The 2010 ANITA SADLER WEISS MEMORIAL HAIKU AWARDS

Adjudicated by Kirsty Karkow

“It has been both an honor and a privilege to be able to select haiku that I consider the most effective and affective from such a fine collection of entries. I have thoroughly enjoyed all the mulling, reading and re-reading. Thank you, HPCM, for this opportunity and this experience.” ~ Kirsty Karkow
First Place: Anthony Nasuta; Timonium, MD, U.S.A.
bare branch

a finch sings

into the rising sun 

“This haiku shines. It is so simply phrased. It lilts when read aloud. It is straightforward and clean. It is a paean to hope, of final awakening, of life brightening. The reader knows that things are hard and cold because of the bare branch but s/he is assured of spring on the horizon.  Finches do migrate, so this is probably the male, setting up shop, as it were. No new leaves yet…but the sun is rising and birds are singing (for mates and territory).  The feeling of lighthearted joy makes this poem a winner.”
Second Place: Scott Mason; Chappaqua, NY, U.S.A.
child's picture book—
       oh the places


  I never went

 “It may be this is literally a book with photographs of various countries and scenes. On the other hand, the word child's adds deeper meaning. The understanding that truly affects the reader is that this poem tells of a child who grew up without the wonderful world of children's books…the fairy tales, the illustrated stories that form a basis for childhood's fond memories; even instilling moral values. This child may have lacked the companionship of sitting on a parent's lap and being read to. Now the adult, holding the book, realizes the loss. This is very poignant.”
Third Place: Catherine J. S. Lee; Eastport, ME, U.S.A.

noontime heat 
the pickup shedding

strands of hay
“Anyone who has known the sweaty labor of harvesting a hay field in summer will relate to this poem…as will others. These few lines manage to recreate the atmosphere of a sweltering day, a sweaty crew, and the hard work of loading heavy hay bales. The poet gives us a whole story just by showing a small detail; strands of hay flying off as the truck, presumably loaded with fresh bales, heads for the barn. Or waits in the heat while the baler does its job.”
First Honorable Mention: Bill Pauly; Dubuque, IA, U.S.A.
empty nest—
prying rusty nails

out of the tree house    
“Notice the ambiguity of nest; there may well be an actual empty nest nearby.  The children must have left home some time ago, since the nails are rusty. An attentive reader can almost hear the groan of pain as each nail resists and feel the loneliness of a household without children.”
Second Honorable Mention: Stevie Strang; Laguna Niguel, CA, U.S.A.

lazy afternoon
 

sound of the stream

repeating itself
“How enviable! An afternoon when the poet allows himself or herself enough leisure time to really listen to nature, and to listen so intently as to notice the repetition of water sounds. Totally relaxed and relaxing.”
Third Honorable Mention: Ernest J. Berry; Picton, New Zealand

summer house


 
shades of rust

on my spade
“Instead of just seeing, this poet keenly observes the details, the colors, of rust on a spade only used occasionally. Rust will wear off with use and vanish, as dark stuff and winter weariness can vanish during a happy summer holiday.”
Fourth Honorable Mention: Roland Packer, Hamilton, Ontario, Canada
morning breeze



in the campfire ashes

a moth's wing
“The ashes in this poem are emphasized because of the pivot. The breeze stirs them; the moth wing pointlessly tries to fly once more. With no obvious telling the haiku refers thoughtfully to life, death, pyres, and the eventual ashes to which all life returns. Deep subjects.”
Fifth Honorable Mention: Scott Mason, Chappaqua, NY, U.S.A.

city heat wave…   

   the wind-lifted flap

      on the bronze general's coat
“Imagine the poet, during extreme heat, seeking cool shade in a city square, then glancing up at a general's statue and envying what looks like a breeze because of the lifted coat flap. Visually the poem lifts a little as well, to help the illusion. The sculptor would be pleased.”
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Kirsty Karkow was born in England, grew up in the British West Indies and Arizona, and now lives on the coast of Maine. She has won contests and awards for her English-language haiku and tanka poetry, with worldwide publication in various journals and magazines. She was lately vice president of the Tanka Society of America (TSA), has been tanka editor for several journals; and she is the author of two books of haiku and tanka published by Black Cat Press: water poems: haiku, tanka and sijo and shorelines: haiku, haibun and tanka. Currently she serves as guest editor for Notes from a Gean Tree and is co-editor of the 2009 TSA members’ anthology. In the past she worked with beginner's haiku at WHC online.

The 2010 Anita Sadler Weiss Memorial Haiku Awards received a total of 362 entries from 57 poets in 22 U.S. states and 5 other countries. The contest coordinators want to thank all those who entered, for helping to make this year’s competition a wonderful success; and, of course, a special thank-you goes out to Kirsty, for graciously agreeing to judge the 2010 competition. We love you, one and all! 
