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EDITORIAL
Issue Nine is birthed into the literary world. This particular submission period was stressful
for both Shobhana and me, but we managed to power through. That, in its essence and purest form,
is the power of art.
I extend my heartfelt gratitude to Jim Kacian for judging our Third Annual Senryu Contest.
We received some stunning entries and the winning poems, as well as a few other gems that didn’t
quite make it to the limelight, are included in the issue.
Johannes S. H. Bjerg has personally been my mentor and guide since a little after I set out on
my Japanese short-forms poetry journey. I nominated myself as the President of his fan club and still
continue to learn something new from him periodically. When I asked him if he would like to guest
edit a special feature on parallel haiku, he readily and gladly accepted. To be honest, I didn’t know
how many poets would try their hands at this (new) poetry form. I think it is now safe to say that we
received many terrific poems that were engaging and wondrous, out of which a little more than a
dozen are featured in this issue. I hope more poets are encouraged to write parallels and even send a
few our way for the upcoming issues.
I would also like to thank my dear friend and recently appointed sidekick, Kyle Hemmings,
for generously offering to review the slush pile during our three-day rush period. His inputs and
insights were truly invaluable and, suffice it to say, saved me from drowning in a sea of yet
unopened manuscripts.
Issue Nine features exemplary work by numerous established writers, as well as first-timers
who are steadily making their way into the world of publishing. As always, each section is rife with
images and emotions that I am sure will stir you in one way or another. I would like to thank our
immensely talented 53 contributors who made this issue possible.

- Shloka Shankar
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THE POETRY SHACK

August
By Anu Mahadev
Caffeinated August sun. My unforgiving sweat. Fiona Apple crooning a song I now detest.
You want to forget a birthday but then it looms so large, you start the countdown a month before.
Hourglass paralyzed with fear.
My fingers chafe through the past, fiddle with the future.
People murmur around me: She’s the broken one.
I radiate the burnt pain of a glass blower’s kiln.
So I knit. I knit a lot these days. The soft alpaca wool cuts through my guilty palms.
The pattern goes like this:
K1 - knit a word of apology,
P2- purl a twist of self-worth until the row ends.
Repeat. Bind off. Become whole again.
It almost works.
Thoughts don't hide behind delicate painted screens. They confront you stumbling on rocks,
unable to dislodge yourself.
What about those of us who catch the wounded as they free-fall?
I sail through sea waves in my schooner.
Sometimes in a gale, sometimes in doldrums.
All my clouds live in the same bipolar sky.
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In Case of Fire
By Brad Rose
Through the magic of lightning, the sky x-rays itself. Insulator or conductor? It doesn’t matter, the
whole country is graded on a curve.
I believe ghosts may be looking for my address. The dead are all equal, although this may not be the
best use of their time.
I’m in my own scenario, now. It’s very inclusive. Otherwise, I could be doing something far more
flammable. As long as it doesn’t interfere with my blood supply, I’m happy to disconnect my animal
magnetism.
Fortunately, the objective of golf is to play as little golf as possible. Sure, the music explains a lot,
but not everything. It’s a translation of the truth, although I have no firsthand experience of it.
Like cherries lined up on a slot machine, I’ve sorted myself by chance into a single file. It makes me
wonder, Couldn’t the double blind experiment be conducted on two mice?
Sometimes, when I drive home, it’s to the wrong house. Old habits are hard to break. It’s always
best to become familiar with the enemy. You can’t go wrong starting with your heart.
As the distant thunder growls at the night, Justine asks me, Why does it take so much longer for things to get
better, than it takes them to get worse?
I tell her, Don’t be alarmed. In case of fire, I have a way with words.
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The Contestants
By Douglas Cole
It’s a day you might knock
a knuckle out replacing a battery.
It’s a day you might get the stove to sing.
We were never more seen or overdue
for this thatch hut version of oblivion,
otherwise known as heaven,
otherwise known as time-share.
Come into the boardroom
and review the options on the vision.
Out the door the storm blows
the wicked and the lawn chairs.
Debris stacks up, and post-buffet we swim
through the pool to the sea
and waves that go on endlessly.
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Carnival Boy
By Leah Mueller
It’s hard to let go of you,
funhouse mirror, us
in waves with diminished
heads, feet wide enough
to engulf the screen.
Later outside
in the yard, you picked
and trembled, said you
were thinking of your kids.
You remind me of
my own filth, hidden
with bravado:
parading closet freaks, mine
a better costume.
No grip strength
of your own.
Your misfortune. I have
extra, and will share.
Then I won’t, and you'll have
the mirror all to yourself.
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Because of your problem, do you find yourself faced with an agonizing choice?
By Michael Albright
I can’t get this song out of my head
something something the ax about to fall
Subtract your current age from
number of years (est) you have left
It’s a fine line to tremble to
from this point going forward
this will be called The Remainder
While it’s true there are infinite scenarios most
of us could benefit from the want/want paradigm
Determine the number of days (est) lost
from the use of an effective & reliable
but debilitating Modifier
I want a bleeding locust tree the kind that keeps
bleeding after it’s dead
Estimate the number of days that because
of The Modifier you actually give a fuck
about living days where “walk” & “breathe”
are within the margin of error
You want to deliver us from evil but I say that truck
is running late broke down somewhere with no juice
& no way to let us know it’s not coming
Subtract the number of days lost from
the give a fuck days & this is The Dividend
You want everyone to just shut up
Anything above zero is a Positive
I just want to get some sleep.
Note: These poems are part of a larger work-in-progress, Balance Disorder Inventory, based on a questionnaire
used in physical therapy for vestibular nerve disorders. Each title is based on one of the questions, or
questions I have made up.
Sonic Boom
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The Spirit of Truckee Lake
By Richard Manly Heiman
It murmurs through the sugar pines, a testament wanting to be told by frostbit lips or writ stark in
cursive soot on buckboard planks. Moon-bled nights, you hear it thrashing and stumbling about on
the cobalt surface. It mutters through the finest mesh, where even no-see-ums can’t pass. It slides
along the mirrored shoreline and you’ll even feel it at noon on a crystal-bright January day, crisp and
brittle as dried needles scrunching under your lug soles.
It gibbers incoherent like the last shambling haunt-eyed wreck found half snow-blind with a
bubbling stewpot and a pocketful of lies. It scalpels through whiteouts and solar static. It’s what you
stage whisper about, snuggled close by firelight. It’s the secret in the belly of the trophy trout, in the
stellar jay’s obsidian-eyed stare and the fatal plunge of the osprey. It follows you like a haint and
muscles its pemmican flesh up against your very last dream, just before waking.
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moss temple
By Terrence Arjoon
tomorrow I weave cherry sprays
in my hair and on my forehead
at the moss temple in Kyoto
an unpunctuated book written
by centuries into a compressed garden of decay
calls to mind the red sky
and a bird plucking berries
from the fire
the weight of the air the way the future uses up light

Sonic Boom

13

Capping My Brilliant Career
By William Doreski
When I reinvented cryptography you scorned my mastery of acute and oblique symbols. When I
discovered that supposedly inert gases panted like dogs you disdained my litter of lab reports. When
I chaired the Bank of America you closed your account. When I posed for a statue of Richard Nixon
you laughed so loudly the bronze shattered. When I published The Book of Ages and won an Oscar
for faking the role of author you applauded with leaden irony. When the University of Toronto
appointed me its honorary president you wrote a letter of disapprobation. When the Bishop of
Banbury ordained and defrocked me on the same day you ripped pages from your bible and burned
them in an ashtray. When Brad Pitt starred in the script I wrote about a sex-crazed old buzzard you
sent him fan mail. Now Harvard has chosen to award me an honorary degree. A dean whose name I
can’t pronounce asks if anyone in the crimson mob objects. You stand and toss your mortarboard
into the sky. Thunder retorts, and lightning prods the steeple of Memorial Church. The dean tucks
himself into his regalia but hands me a rain-soaked slab of paper. It’s a take-out menu for a cut-rate
Chinese lunch.
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PAPER LANTERNS

THIRD ANNUAL SENRYU CONTEST WINNERS

FIRST PLACE
Easter morning—
and I can’t even
get out of bed
- Terri L. French, USA

SECOND PLACE

THIRD PLACE

crooked picture—
I dream
of my son’s therapist

family secrets
a fly chooses
the butter

- Dawn Apanius, USA

- Tia Haynes, USA

HONOURABLE MENTIONS
hair of the dog—
I adopt
one more
- Julie Warther, USA
ctrl-alt-del
she says
we need to talk
- Niranjan Navalgund, India
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everyday yoga
the single-leg balance
of here and there
- Geethanjali Rajan
morning rain
a cache of outtakes stored
in my dreams
- Devin Harrison

that favorite song
a raven catches
the thermal
- Sondra J. Byrnes

snapdragons gone
just rattling skulls
- Jennifer Hambrick
a missing ladder
I question
what is really mine
- Michael Stinson
playground swing
the chain too cold
to grasp
- Helen Buckingham
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spraying aphids
my last “I’m sorry”
used yesterday
- Terri L. French
last cigarette:
you can say
that again
- Samantha Renda
evenings alone
one plate to wash
when I want to
a single blade of grass
standing up
to the wind
- Peter Jastermsky
dead irish writers
the way i hide my pain
in the pain of others
- Michael Rehling

your fall from grace
a carnival of blurred faces
- Kyle Hemmings

pondering options i save the afterlife in a cloud
- Devin Harrison
e-version of my life inside out
- David J. Kelly
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and out of the ordinary until it’s blue
- Elmedin Kadric

dreams
the Google translation
- Pat Davis
a leaf
one thought
about
- Elmedin Kadric

it’s all about me me me the gurgling stream
- Mark Gilbert
method acting
forgetting i am part myth
- Kyle Hemmings

only the thunder on our behalf
- Joseph Salvatore Aversano

mid-argument the subjunctive chimes in
- Tiffany Shaw-Diaz
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multiverse theory

this feeling

of déjà vu

- Christina Sng

dry gully
when I say yes
you say no
- Louise Hopewell
the face
you never show...
blue lotus
- Mark E. Brager

of shadows
your composition
requires mourning
- Eddie Donoghue

after the thaw
we become a family
of plastic flowers
- Kyle Hemmings
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cacophony of crows
another editor
tells me
what my poem means
- Gabriel Bates
symbolism
takes a holiday
the raven poops
- Scott Mason

god complex
I make up a moon
for my haiku
- Debbie Antebi

in a down jacket
the tip of a child’s nose
has no thought
- Alegria Imperial

the voice
beyond the gaslight’s reach
village play
- Kala Ramesh
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FICTION

Kandyland
By Angele Ellis
Its generous mahogany bar reflects my grandfather’s era, when bootlegged bottles hid behind
pyramids of bonbons. This was a town, once—crawling with bug-eyed cars and boys catching rides
on long runners. My grandfather presiding over his shop, hair brilliantined like polished wood. The
gleam of his dark eyes paved the macadam with diamonds, creating my winking life. You and I leave
our smudged glasses on the bar. The brass doorknob of the house my grandfather bought for my
grandmother resists my prints, pushing back like the black pad at police stations in my radical youth.
No one ever kissed the way I kiss you on this threshold of her domain. She raised all the children
she never wanted, channeling desire into pink whipstitch on linen pillowslips, bleached by salt tears.
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The Arborist
By J. Bradley
People wonder why I refer to Mitch as my younger brother until they meet him for the first time
and notice how his height makes it look like he’s always looming over most everyone.
The moment Mitch could talk and throw a punch was the moment I enforced the rules on my mom
and dad’s behalf while mom was working and dad napped on the living room couch because he
worked overnight doing something with computers. Some of these rules I made up in order to
remind Mitch how I was here first.
Some days, when Mitch snitched to my mom about whatever wrestling move I used on him, she’d
slap whatever she could reach, make me stand in a corner, even starve me of TV until I could make
her believe that I wouldn’t do whatever it was that I did; I always went back on my word because I
knew eventually, mom would tell me what a good job I’m doing keeping Mitch in line, even have
dad bring home one of my favorite comic books as a thank you.
When people ask me how Mitch got so tall, I take credit for beating it into him, how some god took
pity on Mitch and made him a sequoia as a corrective measure. I wonder if it was the same god that
turned mom into the thing living in the glass shed out in the backyard, what threat it might turn me
into for all the wrongs I’ve done.
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Lost and Found and Lost
By Kyle Hemmings
A young woman shows up at my door, claiming to be my daughter. At first, I think this must be a
bad joke for she looks nothing like the daughter who ran away years ago. She’s not budging and I’m
feeling more stupid by the second. I invite her in and make us some black tea with honey. “You look
nothing like Paula,” I say. “You changed, too,” she says, adjusting her dun-colored skirt. “Did you
dye your hair?” I ask. Paula’s hair was blonde and always cropped at the ears. “Dye?” she asks, tilting
her head, “why should I dye it?” I place my cup and saucer down on the night table. “What was the
name of that puppy Mom and I bought you one Christmas?” Her lips stretch to one side. She stares
through me. “Goldie,” she says. “What was your mother's favorite perfume?” I ask. “Apple
orchard,” she answers. I sit forward on the beige ottoman and grind my teeth. Did she get
reconstructive surgery of some kind? And why is her speech clearer, her voice, softer, higher? I take
our cups and bring them to the kitchen. When I return, Paula is wandering around the rooms. I
search for her on the first floor, where her mother’s bedroom used to be. She’s nowhere to be seen.
Then, I hear light footsteps upstairs. She must be visiting her old bedroom, the one now used as a
guestroom. I call out to her— Paula, Paula, Paula? The sound of her footsteps disappears directly
over where I’m standing. I call out again. There is no answer.
to remember which direction to travel
pin the sun with sticky notes
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Two for the Road
By Kyle Hemmings
I once played a supporting role with the actress, Nola Barnes, who later died from self-inflicted
wounds. The film was titled Cafe on Broome Street. It was made around the time I became addicted to
Green Dahlia and Hooker's Bluff. Off screen, Nola and I had an affair. We left hotel rooms with
broken furniture. We left bandages taped to mirrors to prove we existed. Our love lasted three
weeks, two days, and fifteen seconds. The edited version.
their sentences formed a tunnel
where they found
and lost each other
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The Sex Lives of Everyone
By Peter Jastermsky
The voice that answers the helpline says we are little rivers running into one great lake, as the “zero
hour” approaches. Hearing this, I wait in the hallway as people walk around without auras.
Every room I enter gives off layers of information. A sofa vibrates so fast it disintegrates, but not
before wishing me a life of odd smells.
The sacred Void fills me with vast unpleasantness and slips in a whack that sends me out of my
body.
I enter a world so advanced they have no gadgets, disrupting the sex lives of everyone.
hugging the heater
I hope to become
a hottie
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VISUAL ART

Wine Moon by Christine L. Villa
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Read Me a Story by Fabrice Poussin
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Finity by Phil Openhaw
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Alien by Kyle Hemmings
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Half-open by Olivier Schopfer
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Cherita Art by Christine L. Villa
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Sweet, Sweet Nothing by Paul A. Toth
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Interlock (blue) by Phil Openshaw
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quick fixes by Marianne Paul
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Haiga 1 by Kyle Hemmings
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Make Believe by Mike Butler
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Haiga 2 by Kyle Hemmings

Sonic Boom

40

Geometrical Landscape by Laura Ortiz
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Kaleidoscope by Lester Majkowicz
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SPECIAL FEATURE: PARALLEL HAIKU
Johannes S. H. Bjerg is a Dane who writes in Danish and English simultaneously and mainly writes
haiku and its related forms. He is one of the editors of Bones: journal of contemporary haiku and the sole
editor of one link chain and the other bunny. Blog: http://january-stones.blogspot.com
Parallel haiku
Johannes writes, “The idea of the “parallels” (or just parallel writing) rose from an email ex-change
with Grant Hackett about having more than one dimension - one layer of meaning, additional
threads of poetry, more poems in one poem - in a single haiku (or haiku based poem) or poemunit.” (Read the full essay here.)
A note on the selection process
It is always an exercise in being humble to serve as an editor and perhaps more so when you get sent
work in a form/construct you know will challenge writers and (perhaps) their habitual way of
looking at/writing haiku - and that you sort of made up for yourself to meet your own particular
writing needs. But with these writers, whose parallel haiku have been selected for this issue of Sonic
Boom, I am happy to see poems that retain the writers’ voices and idiosyncratic styles, while
becoming something new, something different. I hope you enjoy pondering over these 17
experiments in parallel haiku.
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CONTRIBUTORS
Alegria Imperial’s recent poetry increasingly arises from the constant clash between the
layered cultures of her new and old country, and the mediation she does that often ends in a fusion.
These have found their way in pages of contemporary journals such as Bones, Otata, the other bunny,
and one link chain among others.
Angele Ellis is the author of Under the Kaufmann's Clock: Fiction, Poems, and Photographs of Pittsburgh
(Six Gallery), with photos by Rebecca Clever, Spared (A Main Street Rag Editors' Choice Chapbook),
and Arab on Radar (Six Gallery), whose poems won an Individual Artist Fellowship from the
Pennsylvania Council of the Arts. She is the contributing editor of Al Jadid: A Review & Record of
Arab Culture and Arts.
Anu Mahadev is a left-brained engineer turned right-brained poet, based in the Greater New York
region. She is a 2016 graduate of the MFA in Poetry program from Drew University. She is parttime editor for the Woman Inc. and Editor-in-Chief of Jaggery Lit. In addition, Anu is a board member
for Quills Edge Press, based in New Jersey. Her work has appeared in several journals and
anthologies.
Aparna Pathak is a poet from Gurugram, India. Some of her achievements include being the Haiku
Master of the Month (April 2016 and November 2016) at NHK’s Haiku Masters, winning Third
Place in UHTS’s Samurai Haibun contest (2016), and being shortlisted for the Touchstone awards
for individual poems in 2016.
Ashish Narain, an Economist by profession, is fascinated by the simplicity and space found in
Japanese short form poetry. His work has been published in online journals such as Prune Juice,
Failed Haiku, and Creatrix. He lives with his wife and two sons in India, where he is trying hard to get
them to appreciate his writing.
Brad Rose resides in Boston. He is a sociologist and the author of a collection of poetry and flash
fiction, Pink X-Ray (Big Table Publishing, 2015) His new book of poems, Momentary Turbulence, is
forthcoming from Cervena Barva Press. Twice nominated for a Pushcart Prize, Brad’s poetry and
fiction have appeared in Lunch Ticket, The Baltimore Review, The Midwest Quarterly, Clockhouse, Right
Hand Pointing, and other publications. Website: www.bradrosepoetry.com
Christina Sng is a poet, writer, and artist. She is the author of two haiku collections, A Constellation
of Songs (Origami Poems Project, 2016) and Catku (Allegra Press, 2016). In the moments in between,
she finds joy in tending to her herb and bonsai garden. Website: christinasng.com
Christine L. Villa, apart from being a published children’s writer and an award-winning haiku and
tanka poet, is also the founding editor of Frameless Sky—a bi-annual poetry video journal. The
Bluebird’s Cry, her collection of Japanese short-form poetry, is now available on Amazon. Blog:
Blossom Rain.

Sonic Boom

53

Clayton Beach lives in Portland Oregon with his wife and children. His poetry is syncretic, drawing
from a number of poetic, artistic, and musical traditions. His haikai and poetry have appeared in a
variety of journals including Bottle Rockets, Heron’s Nest, Otata, and American Tanka.
David J. Kelly, despite his scientific training, has a fascination with words and the music of
language. He especially enjoys writing Japanese short form poetry, and has had his work published in
a number of print and online journals.
Debbi Antebi is an award-winning poet who lives in London, UK, with her husband and books.
She is a member of the British Haiku Society, and her work has appeared in journals and anthologies
from around the world. Her debut haiku collection, between light & shadow (wildflower poetry press,
2017), is now available on Amazon.
Devin Harrison lives on Vancouver Island, British Columbia, where he practices a minimalist
lifestyle. Much of his time is spent wandering in the rain-forest, which is an endless source of
inspiration.
Douglas Cole has authored four poetry collections and his work appears in anthologies such as Best
New Writing, Bully Anthology, and Coming Off The Line, as well as journals like The Chicago Quarterly
Review, Owen Wister Review, Slipstream, Red Rock Review, and Midwest Quarterly. He has also been
nominated for two Pushcarts and a Best of the Net. Website: www.douglastcole.com
Eddie Donoghue is a New York-based artist whose poems have recently appeared in Bones,
moongarlic E-zine, Section 8, Otoliths, and Chrysanthemum.
Elmedin Kadric was born in Novi Pazar, Serbia, but writes out of Helsingborg, Sweden. He is the
author of the haiku collection, buying time (Red Moon Press, 2017), which can be purchased
at https://www.redmoonpress.com.
Fabrice Poussin is the advisor for The Chimes, the Shorter University award winning poetry and arts
publication. His writing and photography have been published in print, including Kestrel, Symposium,
La Pensee Universelle, Paris, and more than 200 other art and literature magazines in the United States
and abroad.
Gabriel Bates is a contemporary haikai artist from Pittsburg, KS. His work has been featured in
several journals and he is currently working on his first chapbook of poetry. Website:
www.gabrielbates.blogspot.com
Geethanjali Rajan lives in Chennai, India where she teaches English and Japanese. She writes haiku
and other forms of Japanese poetry in English. She is currently the editor of haiku at cattails (UHTS).
Hansha Teki exists in his reflection; breadcrumbs of a self he broadcasts as he explores the
labyrinthine undergrowth of presence, language, and consciousness. The trail of his breadcrumbs
may be glimpsed at http://hanshateki.com.
Helen Buckingham lives in Wells, England. Her work appears regularly in journals such as Bones,
Frogpond, and Modern Haiku. Anthology credits include Haiku 21, Haiku 2014, and Haiku in English:
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The First Hundred Years. Among her solo collections are water on the moon, mirrormoon, and Armadillo
Basket.
J. Bradley is the author of The Adventures of Jesus Christ, Boy Detective (Pelekinesis, 2016) and the Yelp
review prose poem collection, Pick How You Will Revise A Memory (Robocup Press, 2016). Website:
www.jbradleywrites.com
Jennifer Hambrick is a Pushcart Prize nominee who has received numerous awards for her poetry.
Her poems have appeared in the Santa Clara Review, Third Wednesday, Modern Haiku, Presence, and in
dozens of journals and anthologies worldwide. She is also the author of the chapbook,
Unscathed (NightBallet Press). Website: jenniferhambrick.com
Joseph Salvatore Aversano has had a good number of poems published in both print and online
publications. He currently lives on the Central Anatolian steppe with his wife, where he is wont to
observe the changes in light, or dream of far-off seas.
Kala Ramesh is an award-winning poet who has been instrumental in bringing school children and
college youth onto the haiku path. Neck deep in these Japanese poetry forms, her latest obsession is
to paint city walls with haiku, and to help weave in a pause, a breather into our hectic lives!
Kathleen A. Lawrence has had poems appear recently in Rattle, Scryptic, Eye to the Telescope, Silver
Blade Magazine, haikuniverse, New Verse News, Silver Birch Press, Inigo Online Magazine, and The Epic
Presidential Poem: The Trump Years. She was Poet of the Week at Poetry Super Highway in January 2017.
Kyle Hemmings lives and works in New Jersey. He has been published in Elimae, Smokelong
Quarterly, This Zine Will Change Your Life, Blaze Vox, Matchbook, and elsewhere. His latest collections
of poetry/prose are Future Wars from Another New Calligraphy and Split Brain, available on Amazon
Kindle. He loves 50s Sci-Fi movies, manga comics, and pre-punk garage bands of the 60s.
Laura Ortiz discovered asemic writing and art in 2016. Her asemic works have been featured in
exhibitions, contemporary museums, and journals in Italy, U.S.A., and Argentina. She hopes to
further contribute to the development and expansion of asemic art. Laura lives in Toronto with her
husband and their two children.
Leah Mueller is an indie writer from Tacoma, Washington. She is the author of two chapbooks,
Queen of Dorksville (Crisis Chronicles Press) and Political Apnea (Locofo Chaps), and two books,
Allergic to Everything (Writing Knights Press) and The Underside of the Snake (Red Ferret Press). Her
work has been published in Outlook Springs, Atticus Review, Silver Birch Press, Cultured Vultures, Quail
Bell, and many anthologies.
Lester Majkowicz lives and works in New Jersey. His favorite passions are reading, photography,
art, and driving along the Jersey shore while listening to jazz music. His photos have received some
kind words on 500 px.
Louise Hopewell is an Australian writer. Her haiku and senyru have been published in journals like
Failed Haiku, Creatrix, and Hedgerow.
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Marianne Paul is a Canadian novelist who has transitioned to short-form poetry, primarily haiku,
senryu, haiga, and haibun. She was the winner of the 2016 Jane Reichhold Memorial Haiga
Competition (multi-media category) and the 2016 Haiku Invitational, Vancouver Cherry Blossom
Festival. Website: www.literarykayak.com
Marietta McGregor is a Tasmanian botanist and journalist who lives in Canberra. Her haiku,
haibun, and haiga appear in international journals and anthologies, and have been featured on
Japanese television. She has gained poetry awards in Japan, the UK, the US, and Australia. She
belongs to the Australian Haiku Society.
Marion Clarke is from Northern Ireland. She writes fiction and poetry - particularly short form.
She was winner of the Financial Times Poet in the City Haiku Competition, 2016. One of her poems
was long-listed for the Desmond O’Grady Prize, 2013 and another for a Seamus Heaney Award,
2015. Website: http://seaviewwarrenpoint.wordpress.com. Twitter: @MarionSClarke
Mark E. Brager lives with his wife and son in Columbia, MD, just outside of Washington, DC,
where he works as a public affairs executive. His poems have appeared in numerous print and online haiku journals as well as several anthologies, the most recent of them being A New Resonance 10
(Red Moon Press, 2017).
Mark Gilbert is a writer of poetry and prose whose work has been published in journals such as The
Heron’s Nest, Failed Haiku, Akitsu Quarterly, Wild Plum, Atlas Poetica, and Haibun Today.
Michael Albright has had his poems published in various journals, including decomP, Rogue Agent,
Foundry, Stirring, Rust + Moth, Cider Press Review, and the chapbook, In the Hall of Dead Birds and Viking
Tools. He lives on a windy hilltop near Greensburg, PA, with his wife Lori and an ever-changing
array of children and other animals.
Michael O’Brien is based in Glasgow, Scotland. His work has appeared in Shamrock Haiku, Up
Literature, Failed Haiku, Modern Haiku, Blue and Yellow dog, and others. You can follow him on twitter
@michaelobrien22.
Michael Rehling is a quiet haiku poet living in the North Woods of Michigan with his wife and
two cats. He is the editor of Failed Haiku: a journal of English senryu.
Michael Stinson lives in the hills of Omaha Nebraska, within hollerin distance of the Missouri
River. He is in love with haiku.
Mike Butler is an artist working with digital media. He attended the Ontario College of Art for 4
years, graduating in 1980 as an Associate of the Ontario College of Art (AOCA).
Olivier Schopfer lives in Geneva, Switzerland. He likes to capture the moment in haiku and
photography. His work has appeared in numerous online and print journals such as Acorn, Bones,
Failed
Haiku,
Otoliths,
Presence,
Right
Hand
Pointing, and
Wild
Plum.
Blog:
http://olivierschopferracontelesmots.blog.24heures.ch/.
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Pat Davis is a retired elementary school teacher. She grew up in East Boston, Massachusetts, and
has been living in rural New Hampshire since the 1960s. She enjoys life with her husband, family
and friends, as well as nature, art, reading, and writing haiku, senryu, and cherita.
Paul A. Toth is a poet, novelist, and short story writer. Shelf Unbound selected Toth’s Airplane
Novel as the #4 Best Independent Novel of 2011. His work has appeared in Pif, Antigonish Review,
Barcelona
Review,
and
Exquisite
Corpse,
among
other
publications.
Website:
https://www.paulatoth.com
Peter Jastermsky’s haiku and senryu have been featured in Under the Basho, Failed Haiku, and
Hedgerow among other journals. His haibun have been published in Contemporary Haiku Online, Haibun
Today, and KYSO Flash. Peter works as a licensed counselor and lives in California with his family,
their cat, and horse.
Phil Openshaw is a photographer and artist who works within a wide variety of media including
digital, audio /visual transformation, sound art, coding, calligraphy, printing, painting, and asemic
writing. Recent exhibitions include: Asemic Writing, Mappature del Contemporaneo, Asemic
Writing: Offline And In The Gallery, and Asemic Tech at Punt Multimedia.
Richard Manly Heiman lives in the pines on the slope of the Sierra Nevada. He works as a
substitute teacher and writes when the kids are at recess. Richard’s work has appeared or will in
Rattle, Into the Void, Bop Dead City and elsewhere. He is a two time 2016 Pushcart Prize nominee.
Website: www.poetrick.com
Samantha Renda fell in love with haiku about a year ago and has been writing ever since. Her work
has been published in a variety of places. For a living, she is an itinerant biologist, often based in her
home country of South Africa, but currently in the Galapagos. Expect many haiku about birds.
Scott Mason began writing haiku and senryu around 2001. Since then, his poems have received
over 150 awards including first place in more than twenty international competitions. For the last six
years, Scott has served as an editor with the quarterly haiku journal, The Heron's Nest.
Sondra J. Byrnes writes haiku, senryu, and tanka. Her poetry has been published in Frogpond, Prune
Juice, A Hundred Gourds, Ribbons, Modern Haiku, The Heron’s Nest, and Moongarlic among others. Along
with short form poetry, Byrnes is interested in ikebana and chanoyu. She lives in Santa Fe, New
Mexico.
Terrence Arjoon is a recent graduate from Bard College, where he ran a student experimental
poetry collective and publication. His poems have previously been published in Arabesque Magazine.
Terri L. French is a writer and editor living in Huntsville, Alabama. She served two terms as SE
Coordinator of the Haiku Society of America and is the former editor of Prune Juice: Journal of Senryu
and Kyoka. Terri is now on the Board of Directors of The Haiku Foundation, as well as their
secretary.
Tiffany Shaw-Diaz is an award-winning photographer and internationally published poet. Her
poems have appeared in Modern Haiku, Frogpond, Akitsu Quarterly, The Mainichi, and many other
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reputable publications. Her photography website is www.tiffanyshawdiaz.com, and her haiku
website is afterpinkhaiku.blogspot.com.
William Doreski lives in Peterborough, New Hampshire, in a small house in the woods. He taught
at Keene State College for many years, but has now retired to feed the deer and wild turkeys. He has
published three critical studies, including Robert Lowell’s Shifting Colors. His book of poetry, The Last
Concert, is forthcoming from Salmon Press.
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FINIS.

