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Focus on:
Leonard McDermid

Leonard McDermid has enjoyed over seventy years of looking at things and over fifty years of commenting upon them in various forms and in a variety of ways.

He left school at fifteen and worked in industry, served two years in the Royal Artillery then worked variously as a papermaker, a lorry, coach and taxi driver and a deep-sea fisherman. In 1956 he went to art college and taught for many years in the Scottish Borders. In 1984 he was appointed as Artist to the Marine Society, undertaking voyages between Ascension and the Falkland Islands. In 1989 he was on tankers in the Arabian Gulf and subsequent voyages have taken him to the Americas and the Far East. In 1997 he co-founded “Rude Mechanicals” teaching technology in many parts of Britain and Ireland.
Leonard’s paintings and constructions have always involved the use of words and letterforms, often the title forming part of the image. In 1990 he founded The Stichill Marigold Press, mainly as a vehicle for his on creations but also as a memorial for letterpress printing, which is fast disappearing after a remarkable five hundred year history. He now finds great satisfaction and joy in being able to take a conception through to finished product entirely under his own influence. The works produced below can never represent the marvelous use of letterforms which marries  the poems to other art forms.  Full details of all pamphlets and other works can be obtained from The Stichill Marigold Press Eden Cottage, Stichill, Kelso, Roxburghshire TD5 7TA


Letter Seven and Eleven from Thirteen Letters Written On Air


Railway notices and tickets
Look out to the west

there the old familiar shape

that far hill always


from All Ways


out of peanuts –
hailstones

Focus on:
Haibun by David Cobb and Mark Rutter

THREESOME

  out of peanuts –

  hailstones
  melting in the beers

Many days at sundown they meet at the beershop in the leafy outskirts of Chiengmai, sit drinking and talking to each other under a flame-of-the –forest tree. Today the chairs are knocked aside as they rush for cover.


One is a former professional cricketer, kept wicket for Kent, broken knuckles and stubbed finger-ends to show for his trade. Fled here from a nagging wife, he says, and now lives with a local woman who speaks no English.


Then there’s the ex-captain of a Dutch frigate, made up to naval attaché in Moscow, career cut short when his government sacrificed him on a trumped-up NKVD charge that he was a spy. Came East and married a lady of Thai nobility. Couldn’t fit him into her life, so he’s been bankrolled to go to the other end of the country and indulge his wish to become a potter. Has just rediscovered a way of making pink celadon, the recipe for which he claims was lost since the times of Ming. Needs a continuous supply of bee skeps which he burns to ashes.


The third is a painter. In (and on the least excuse, out of) his wallet a newspaper cutting declaring him to be ‘the Gauguin of Bali’. Originally from Switzerland, he often climbs Doi Suthep’s nine thousand feet to an altitude where chanterelles grow; pickles them for his guest as a snack to go with beer. Gastric explosions. His partner is his buxom model, every Gauguin must have one.

Chatting away the soporific hours, they ignore the one thing they have in common, their rootless unbelonging. Instead, they try to interest each other in tales of miraculous diving catches at the Oval, of things that were burned but didn’t produce a crackly pink glaze, of the guile needed to live on tick while you paint a masterpiece.

the hail peters out –

flame-of–the forest petals

pattern the earth
David Cobb
Maine Journal (XLI)
aurora-borealis-harp playing along the horizon. search–light beams. picked and vibrating strings of spectrum. skaters of light gliding across a cloud ballroom. green flame curtains. water threads. hanging silks.


the light inside the snow


disappearing

disappearing

Marine Journal (XLIV)

april: no budding from the hesitant tree. a single song sparrow’s needle-sharp notes thread the still leafless woods. crows were our winter companions when all other birds deserted us: black ashes flying out of december’s white fire, with blunt picks their songs scraped at the air’s spares lode.


goldfinch song –

eyes follow the notes

into the bare braches

Mark Rutter









while she’s out


a light comes on


awaiting her return





Basim Farid








cool breeze stirring


moon’s reflection


shivers





midnight dip


full moon shatters 


the black pond





battered old romance


love passages underlined


by a long-dead hand





Fiona De L’Isle & DJ Weston








silver runes


snail’s calligraphy


catches the moon





Aine Connolly





the wind in the trees


plays the same music


as the waves of the ocean





Joy Christie








imminent spring –


how the dots and commas


		fly about !





David Cobb





STAR POEM








at the church door


a man on his own talking


to a gargoyle





David Cobb





Congratulations to Phil Miller for being the readers’ choice in Issue 11 with his poem “day moon”. 





Honourable mentions also to Helen Buckingham (“cobbled hill”), Duncan Gardiner (Once Upon A Time”), Patricia Ace (“cold meat”), hai scott (“modern haiku”), Mark Rutter for his haibun, Duncan Gardiner, again, (“apple leaves”), Phil Miller, again also,  (“Dentist Visit”) and James Roderick Burns for his 100 word review, a concept which was warmly received. Future issues will feature more from our “honourable mentions”.





river mist�barges transport coal�in both directions�


Anatoly Kudravitsky





slow mist lifts


land to sky


all morning long





Alastair Paterson














Letter Seven





At Sea





Morning.





The Oceans





A wake











how suavely


he speaks of Beethoven


as being dead





David Cobb





seagulls rising –


a blizzard of wings


over white sand





beside brown-pollened


stagnant yellow-petalled pond


crowded verdant weeds





Robin Lloyd-Jones 





first few days of warmth.�insects set up a steady,�low hum. I join in.





heather on hills


as ancient as bitterness


burns in the sunshine


  


Bill Buchanan





in the park


our favourite picnic bench


occupied by snow





Adeliade McLeod








the yellow sun


painting with a willow


branch





Will Fernie











Evening at the hotel





a yellow crocus


stem, bulb, roots fully exposed


plastic perfection





near the restaurant


along a thin strip of grass


a hungry fox waits





the threatening sky


cradles a double rainbow


and a blackbird sings





out in the darkness


far from the bright comfort zone


a hunting owl screams





waking the sleepers


late night car park, midnight room,


a slammer of doors





Richard Stewart





pavement artist


scrapes a living 


with red chalk





Will Fernie


Cotswold holiday �chalk line across England �slowly wiped out                


 			the eternal typist 


stripping is no fun


when all the walls are steamed up


but the clothes stay on





Karen Doherty





the card list still grows


never can find an old friend


         to forget 


 


snow-covered field


a flock of blackbirds


beading the powerline





Adeliade McLeod





sudden breeze


ridging the water


of the River Teith





Alistair Paterson














CALEDONIAN RAILWAY


INTERNAL TRAFFIC





DANGER


WEEDKILLER





MOSSEND





In other tongues: Scots Gaelic and Erse





an Cùl na Beinne,


	gun taigh gun duine,


		tuath-gaoithe				in Cùl na Beinne,


	not a house nor a person,


		windfarm


bodach agus brèideag


	aig tàmh ann am Port Asgaig


		a’ feitheamh air an aiseag


bodach and cailleach


						taking their ease in Port Askaig


								waiting for the ferry


ann an Innis Tìle,


	gann mìle mìle


		air ais a dh’Ìle


in Iceland,


						barely 1,000 miles


							back to Islay


deireadh an fhoghair,


	na Granny Smith’s fhathast am bàrr


		anns an lios mun cluicheadh iad uair


end of autumn,


	      the Granny Smiths still on the tree


		in the garden where they used play


soillseachadh ris an oidhche,


	teine-biorach mun uisge


		‘s na croinn air an fhàire


illumination at night,


	phosphorescence on the water


		and the rigs on the horizon


Kyoto fo dhìle fad an t-samhraidh


	‘s an Dùbhlachd an uair sin cho blàth,


		saijiki a’ dol a dholaidh


Kyoto flooded all summer


	and then December so warm,


		saijiki going to hell


an aois, an solas geal


	agus mo shùil


		ris an tràigh thall


age, the white light


	and my eye


		on the far shore


			Rody Gorman, Gaelic


dubh is bán,


	eitleán ag déanamh scannáin


		dá scamall féin


black and white,


	a plane films


		its own shadow


			Rody Gorman, Erse


béal ór na habhainn


ar meisce le solas


gluaiseacht na gréine			golden river mouth


drunk with flowing 


sunlight 


Aine Conelly, Erse





Letter Eleven





Date as postmark





Please ensure 


That all writing is contained within this box.




















WRITE CLEARLY


USE BLACK INK





Keep this copy for your records











  


Sunset





a short-sighted seamstress


the setting sun stitches


golden hems on clouds





Gary Egan








Love





love’s for the birds:


once a great auction, now extinct


and somewhat absurd.





	Gary Egan





summer morning 


jumping from one destination to another 


the grasshopper





AJ Chilson


  


wanton buddleia


roan pipes on John Knox’s house


wave rampant summer





Aine Connelly





three perfect, yellow,�round, bright shining moons hang in�the double-glazing





Bill Buchanan





sunset in the park -�a man playing giant chess�against his shadow��icy beach�a child treads upon�broken bits of seashells





autumn dusk�a cat rubs its shadow�against fishermen's legs��no mushrooms today -�bringing home in my bucket�rainwater and stars





Anatoly Kudyavitsky





Glowing in the grate


Peat from a far hill





Will Fernie





AWAKE     stare back


	      at the wake








	      no point in looking ahead


SEA	      as we sniff the shore


DOG








~~~~~~~~














	    too long





	    a voyage











SEVEN


LONG


BLASTS last night the cook saw mermaids








	   tonight we’ll see the bar











~~~~~~~~











DEAD	     hove-to








	     engines stopped





SHIP





	      that flat hush of a dead ship





FOAM





	       even the sea still











	        hating the silence





STILL	        hard hand on siren


THE


SEA	        the mate





	        blasts gulls from the masthead











mauks in the kebbock heel


wul be brammel fir the fush





maggots in the cheese rind


will be bait for the fish


Will Fernie





Poetry





Beautiful lucre


Croupier-poets rake in


When cliché’s snookered





Poets have to cut the crap


Even if that entails


Trimming their sails





Purple patches are no crime


And poets keep eyes peeled


For orange rhymes.





Gary Egan


gulls laugh


young whine


all summer long





Alistair Paterson





bright yellow catkins�curlew's wing splash stubble bath�swollen riversong





pink blossom blowing�across bare churchyards foretells�ten thousand weddings





Kevin Murphy





panic attack –


	an old anorak


		among the bladder-wrack





Rody Gorman





sunshine on your face


first winter flowering jasmine


opens its petals





Katrina





she stirs  her coffee �with a silver spoon –�    canary song





Phil Miller























THE HUNDRED WORD REVIEW





By the River


JB Pick, Drumlins Press





‘By the River’ is an arresting book of novel short verse forms, some straight haiku/tanka (or haiku and tanka-like poems), others condensed rhyming forms and aphorisms in verse.  It defies description, a quality representing both strength and weakness.  Each poem has a title and a voice of its own.  In my view, the work nearest to the haiku/tanka vein is best (‘Insomnia’, ‘Evening’), capturing the essence of the form and adding subtle twists of rhythm and direction; the work leaning towards aphorism the least palatable.  Not bad, just not to my taste.  Try this for something out of the ordinary.





James Roderick Burns











REVIEW – RESPONSE





As one of the contributors to Alec Finlay's Shared Writing – Renga Days, I was interested to read James Roderick Burns' review of it in Haiku Scotland 10. He makes the point that 'the initial verses of many of the renga, composed by the master, are of notably higher quality than what follows', and quotes three single verses of what he considers to be 'occasional brilliance in the sequences'. I have no argument with his likes or dislikes, but I feel that singling out individual verses misses the point of renga practice. Other than the initial verses, all renga verses are written in the context of the immediately preceding verse, so need to contain less information than a stand-alone haiku. When removed from this context, they can seem bare, even insufficient, whereas the first verse has to set its own context, and is thus more self-sufficient. Any single verse should ideally link with the previous verse, the two reading as a viable five-line unit; each single verse in fact forms part of two five-line units, ending one and beginning the next. I would suggest, given the nature of renga's 'shared writing', that it is these units and not individual verses that should be judged by the critic. ------------------------------��Ken Cockburn








SKIFF





Skiff	spinning flat stones kiss


Skiff


Skiff


Skiff	the skin of surface ripples


Skiff


Skiff


Skiff	the drips from blades








~~~~~~~~











HARBOUR





LOOK	that’s her all ready





	tomorrow she’ll feel that sharp wind





OUT	honed to perfection











~~~~~~~~











IN		berthed





QUEST	trying to excavate memory





		see


		saw





SEA		coming in


		off the point





MAN		we pull a tug over


SHIP		and drowned one of her crew





		up front with the mate


		stood and watched him let it happen





SHEER	careless


		ness





~~~~~~~~














Six poems from NOTES IN THE MARGIN








Welcome to Haiku Scotland


a publication focusing on haiku, senryu, aphorism, epigram and all associated short poetry forms.





Haiku Scotland actively welcomes submissions. Please send up to 8 poems.





An SAE is required for all correspondence. Email contributions to � HYPERLINK "mailto:haiku.scotland@btinternet.com" ��haiku.scotland@btinternet.com� but please no attachments, they will not be read.





Subscriptions


Just £5 for 4, sometimes 5 issues 


Cheques payable:


 F Henderson


2 Elizabeth Gardens, Stoneyburn


EH47 8BP


Scotland





Copyright© individual contributors 





Web Links


� HYPERLINK "http://www.haikuireland.org" �www.haikuireland.org� 


� HYPERLINK "http://www.geraldengland.co.uk" ��www.geraldengland.co.uk�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.poetryscotland.co.uk" ��www.poetryscotland.co.uk�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.redmoonpress.com" �www.redmoonpress.com�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.richardwstevenson.com" ��www.richardwstevenson.com�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.photonpress.co.uk" ��www.photonpress.co.uk�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.fogbank.co.uk" ��www.fogbank.co.uk�


� HYPERLINK "http://www.peatpoets.com" ��www.peatpoets.com�





Readers’ Offers





Clinker by Ken Jones


£6 (post free) (cheques to “K. Jones”) from Troedrhiwsebon, Cwmrheidol, Aberystwyth, Wales, SY23 3NB. US customers can pay by dollar bills or order through the Welsh Books Council website � HYPERLINK "http://www.gwales.com" ��www.gwales.com�. (see review Issue 11)





Palm by David Cobb


£5 post free – saving over £3! (cheques to Equinox Press) Sinodun, Shalford, Braintree, Essex, CM7 5HN. (see review Issue 11)





Business in Eden by David Cobb


Haibun publications are scarce; it is always pleasing therefore to welcome another collection to the genre.  Containing 2 long and 12 short haibun this book is available to HS readers at the special price of £6.50 (inclusive of p&p) – saving over £2. Cheques payable to: Equinox Press, Sinodun, Shalford, Braintree, CM7 5HN, England. 





Remember to mention HS in order to obtain the discount.








Notices





StAnza 2007





The only regular festival dedicated to poetry in Scotland, StAnza is international in outlook. Held in the ancient university town of St Andrews, the festival presents world class poets and writers performing in exciting, atmospheric venues. 14-18 March 2007


http://www.st-andrews.ac.uk/standrews/stanza/index07.htm





Alan Spence will be giving a reading on his work on Wednesday 14 March at 3.30pm entitled Performance: The Haiku at St John's Undercroft, South Street St Andrews.





Haiku Scotland Open competition





We’ve set quite a testing competition and will publish results in the next issue: we would welcome haiku, tanka or short poems on the theme of spring light (shunkō). The winning entry will receive a poetry publication. All entries to be received by 30 April 2007





after the blizzard


you reach out for my fingers


icicles melt


 


gentle updraught


she pegs out the washing


a pink petal





morning sun on frost


through bells of purple heather


silver spirals rise





Katrina





frosted compost heap�crunch! deep black earth�golden nettle roots





Kevin Murphy





   snow


   night-white


- a hooded crow





hai scott





the razor’s hum—�  my hair falls�through autumn sunshine





Phil Miller
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