey to
becoming a better poet. His book will leave an indelible print
in your mind.

— robert d. wilson www.simplyhaiku.com
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cogee at dawn
tastes best

in this old tin cup
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gound at las‘c
the lost crocuses—

just the right spot
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a cool wind
from the old oak

a lOUd crack
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breeze moving
across the still Pond
delicate riPPles sPread
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with the darkness
rising in the east

ten trillion stars
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dark Farmyarcl

afaint glow in the east—

the old rooster sleeps
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rising from my rest
drawn 59 the familiar

scent of hot iron
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anvil music
drhcting from the Forge—

slow hammer tattoo
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n curling woodsmoke
rising and Fa”ing like fate

the great hammer
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great rivergrumb]es
beneath a Pinlmcog—

arooster’s crow
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visitors
each one is announced

new sPring on the screen door
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] traced 9our1ceatures
with a new leaf—

no thought o)c autumn
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a switt crossed the sky
that moment

SI"IC was gOﬂC
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a warming breeze—
bulbs sencl up green tongues

to taste the air
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ngmg wren

on t}‘:e Ceclar branch

bonsaigarc]en
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hummm starts and stops
an earlg homet

tests its wings
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still sunlit
first sheet of rain

how it glitters
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ash field

after the rains

NeEw leaves
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ancient forest
every green leaf

born this year
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the stream
of my childhood

new water
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koi Pond——

the sound of Fragrant
bubbles
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ancient gardener

not as o]d as

his adze
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moonless night ...
dark va”eg waterFa”
sings to itself

24



Denis M. Garrison

bud&ing hgacintlﬁ——
how love]g, dressed

for her first formal dance
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yourmcacc, in the
lcaﬁng orchard—

Pearl amongst emeralds
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sPring forest
bare branches and blossoms

that awkward time
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walking stick insect
on the cane handlc

under a hickorg tree
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Plowecl fields—
an irrigator sends up

driFting rainbows
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Pcahens cry out
the end of meditation

Hoors to scrub
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a dark new field
Fresh]g turned sod

alive with grack]es
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graging beneath
moming glories

old clay Pots
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cacophong
of sPring, .. everﬂthing

ca”ing out forlove
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gragrancc of Plowcd fields—
chirping sparrows

still Feeding after dusk
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weePing cherrg tree
fills the breeze with Petals—
soft APril shower
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hidden river

the willows cannot help

but tell
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the wind goes }33
dressed in white Peta]s
spring formal

37



Hidden River

old farmer's
hard hands so gentle
Planting seedlings
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Cﬂ& O‘F &89——

a slice of salmon~Pin‘< glass

where the Pond should be
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her coffin lowered—
sweet Pcta]s shower

from the dogwoods
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free at last
bright against black storm

\le”OW }Da”OOﬂ
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black storm-swollen river
grinc{ing its gravcl bed—
sheet lightning Hashes
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lonclg hillside
follows the Hooc!ing river

the trees wave
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a Pa]c island
almost lost in the mist

the cuckoo’s last call
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amcter the storm
the wet fields

smeared with moonlight
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rain~brimming
hooFPrints glittcr—
rogal bridle Path
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last clay of sPring
sudden gusts of rain

the orchard weeps Petals
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SUMMEKR

49
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a catbird calls—
the sumac thicket’s

summer }JlUSl"l
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slow and gent]c
the touch o1C

morning sun
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this dustg noon
in the sPring~1Cccl creek

our blue feet
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barn Begore dawn
somct mutter anc{ clomP

of sleeping horses
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home from thc coast
w}'nen the door oPens

coffee scent and her voice
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hour a]ctcr noon
first still moment toclag

the river stones sPeak
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dang]ing my feet
in this river once again

a turn of the wheel
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late light sParch
on the water droPlets—

washing garden tools
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velvet black night

Pu]sing with Frog song
and fireflies
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two tall cedars
swaging in the wind
wedding Partg
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grandma’s Parlor
tintypes of grim Couplcs

a silent victrola
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red fox in the Pasture——
Cattle watch the Passage

as onc
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sumac thicket—
with whirring wiﬂgs
a bluebird a]ights
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dairy COWS
gathered in the creek

stooping willows
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summermcorest
the stench of carrion

beneath honeysuck]e
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silence
among t}‘ne bumt trees

ravens PaCC
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old wisteria
straight only where

the trellis was
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faces watc}'n'ng
the fireworks show

sudc{enl9 starlit
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Old drg WC”——
a Pail" O'F sParrows

bathe in the dust
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Plains wind Pulses through

vast acres oF barleg tops—

shrill of a blackbird
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above the dam
cracked drg mud for miles—

dust brown willows
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a high wind aloft
its faint voice does not disturb

the dustg road
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distant clouds
we are so drﬂ

come WCCP {'.Ol" us
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scorched dirt
gusts lift a ge”ow cloud

before the coming rain
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wind rising—
kite on a string
longs to Hy
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in the hill Path
50 Worn, so old

my dusty Feet
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dOWﬂPOUI’ dOﬂC

steam streamers rise

hint of a chill
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lightning strike
the da9’5 heat had
risen gentlg
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somet}'n'ng there
Crossing the road

heat shimmer
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ancient cat
in the sPot of sun
breathing
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warm wind—
the iv3~covcred elm’s

SlOW swag
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the moth
on the head of the dog

in my laP
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amcter weeks away
over the garclcr: wa”

sound of the fountain

82



Denis M. Garrison

rotten o]d axe
buﬁedhwastump——

moonflower vines
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wind storm
inside a hollow log

butterflies
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summer storm
the stcaming road full
of hoPPing Frogs
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meadow in bloom
the tallest wildflowers

surrounc] a carcass
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old tomcat hunting
at meadow’s edge

he waits . . .
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storm alcter t}'xc storm
in the shore reeds

bluegi”s chasing crickets
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a bridgc to nowhere
lost in the rising stream

an old tree toPPles
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owlin grey dusk
glidiﬂg silcntlg ..
distant thunder
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vacant Farmhouse
wooden walls glow red~gold

at dag’s end
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dead cacti slumpc&
ina molc{g C]33 Pot—
rustg garc]en tools
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sky]arks sing
above the Pi”aged Plains
fair 5i<9
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above dark cottonwoods
the }Dright river of stars—
a nighxjar calls
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breaking the ]ong silence
woodpccl«:r’s vibrato

a new silence begins
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thousan&s
of Pieccs of skg
blue in the treetops
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first chores in the barn
mi”(ing a guernsey
] see my fathers hands
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moonless night
in utter darkness

a blind Poet writing
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in the cmptiness
you faded away, Pale moon—

merciless white skg
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stronger than bricks—

these bundled broken reeds
so tightly tied
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in Facjing &aglight
farmhands in silhouette

the Fragrant hag bales
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over Prairie graves

arcs that brooding cobalt 51(3—
a sole blackbird shrills
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deeP in the woods
a ruined stone wall—

sunlit cinnamon ferns
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arouncl tlﬁe waterFa”
mist drifts t}‘sroug}‘s the Pines—

the rivers muffled roar
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mountain town in flood—
from every window

a waterfall
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home at last
our va”eg get more 1ove|3

through tears
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grosted|ﬂaFﬂes
blush in the heat

silent sunrise
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October rain—
the boulevard Pavecl

in red and gold
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field of riPe Pumpkins—
the black cat catches

a mousc
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inside the kiln

anew Pot bakes

skyy-blue glaze
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Pcak of the heat
the woods are quiet—

sharp scent o? |<3a1C rot
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among thc tombstoncs
dead leaves ank]e~dccp—
wind in the treetops
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POﬂd COVCer
with s]eePing geese—

our &ogs pace indoors
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sunshaﬁs
in the elm woods

scentoFsawdust
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her frail hands

tracing the Fragi]e veins

autumn leaf
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?ami]g cemetery
raked PerFect]g c]ean—
not a leaf in sight
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ona cemetcrg bench .
an old man gets to know

the neighborhooc]
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in his favorite chair
the shape of his body

cool to the touch
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great oal<s creak
in the wind

no birdsong
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ashes scattcre&
leaves float higher
on the Ponc{’s gray face
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thc o]d man rakes lcaves
From Placc to Place—

scent of cold in the air

123



Hidden River

woodcutter’'s cabin
smoke drifts down the mountain

emptg white 5‘<9
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the more Pebb]es ] clroP,
the looser my griP—

the river grinds on
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harvested field

faded mouse trails

follow the rows
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deeP niglﬁt
the barred owl talks

to the moon
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Novcmber wind

the sexton rakcs 1eaves

off his own Plot
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last 3ear’s
new rail fence—

grey in a still dawn
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giving thanks
SO much to say

one c’ay won’t do
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late autumn
Pale morning ]ight
fills the Fog
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WINTER
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warm winter breeze
hollow without

blossoms’ scent
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harvesting
the winter wheat—

honking geese pass over
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ceaseless creaking——
the drﬂ woods moan

in the night wind
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before dawn
the scream of a rabbit—

our old hound whimpers
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rabbit spoor ends
in the middle of the field—

winter rapture

138



Denis M. Garrison

after the blizzard—
below the woodpecker

wisPs of snow
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expectant hush—
so calm and Erigl‘nt the skg
this silent night
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a &ecorated home
twinkles in the snowdrifts—

its warmth reaches me
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sparrow tracks
in the fresh snow—

reading tea leaves
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the woodcutter's Path
still wider this year—
bark-littered snow
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hunger dreams—
emptﬂing the traPs

takes hours
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cattlc clatter down
the Frozen Pasture Path—

clanking cowbell
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huddled herd—
their breath rises
and drifts
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bitter stillness
steam rises and twists

from the cowpies
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scratching the glass
the sPitting sleet

wants in
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fierce night wind
makes this old house

its Hute
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brushing snow from her headstone—
a bitter wind rattles

in the trees
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slﬁhcting its weight
lake ice booms in the night
the owls aPPlauc]
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snow outside
a deepcr cold

n my bones
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the dog s]ccps
his back to my ]eg
that hurts in a draft

153



Hidden River

gravc~silent
these long nights—

mute swan in winter
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a sti”, starry, night

From across the Pond

the bark of a fox
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hunger moon rises
From a” quarters

the coyotes’ howls
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farmer's careful wife
droPs some millet again todag—

IUCI(H SPa rOws
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all dag
trickling snow melt—

noisg teapot 1Cor Compan3
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the revolution
ends as it began—
and begins again
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Eight Shades of Blue

These exquisite poems by Denis M. Garrison prove
once again that the best things come in small packages.
From awesome beauty to stark terror; from the heights
of joy to the depths of despair; all in gem-like tiny
poems! Treat yourself to these traditional haiku,
fascinating haiku noirs, and lovely crystallines. Also
included are four articles on haiku and the prosody of
crystallines. Denis M. Garrison, the longtime editor of
Haikn Harvest, Haiku Noir, and Haiku Chycles, and
co-editor of Ku Nouvean, is the creator of the crystalline
form, a western haiku in a seventeen-syllable couplet.

Printed: 86 pages, 6.00" x 9.00", perfect binding,
black and white interior ink.
ISBN: 1-4116-3226-5.

Available online at:
http://www.lulu.com/content/128072
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Also from MODERN ENGLISH TANKA PRESS

The Five-Hole Flute

Denis M. Garrison & Michael McClintock, Editors

THE FIVE-HOLE FLUTE affords the reader an impressively compact
and rich overview of modern tanka, cinquain, and haiku,
and of the changing shape and power of these forms
when arranged in sets and sequences.

The works in this exemplary collection offer a glimpse into the
extraordinary diversity and sometimes startling richness of the
modern short poem in English, and disclose a fascinating but hitherto
concealed dimension of |ilerar)' creativity: the integration of
autonomous short poems into new, coherent, interactive patterns that
break free of the conventional stanzaic forms of longer narrative,
epic, and lyrical verse. Several techniques are illustrated—including

anaphora, thematic linking, antiphonal response, and more
demonstrating the manifold possibilities for grouping tanka, cinquain,
and haiku in compositions that convey an expanded poetic experience,
a compound literature having broad scope and unlimited potential
for dealing with the many layers and complexities of
human experience, thought, and emotion.

Resonant with the breadth and vision of literary collage, mural, and
existential mandala, the short form poets of the twenty-first century
reveal cultural and artistic roots not only in the ancient Japanese
waka/tanka tradition, but equally in the subjective realism of the
Impressionist painters and the short works of such Imagist poets as
Adelaide Crapsey, the early Ezra Pound, T. E. Hulme, Amy Lowell,
H.D, and Wallace Stevens.

MODERN ENGLISH TANKA PRESS
is pleased to present readers with this compelling,
highly readable, unique anthology.



THE FIVE-HOLE FLUTE
Printed: 116 pages, 6.00" x 9.00", perfect binding,
full color soft cover, black and white interior ink.
Available online at:
http://www.lulu.com/modernenglishtanka
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Modern English Tanka Press,
Baltimore, Maryland, USA,
publishes the quarterly journal of western tanka,
Modern English Tanka, both as a print journal
and in an online digila| edition.
The best tanka poets in English
are to be found in the pages of MET.
Visit the MET website at www.modernenglishtanka.com.

Modern English Tanka Press maintains an online presence at
www.modernenglishtankapress.com.



One wonders when they read the name of a man
or even if they see his picture, what is he truly like?
In my opinion, the best way to know a man
is to study in depth what he puts down on paper.
Denis Garrison would easily be recognized for
the outdoorsman that he is by his haiku.
Words and phrases such as: “hidden river,
plowed field, leafing orchards, hunger moon,
old tin cup, rabbit spoor, river stones, bridle paths,
spring-fed creek, woodpecker’s vibrato, fragrant
hay bales, sparrow tracks in fresh snow, field of
ripe pumpkins, scorched dirt, cowpies, frog song
and fireflies, woodcutter’s cabin” and so forth,
appear throughout his book. Denis skillfully gives
readers a strong but pleasant taste of nature
in this fine presentation via the many
outstanding haiku found around
every bend of his
“Hidden River.”

— an’ya,
Editor of 75A Ribbons
and moonset journal.
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