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EDITORIAL
As we step into our fourth year of publishing, we couldn’t have asked for a better line-up
of diverse talents. Issue Eleven continues to showcase our aesthetic across all four sections, but
the range and scope of the individual pieces has been set at an all new high.
The Poetry Shack includes over a dozen truly wonderful, exhilarating, and thoughtprovoking poems. Shobhana and I solicited work from a few of our favourite voices this time
around: Sharanya Manivannan, Alvin Pang, and Shriram Sivaramakrishnan have graced this issue
with their sparkling gems.
One of my personal favourites has been and will always be the Paper Lanterns section. It
features close to fifty haikai forms from some of the luminaries of contemporary English language
haiku, with a little something for every mood.
We received spectacular flash fiction pieces and handpicked the ten most memorable and
well-wrought ones for this issue. Carla Myers exasperatedly tells us about her tampons; Jane
Ebihara invites us to dream with her in her first attempt at writing a haibun; and elsewhere, we see
Eric A. Lochman lucidly narrate an incident dealing with a man who suffers from mental health
issues.
The Visual Art section is, as always, a mixed bag that comprises everything from collage
to visual poetry, haiga, and asemic writing. This section features many of our returning and beloved
contributors, as well as new artists who have been welcomed into our family.
We will be launching our first Best of Paper Lanterns anthology, titled the arithmetic of
sparrows, in a few weeks and will also be open to chapbook submissions under the banner of
Yavanika Press in the near future. We hope you will support our new venture with the same
enthusiasm as you have our journal.

- Shloka Shankar
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THE POETRY SHACK

12
By Alvin Pang
This being human, it’s not my thing. A bowl of ramen can stand in for breath in Maruyama. The
calm tiger, the snow leopard, the upsized glass of domestic draft, the accents we spent thousands
to escape from, behind and before us in the cashier queue. Unused to sleet we meet the street
face to face, claim insurance later. The winter, beautiful and thoughtless as children, darting
about with no gloves on. A fist against the bare cliff of this escalation: adolescence. The king
crab roasting on a common grill. Scallops tasting of a night away from love, the invoice paid on
time, thus. What is it about the white that makes us want to dress it up in shape, knowing melt
comes? No fortune slip ever says: forget the future and live if you dare. We clap our hands and
ring the bell. We scratch to win. We breed in captivity.
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I Like Bananas Because They Have Appeal
By Gale Acuff
One day when I’m dead I’m going to see
Jesus, I mean up in Heaven, and God
too, His Father, everybody’s Father
I reckon, and the Holy Ghost makes three, I’m not
sure if anybody’s ever seen Him
or if He can even be seen but like
Miss Hooker says, or maybe the Bible,
maybe both but I guess the Bible first
because she’s not that old, 25 but
then again that’s not too young, neither, With
God all things are possible, that’s catchy,
Hell, even I could’ve said that, said it
first I mean, and I’m only ten years old
and hardly know beans but in regular
school we took a field trip to the county
library, the new branch, so far only
branch, and in the lobby there was hanging
something labeled Modern Art but I call
fruit and speaking of smart I may not be
and maybe not know nothing about no
art but I know a banana when I
see one and at Sunday School this morning
I told Miss Hooker all about it, that
they were crucifying a perfectly good
banana, bananas don’t grow on trees
\—she said, Well, Gale, you don’t have to be smart,
just wise and I said Yes ma’am and Goodbye
and walked home as usual but this time
my head aching because I don’t know if
I’m smart or wise or both or neither and
at lunch I couldn’t finish my peanut
butter-banana sandwich and didn’t
drink my milk but the potato chips were
easy enough to get down; I wonder
why that is, the Bible can’t tell me so
or maybe it can but by telling the truth
any other way but directly like
it hates to do—me, I like my truth plain
but when you don’t that must mean you’re growing
up and next Sunday I’m going to tell
Miss Hooker what I learned, whatever it
is, I kind of know and I don’t, if I
didn’t know no better I’d say I was
Sonic Boom
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confused. I wonder if I give a damn?
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Take Care
By Ivan Peledov
If you happen to live in the Tower of Babel, by all means avoid
the northern wall around the 1124th floor, bird shit graffiti
unfit for a Rorschach test, burning elevator buttons,
and the wine in the restaurants that smells
like something from prenatal experience, an example
of an idol forgotten in the sky.
Winged hamsters are prone to keep something sinister and sticky in their pouches.
Thank all the languages I don’t know, celestial seas
with hordes of black drowned choppers floating around
don’t supply any food to the tables.
The involuntary patrons contemplate lidded chalices for hours.
What is the higher purpose of air? – might a waitress ask you casually.
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Butterfly Bandage
By Jared Pearce
You tell me where you are
is a majestic wilderness,
with mountains of laundry to fold,
the graceful sweep of the sofa’s plateau,
that the aerial view as you made
your approach showed an untamed
carpet swelling against bureau
cliffs, the grandeur of the bookcase
obvious even from above.
Your camera is your memory,
netting unfathomable fish;
your rifle is aimed, your shot just
a little off so bear and rabbit thrash
their mute lives against your beauty.
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Seven Swallowed Spiders
By K. M. Lighthouse
Spider-mother laughs;
she has forgotten herself but laughs
as strings descend from her center
to unfold and give birth to their marionettes,
these skeletons of dress. Not one strand,
but many, and still she laughs and crests
these lavender skies without direction. They say
she gives birth to monsters
in her eternity, this phantom twin of man,
noise-song beneath what there is
to agree upon, but I have been her womb,
surrogate for idea rebirth, a pendulum
of momentum to borrow rhythm from my footsteps,
harboring space to unwind the clockmaker god.
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the Japanese character for “the appearance of a dragon in flight” requires 84
strokes
By Kate LaDew
there once was a man, because women were not allowed to write,
who looked up, and looked down, and, with his hand, recorded what he saw
everyone believed him.
there once was a woman, because men decided she was allowed to write,
who looked up, and looked down, and, with her hand, recorded what she saw
there’s no such thing as dragons, the men said.
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Mid-Day Film Editing
By Larry D. Thacker
A jet floods out a thin contrail beyond the foreground of new tries of limbs shot up and wide by
last year’s topped black locust tree.
I’m torn between taking it all in as: jet, trail, and tree. Distracted man standing in driveway.
Or, letting a story stream in: of bamboo chimes, squirrel play, and slow alley traffic:
as a truer soundtrack, but fearing there is only a slight delay of the jet’s rolling rumble to come,
or not (who knows what will end up on the editing floor?),
I look to the promise of the apartment front door only a quick three steps away.
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Reappearances
By Lisa Zimmerman
After a painting by Gayle Crites
Why the bruised dress? Why the lonely sleepwalk?
That is not blood you move through,
not the scorched aftermath of sunset
in the immediate distance. You breathe
an ochre landscape. Your sisters
carry their burdens with purpose
so they are not burdens. Their arms
swing free. They are beside you,
above you, behind and before you.
The black ash of men
does not burn them.
Elsewhere women feed babies, warbling
small songs to drive sickness
and sadness away. Everything begins
as entrance.
Your hands are empty.
Keep walking. Keep singing.

Sonic Boom

15

A Private Calligraphy
By Miriam Sagan
rain drenches the sutras—
the ink of history
runs in the street
and a charming
black and white cat
comes to my hand
to be petted
there’s mist
in the mountains
it looks so—
Japanese
(here in Japan)
and the old neighbor
who can barely walk
is weeding her lettuce
as soon as it clears
two men start hammering
at the shrine
but no one
cleans up the beach
of the sea fished
almost bare
of everything
but plastic trash
still, the ridged shells
resemble kanji
in their design
and when I walk out
with my scissors
to clip some dried grass
arrangements
a housewife
airing bedding out a window
smiles and claps at me
as if I were
capable
of making something
beautiful.
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Mediocrity
By Saheli Khastagir
Unripe avocados on my tortillas,
unsweetened grapes for my jelly
commodified before completion.
A spark of potential, and
they are packaged to your doorstep.
riyaaz, riyaaz, riyaaz,
my mother would say;
not anymore.
Fleeting sparks for genius,
bottled and mass-produced to your lips,
till you shake your hips (to them)
like second language
for a week.
Heroes change every week here.
There is a strange sense of justice in that.
Anyone can be a sensation;
stand tall, smile big,
open the door to your house, your wardrobe.
The moving limelight,
the shifting goals.
I make coffee with K-cups,
standardized to perfect good-enough.
riyaaz, riyaaz, riyaaz,
she would say;
not anymore, Ma.
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Aubade With A Line From Sei Shōnagon
By Sharanya Manivannan

You have a lover who always sends a next-morning poem,
who disappears without reading the daybreak in your eyes.
That one who wouldn’t know your shadow in the marketplace
startling the avenues of light
in the fading of
of night-blooming scents,
your voice
disrobed of its nocturnes, an indigo
darkening below your ear like ink-signature.
Crease closed the distance of those lines,
their sigh against the silence of another day.
Turn towards another poem, or another lover,
one who brings it to you like a sprig of bougainvillea
between the teeth
– blood-dew on bitten stem,
blood-dew on the pillow book of the lips.
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½ a poem
By Shriram Sivaramakrishnan
Every time my mother loses or misplaces
something, she prays to Half-A-Pence God,
the deity of lost things, her latticed hands
cupped in surrender, empty,
overflowing with a need. But she has never
kept half a pence as an offering. Instead, once
the missing item finds her, she proffers
a plate of jaggery.
And it works every time, so much so that
I have come to believe in Half-A-Pence God –
not as the deity of lost things, but for
lost things, in-charge of an association
of sorts, where the misplaced items get
to know each other – keys befriending pencils,
spoons trying to impress widowed shoes,
gloves gazing sleek models of iPhones, hair
clips fantasizing forlorn locks of hair,
sunglasses ogling four-holed buttons –
until their membership expires,
and they are sent back to their owners.
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The Mirror
By Steve Klepetar
has wings of smoke
vague reflections
every image blurred like memory
and time. Is that your face
lingering in glass or your mother’s
caught in that amber world?
Her hair blooms and blends auburn,
rust and chestnut brown, her eyes
fill with green-gold light.
She looks pleased and distant
already welcome at some other
table than your own.
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migrant
By Sudhanshu Chopra
a point soccers across
a balding field—
a lone,
linear run
cuts past
the goal post,
crosses the continent,
appears west;
an apparition
from the orient,
flat as a plane,
mistaken for the night
expanding overhead;
fired at,
gunshots in the chest,
stars in the sky,
Cartesian splashes
on the line graph.
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PAPER LANTERNS

left alone the storks fly south again
- Ashish Narain

the darkness inside an orange winter sunlight
- Matthew Moffett

shadows of elms I kill my Hamlets
- Kyle Hemmings

evening sunlight looks like the snare sounds
- Elmedin Kadric

an eagle shadows a wheat field’s yellow whisper
- Kala Ramesh
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anachronism
the kigo not working
as a kigo
- David J. Kelly

shaking the beach blanket
as if
- Marjorie Thomsen

how I can talk
and not say a thing
snow flurries
- Michael Stinson
with the old word
for midwinter I weave
my cocoon
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg

sudden sunshine at the end of the sentence
- Keith Polette
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do not resuscitate my oblong sighs
- Kyle Hemmings

jumping out of my skin I leave myself
wondering
- Marie-Louise Montignot

leaf litter when I used to dream
- Mark Gilbert

water lilies growing into my own
- Debbi Antebi

naked at the window the cat’s ambition
- Ben Moeller-Gaa
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steamed mirror I swipe right
- paul m.

photoshop
the fiction
of intention
- Pat Davis

drama queen
I take my time
on the throne
- Elmedin Kadric

second date the escalator handrail skipping ahead
- paul m.

foreign key constraint

Cinderella

- Deborah P. Kolodji
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day lilies my mother dies in anti-arcs
- Kyle Hemmings

we wonder about paradise
as if a beggar
from far away

waiting for sunset
the day lily
a whimper
- Alegria Imperial
just before
those words
the laughter
as if you
and the wave
had never met
- Peter Jastermsky

record skip
my use
of past tense
- Tiffany Shaw-Diaz

(rarer than) hen’s teeth
whatever-this-is
between us
- Martha Magenta

Sonic Boom

27

dusting cobwebs i’m becoming her side of the argument
- Chris Dominiczak

belly of the glass frog your intentions
- Robin Smith

canned soup
what I can(‘t) do
for myself
- Marianne Paul

Coke bottles with names –
who do I want to be
today
- Susan Burch
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swimming past breakers the depth of what’s known
- Jay Friedenberg

dead bird
beginning to believe
i’m made of paper
- Kyle Hemmings
in a discussion about psychiatry
a bird
goes missing
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg
i’ve heard sirens
in letters
declared dead
- Keith Polette

day of silence
does onomatopoeia
count?
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg

pain creeps into the forevernight
- Robin Smith
preparing to meet Godot
I’m reborn
as a dish of porridge
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg
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not every weight has a name
a stone’s throw
not far enough
but enough
- Pat Nelson

no other
bird what
is it
that you
call
- Joseph Salvatore Aversano

a stone knows better
how to be stone
than i know
how to be
human
- Tom Blessing
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stained glass
born of blood
uncatalogued
- Helen Buckingham

gifts of the Magi
what Mary did with them
- Pat Davis

Lent
giving up smoke
and mirrors
- William Scott Galasso

honest salesman—
the transparency
of a jellyfish
- Martha Magenta

old oyster beds
a jail cell that once held
Jack London
- Garry Eaton

lost in step-relatives dwarf galaxy
- Deborah P. Kolodji
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FICTION

Strange Cathedral
By C. L. Cummings
You walk into an aging gas station. Old flyers in the window invite you to concerts from
years passed. Somewhere a rusting bell rings as the door opens halfway, then again as it closes
behind your thinning frame. At the counter, ask for a six-pack of whichever is the cheapest. The
boy at the register doesn’t bother with your ID; you’ve begun sprouting strands of tangled hair
easily camouflaged in the moon’s light. Your skin shows even darker on those nights, somehow.
Push the door to leave the store and there’s one flyer for a festival in St. Augustine where you
found a note taped to the wall of a unisex bathroom backstage scribbled, in a hurry maybe, by an
anonymous boy begging for love: Call me? Please.
Once, you overheard someone say, a red hardback open and cradling her knee, “Have
you ever read something so applicable to your existence that you want to crumble it, cut your
neck little, stick it in, and just sew that shit back up?” A ball of loose-leaf decays in your
esophagus, even now. Sometimes, without trying, you can feel the bulge buried in your throat.
Outside you make a steeple with your fingers, crossing index over index in a small t the
way Mrs. Grasier taught you in Sunday school twenty-five years ago. Place it on top of the
building, arms raised, shielding your face. A man who has often held your hand, not ever your
heart, asks what the hell you are doing. You say, This is a church.
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Holes
By Carla Myers
I have to find new holes because the tampons need somewhere to go. They live
everywhere: every purse I own, the cup holders in my car, the pockets of old coats I should have
given away already, my pencil case, my junk drawer, my husband’s funeral suit pocket. They are
mice that the cat killed, dragged by the tail and left under my bed. They are tampon-henge
arranged in a red solo cup under my mother’s upstairs bathroom sink, they are a line of talismans
arranged on my windowsill to ward off age.
They hold hands and make precarious, swinging, tampon bridges, so the other tampons
can skitter over top and follow me through the house. When I try to leave the house, they jump
up on me like excited dogs who want to go for a car ride. While they wait for me to return, they
entertain themselves by building structures like Lincoln-Log cabins and playing self-Jenga.
I don’t have the heart to tell them I don’t need them anymore. They would slump in
despair or it might foment unrest between the old-school plastic applicator contingent and the
OB hipsters, who still think they are so progressive and superior. I’ve never told any of them
about the Diva Cups. It would be quite a blow.
They really have to leave, though. Every time I see one it’s like seeing the wedding photo
of my now-divorced parents. They both look so smooth and beautiful, fragile and ready. When
they divorced, my grandmother yanked it from her wedding wall triumvirate of photos of her
daughters. My aunt and her husband went next. My mom’s oldest sister and her husband stayed
for the duration. She died of breast cancer at fifty, so her spot was assured. When my
grandmother died, I spirited away the faded photo from a box of second-rate relatives. So now I
have it in a new a box— full of things I am unable to look at.
The tampons refuse to be given away and I know at least half are in hiding. When I find
a box of them, I take them outside and insert them in the places where the chinking has fallen
away from our old stone house. They swell up in the rain and remain firmly in place. Their
strings act as anemometers so I always know which way the wind is blowing. That is where most
of them are now; I will have to get an archeologist’s pick if I want to chip out space for more.
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These days, if I catch one, camouflaged, inching along the white baseboard radiator, I trap it with
my hands and squeeze it into the box with my parents’ photo and the other invisible things.

Sonic Boom

35

The Professor
By Eric A. Lochman
In your expensive suit, you announced to everyone in the elevator riding up that morning
that you were at the hospital to lecture on psychosis. Part of the symposium, I supposed, that
would take the better part of my lunch break, and any other time of day that I could get away
from the countless emergencies downstairs.
I got off on 9 after seeing you for the first time and waved goodbye until later in the
day. The second time, in the downstairs lobby, I barely thought I saw you from the corner of my
eye as the elevator doors closed. I had just rounded a corner, when my attention was caught not
by the sight of you, but by the sound of the two pings in quick succession, announcing the
arrival of two cars on the ground floor at nearly the same time. Two different pitches for two
different cars rang out, each followed by the second pitch to indicate one car was going up, the
other down to the basement.
Upon seeing you for the third time, my mind wandering in Schoenberg’s Verklärte Nacht,
pouring through my headphones, was disturbed — one might say transfigured once again — by
a cascading partial scale constructed out of tones for up and down as well as tones for every
floor, emanating from all four cars. In the interstitial spaces, I could even hear the filigree, like
grace notes, of other echoing cascades on other floors, both above and below. Well, that and the
inconvenience of riding up in a car that stopped mysteriously on 9, 10, 11, 12, regardless of
whether anyone got on or off.
Yanking out my earbuds, I listened in astonishment, no longer at work at all, but in your
thrall, as the concert you were conducting using our four reverberating elevator shafts began to
involve us all. “How did I miss this before?!” I exclaimed in wonder, silently to myself. “How
did I miss this irresistible instrument, just waiting every day to be played, if only hands with
sufficient skill would come along?” Trying to maneuver closer, chasing a fleeting glimpse of you
entering one car as I was leaving another, or vice versa, I pursued you across the floors, intrigued
by the gathering complexity of the piece you were composing in our building.
“Am I even beginning to hear the freight elevators joining the chorus?” That was the line
I chose as my opener to finally ask you as we landed together in a car on its way to 2 from 6.
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You stood stone still, not answering, staring at the ceiling and counting beats in whatever
measures inconceivably comprised your complicated score. You seemed nervous and twitchy. “Is
this an obsessive-compulsive thing you’re doing?” I ventured, intuiting your need to get it right,
“Or are you having a manic episode? We could help you here.” You nodded in the affirmative to
both questions but declined my help and exited on 6 to cross the hall and board another car.
I’ll never get to hear that talk, I thought, but this is lesson quite enough. I am something
of a rebel I suppose, to revel in this sort of entertainment, unlike all those stuffed shirts who
would criticize us, he and I, pretending concern for the mentally ill. Yes, even call it illness – this
gift to humanity, however inopportune, out of their need to have everything proper and tucked
away.
“You knocked ’em dead today,” I said as I saw you later, being carted away in handcuffs
into the elevator once again. On your way to jail, I assumed, by the mixture of hospital security
and police officers who accompanied you.
“Face front and keep quiet for the ride, sir,” one officer said as you turned toward my
praise. “You’ll be facing charges of endangering people’s lives by gumming up the hospital’s
elevator system, using it as your toy.” “Don’t worry about me,” came your reply. “I have
excellent lawyers. Oh, and don’t forget,” you said, remaining quite jovial as the elevator doors
moved to close around your image, beginning to eclipse your face from both sides, “I’ll be
presenting on post-partum psychosis for the conference at Midtown Women’s all next week.”
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Night Travel
By Jane Ebihara
I am a passenger in a helicopter piloted by either my first husband (whom I divorced) or my
second (who died). Neither of them can fly. It’s unclear which one is behind the controls at any
given time. One nearly slams us into a mountain and the other insists without words that to fly
through subway tunnels and under bridges is safer than the sky. Metal blades rattle and scrape on
the tunnel rocks. Slice away at the bridge above. My writing folder tips and loose pages flutter
away through walls that are no longer there.
desire
dark enough
to read by
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Stratocastic
By Kyle Hemmings
When the sky fell, I clutched my little dog to my chest and ran to the safety of my leaning house
constructed with the best gravitational pull available. My girlfriend, Winnie, called to say there is
now a big hole where the sky was and soon, all kinds of stars and pirate spaceships and floating
coffins of aliens will fall through. She said she was now afraid to walk outside with her eyes
open. How would the sun be filtered? she asked. I told her that I wasn’t afraid of the void above. It
was always there in some form, between our words, in the silence after slippery lovemaking, in
the way our brains grow lighter with age and increasing space. It’s called forgetting. It’s the void
partially eclipsing everything. At death, we become the nothing that opens up.
voice projection
the universe as an infinite copy
of your discarded thoughts
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We Could Be Them #10
By Kyle Hemmings
During Christmas break, we cuddled next to an artificial fireplace. It was in the attic of my old
house that contained my growing pains. We exchanged gifts. She bought me essay collections on
Fichte and Hegel for Dr. Han’s 19th century philosophy class. I got her a steeked velvet cardigan
and a crochet jute basket, one she had admired some months back, when the birds weren’t afraid
to fly closer to humans. After foreplay, she refused any further of my clumsy advances. We sat
apart. I felt wet inside and asked her if she’d like any hot chocolate. I tried listening to the snow.
She began to knit a star clutch. She said she was pregnant. After she left, I thought of how winter
was pregnant with starry nights. And by the time spring arrived at the budding core of the next
semester, both winter and its starry nights died from too much daylight. For the rest of my life, I
remained a snowman who could never melt.
walk two dozen steps back
why do you still count
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Robber Girl
By Nancy Au

“‘I always sleep with the knife by me,’ said the robber-girl. ‘No one knows what may happen. But now tell
me…why you went out into the world.’” – Hans Christian Andersen, The Snow Queen

She is not the Snow Queen because she is a robber girl who has never seen her own
reflection and does not need one to know she exists.
Her home, full of linen, leaves and mud and thatch; not ivory or silver or glass that
throws back her want. She does not bounce from room to room or thought to thought, like
light; rather, sinks like teeth into fur and feather—swallows pigeons, spits ravens.
She tickles Gerda, delightful, and both look fierce, like a knife, brat, rascal—she calls her
a knife girl, and into her they both pull. She left her family to live with Gerda in the forest,
skinning rabbits—sleeping in reindeer beds of flattened grass, opened and enough.
She wakes alone each morning and feels like a horrible thorn, wants to burn nests and
fields, watches the reindeer leap drunkenly. She waits for her huntress, dripping rabbits bound in
her hand—and smacks her lips hungrily.
She watches Gerda amble up the home path, frost bitten and wild, wings, up and wide—
wiry air and feather, and she, a hungry robber, strokes Gerda’s chapped lips with her thumb,
studies the sleeping sky in her eyes, like shadows on horseback hunting dreams.
She kisses the forest, its neck, every single trunk and petal, leaf and root because she is
sewing thread—hand, spent strength that can still give. She and Gerda are not empty
magnificence like starlight, a dog’s howl, sleep.
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Priorities
By Peter Jastermsky

Ever since I was young, I’ve been drawn to arcane information. Books full of such information
are some of my best friends. My all-time best friend is ‘Floating Obscurities: The Lost Wooden
Ships of the Sea’s Great Storms.’ I devoured each page of Admiral Privy’s classic text like a
depraved tapeworm.
It’s sad that these crafts were lost, sunk, or forgotten over the centuries. Still, I have my
priorities. I have a better understanding of what’s on the ocean bottom than what’s now in front
of me.
learned shame
I become each word
I mangle
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Something in the water
By Susan Beth Furst

A Jewish transport arrives at Stutthof concentration camp. Down the road is the popular resort
town of Krynica Morska. Families untouched by the Nazi nightmare splash in the waters of the
Baltic Sea, oblivious.
holiday
at the beach
gentle waves

she says goodbye
to her father at Auschwitz

Wetlands and beautiful pine forests, spotted with silver-birch and oak, surround the electric
barbed-wire fences of Stutthof. Inside the fences, typhus runs rampant.
two leaves
on a branch
white ash

her friend says
‘I will be your sister now’

Just days before Liberation, the remaining prisoners at Stutthof are marched to the Baltic.
Hundreds are forced into the water and shot. One of the survivors marries and immigrates to the
United States. She vacations with her family every year at the beach.
untramped
in the snow
purple crocus
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fractured symmetries
By Vidya Namika
i rearrange the stainless steel spoons over and over, a dozen of them, a dozen times. i
arrange them in twos and threes and fours. fives, i realise, don’t fit. i pause, in asymmetries.
my grandmother was a small woman with sagging skin when i knew her. my skin was not
young-looking. it was young. i wasn’t attached to her. not in the way a girl is to a woman. she, my
grandmother, a fragile woman, had given birth to nine children. only three survived.
i re-arrange the spoons again.
the day i got my nose pierced my father told me that his nose, too, was pierced when he
was a child. and he wore a nose ring till he was eleven. i had noticed the mark earlier, many
times. it never registered until that moment.
i remove my nose pin. my nose too has a mark, of something that had been there earlier.
a belief survives, so does a child.
memories flood the page. they defy order.
i wonder if six and six is neat or if i should bind all together.
pain, focused like a small dot, arises where once there was a nose pin. the nose pin itself,
which i bought from a loquacious Marwadi jeweller, lies in a cheap yellow ceramic coffee
mug. not totally broken. not totally whole.
my grandmother was more than half-blind. wobbling around her small red-tiled house
and its dingy kitchen, she touched life with her hands. she took down goodies from a small
wooden shelf, fixed to the kitchen wall, while anticipation impatiently swelled in the small living
room.
i stack goodies on my kitchen shelves while the spoons wait to be stashed away in a large
steel container that holds dozens more.
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kachha papads, arranged neatly, dry in the sun in our neighbour’s courtyard. i hear a
mother telling a daughter how the papads become brittle and break if dried for too long. kali
mirch, jeera, and salt are good for digestion.
i tightly twist a thick rubber band around all twelve spoons. life gets articulated in
identical patterns.
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VISUAL ART

cloud atlas by Debbie Strange
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railroad ties by Samar Ghose
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Rigmarole by John McConnochie
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Haiga 1 by Don Baird
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Of The Language by Robin Tomens
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The Serious Penman by Dawn Nelson Wardrope
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morning talk by Nika
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Story of the song by Sacha Archer
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beneath the world by Johannes S. H. Bjerg
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Colonial Secret by Robin Tomens
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Liberté by Laura Ortiz
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Haiga 2 by Don Baird
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fall and lie by Johannes S. H. Bjerg
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class reunion by Samar Ghose
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Siesta by Olivier Schopfer
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Snow Horse by Phil Openshaw
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Fahrenheit 451 by Robin Tomens
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Divine Flames by Laura Ortiz

Sonic Boom

64

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.
Alvin Pang is a poet, writer, and editor from Singapore. Active internationally in literary
practice, his writings have been published worldwide in more than twenty languages, including
Croatian, Macedonian, Slovene, and Swedish. Among various engagements, he is a board
member of the University of Canberra’s International Poetry Studies Institute and a doctoral
candidate in the practice of creative writing with RMIT University. His latest book is WHAT
HAPPENED: Poems 1997-2017.
Ashish Narain is an Economist by profession and a haiku poet by choice. His work has been
published in online journals like Prune Juice, Failed Haiku, World Haiku Review, Under the Basho, and
Creatrix. He lives with his wife and two sons in Delhi, India and has finally convinced them that
he is almost famous.
Ben Moeller-Gaa is a haiku poet who hails from St. Louis, MO. His work regularly appears in a
number of haiku journals and anthologies. He is the author of two haiku chapbooks, the
Pushcart nominated Wasp Shadows (Folded Word, 2014), and Blowing on a Hot Soup Spoon (poor
metaphor design, 2014). Website: www.benmoellergaa.com
C. L. Cummings studied creative writing at University of Central Florida. Currently, she is
earning her MA in Educational Leadership and does editorial things at bagliterary.com.
Carla Myers, with an undergraduate degree in sculpture and a J.D. from Dickinson Law School,
followed the most logical path to becoming a writer. She lives in central Pennsylvania and
recently won the flash-fiction writing contest at The Gateway Review. Her work has been published
in Sick Pilgrim/Patheos, Muse/ A Journal, Streetlight and the Same.
Chris Dominiczak is from Newcastle upon Tyne, UK. He won the first UHTS Rosenberry
Literary award for haiku and has been published in several journals. He mainly writes Japanese
short-form poetry and its related genres. When he’s not writing, he busies himself in either taking
photographs, wood working, tree cutting, or is subject to his daughter’s demands.
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.
Dawn Nelson Wardrope, after a twenty-year gap in the arts, has recently begun creating visual
poems. She practices asemic writing and concrete poetry. Her work has appeared in Utsanga,
Otoliths, Angry Old Men, and Renegade, and can also be found widely on Facebook. She lives in
Scotland with her husband, son, and their two greyhounds.
Debbi Antebi lives in London, UK with her husband and books. She is the author of between
light & shadow: haiku & senryu (wildflower poetry press, 2017), available on Amazon. Debbi
exhales oxygen while reading and writing poems.
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Debbie Strange is a widely published Canadian short form poet, haiga artist, and photographer
whose creative passions bring her closer to the world and to herself. She is the author of Warp
and Weft: Tanka Threads (Keibooks 2015) and the haiku chapbook, A Year Unfolding (Folded
Word 2017). Website: https://debbiemstrange.blogspot.ca
Deborah P. Kolodji is the California Regional Coordinator for the Haiku Society of America
and is the Moderator of the Southern California Haiku Study Group. Her haiku have been
published in Modern Haiku, Frogpond, bottle rockets, Acorn, Mariposa, The Heron’s Nest, and many
other journals.
Don Baird (2009 Martial Art Masters Hall of Fame) is an internationally known martial arts
teacher and poet. He specializes in eastern poetry forms including hokku, haiku, haiga, haibun,
and tanka. He has been published in numerous haiku journals and anthologies. Currently, he and
haiku poet, Stephen Bailey (Hansha Teki), continue to produce the Living Haiku Anthology, the
Living Senryu Anthology, and Under the Basho.
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).
Eric A. Lohman is a psychiatric social worker, music composer, and poet, living and working in
the Atlanta, GA area. He works with the chronically mentally ill and homeless populations. Most
of Eric’s writing is an attempt to respond to that reality.
Gale Acuff has had poetry published in Ascent, McNeese Review, Pennsylvania Literary Journal, Poem,
South Dakota Review, Orbis, and many other journals. He has authored three books of poetry:
Buffalo Nickel (BrickHouse Press, 2004), The Weight of the World (BrickHouse, 2006), and The Story
of My Lives (BrickHouse, 2008).
Garry Eaton is retired and lives in Port Moody, BC, Canada. His interest in haiku began in 2006
and continues strong today, both as writer and as digital librarian for The Haiku Foundation. His
haiku have been published widely and frequently anthologized.
Helen Buckingham lives in Somerset, England. Her work appears regularly in journals such
as is/let, Modern Haiku, and NOON, and anthologies including Haiku in English: The First Hundred
Years (W. W. Norton, 2013). She won first prize in the Martin Lucas Haiku Award, 2016, and her
most recent collection is sanguinella (Red Moon Press, 2017).
Ivan Peledov is a poet now living in Colorado. He likes to travel and collect postcards. He has
had work published in Ditch, Eunoia Review, Red Fez, Bear Creek Haiku, Unlikely Stories, and Lost
and Found Times, among other magazines.
Jane Ebihara is a retired teacher living in New Jersey. She is the author of the chapbook A Little
Piece of Mourning (Finishing Line Press) and has been published in many journals and anthologies,
including Tiferet, Adanna, US 1 Worksheets, and Edison Literary Review. This is her first haibun.
Jared Pearce’s poems have recently been or will soon be published in Potomac Review, Lampeter
Review, Rosebud, Pirene’s Fountain, and Review Americana. His debut collection of poems is due from
Aubade Press later this year.
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Jay Friedenberg is a member of the Haiku Society of America and Spring Street Haiku Group
in New York City. He has had his work accepted in numerous US and international journals. In
2015, he placed second in the Gerald Brady Memorial Senryu and the Kusamakura International
Haiku competitions.
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 three editors of Bones: journal of contemporary haiku,
and the sole editor of one link chain and the other bunny. A list of his published books can be found
here: http://january-stones.blogspot.dk/p/books.html.
John McConnochie has been exhibiting internationally for over 30 years. Lately, he finds joy in
bringing disparate images together. However dramatic or poignant they may be, his works
remain a vehicle for abstract principles, without supporting a particular narrative. During 2017,
John had his artwork included in exhibitions in the US, Spain, and Russia.
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.
K. M. Lighthouse’s work has appeared in From Sac, Blue Lake Review, and Mapping Salt Lake City.
Her forthcoming collection entitled You Are an Ambiguous Pronoun will be available in August
2018. She is an organizer with Portland’s Eastside Poets and member of High Priestesses of
Poetry.
K. Ryan Gregory is an artist and photographer based in Portland, Oregon. Using digital
photographs, The Color in Pain series explores the trappings of anger. The barb wire represents
the barrier that anger can place us in and the added lighting, flowers, and effects represent a
breakthrough or resolution.
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!
Kate LaDew is a graduate from the University of North Carolina at Greensboro with a BA in
Studio Art. She resides in Graham, NC with her cats, Charlie Chaplin, and Janis Joplin.
Keith Polette’s haiku have appeared in such journals as Modern Haiku, Ardea, Hedgerow, Under the
Basho, Failed Haiku, and Daily Haiga. Polette’s book of haiku, The New World, is a Pond Frog
Edition of Red Moon Press (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.
Larry D. Thacker’s work has appeared in over a hundred publications including The American
Journal of Poetry, Mad River Review, The Southern Poetry Anthology, Mojave River Review, and Jazz
Cigarette. His books include Mountain Mysteries: The Mystic Traditions of Appalachia and the poetry
books, Voice Hunting, Memory Train and Drifting in Awe. Website: www.larrydthacker.com
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Laura Ortiz discovered asemic writing in 2016 and began to create her own art. She was
immediately fascinated by the combination of typography and design with literature and abstract
art. Her asemic works have been featured in art exhibitions, contemporary art museums, and
magazines in Italy, USA, Argentina, and India. She hopes to continue her work and contribute to
the development and expansion of asemic art.
Lisa Zimmerman lives in Fort Collins, Colorado. Her poetry has appeared in Natural Bridge,
Florida Review, Poet Lore, Cave Wall, and other journals. Her collections include The Light at the Edge
of Everything (Anhinga Press) and The Hours I Keep (Main Street Rag). Lisa’s poems have been
nominated four times for the Pushcart Prize.
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
Marie-Louise Montignot lives in France and started writing haiku in 2013 under Dominique
Chipot’s guidance. She is the author of six books of poetry and co-author of two. She has been
published in haiku journals such as Mainichi, Failed Haiku, and Ploc¡.
Marjorie Thomsen is the author of “Pretty Things Please” (Turning Point, 2016). She has been
nominated twice for a Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. Her poems have been published
widely and read on The Writer’s Almanac. Marjorie serves on the board of the New England
Poetry Club.
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.
Martha Magenta lives in Bristol, UK. Her haiku, haibun, senryu, and tanka have appeared in
many journals and anthologies. She was awarded Honourable Mentions in contests for haiku,
tanka, and haibun in 2017. Martha is listed on The European Top 100 haiku authors, 2017.
Matthew Moffett lives in Mt. Pleasant, Michigan, USA, with his wife and two kids. He teaches
writing at Mid Michigan Community College and his poems have appeared in The Airgonaut,
tinywords, Bones, and The Heron’s Nest. He hopes you enjoy his poem!
Michael Stinson lives in the hills of Omaha Nebraska, nestled between the Missouri River and
Great Plains. He has recently been focusing on studying and writing haiku, haibun, and other
short forms. Robert Spiess’s “A Year’s Speculations on Haiku” is part of his daily devotions.
Miriam Sagan recently completed a residency at Kura Studio in Japan. The author of over 25
books, her memoir, A Geographic, recently won a New Mexico/Arizona Book Award.
Nancy Au’s writing appears in Liminal Stories, Tahoma Literary Review, The Pinch, Beloit Fiction
Journal, Lunch Ticket, and SmokeLong Quarterly, among others. She has an MFA from San
Francisco State University. She teaches creative writing at California State University Stanislaus
and is co-founder of The Escapery.
Nika is the pen name of haiku poet and retired educator Jim Force. Over the last several years,
he has teamed up with former high school friend, Jim McKinniss, a retired mathematician and
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software engineer turned photographer, to create haiga. Their work has been published in a
variety of publications. Website: www.jimmckinnissphotography.com
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:
olivierschopferracontelesmots.blog.24heures.ch
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.
Pat Nelson is an artist and haiku poet who enjoys exploring and sharing the connections of all
things . . . sit long enough / the river in the fish / becomes a bird.
paul m. is the penname of Paul Miller, an internationally awarded and anthologized poet. He is
the editor of Modern Haiku, the longest running English-language haiku journal. His latest
collection, Few Days North Days Few, was a Kanterman Award winner and Touchstone Award
winner.
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 visual artist from England who works within a wide
variety of media, including commercial and fine art photography, Abstract art, digital image
manipulation, audiovisual transformation and generative sound art, coding, calligraphy,
electronic music, printing, painting, and asemic writing. Website: www.philopenshaw.com
Robin Smith is a poet and visual artist currently residing in Wilmington, DE. Her creative
outlets act as therapy for her chronic illnesses. Her poetry appears or is forthcoming in Plum
Tree Tavern, The Cicada’s Cry, NKH World Haiku Masters, and Incense Dreams.
Robin Tomens is a visual/text worker living in London. His work has been published by
Timglaset and Stride (Points Of Departure - Essays On Modern Jazz). In the early-90s, he produced a
fanzine, EGO. He uses a computer, print techniques, and sometimes paper collage. Website:
https://rtomens.blogspot.co.uk/
Sacha Archer is an ESL instructor, childcare provider, writer, and the editor of Simulacrum Press .
His work has appeared in journals such as filling Station, h&, Timglaset, Utsanga, Matrix, Word
for/Word, and Otoliths. Sacha’s first full-length collection of poetry, Detour, was recently published
by gradient books (2017), followed by Zoning Cycle (Simulacrum Press, 2017). Website:
sachaarcher.wordpress.com
Saheli Khastagir is a self-taught visual artist, poet/writer, and development consultant based
(mostly) in New Delhi. She is currently working on two personal projects: developing an online
portal of mental health terms called MHIllustrated and creating 26portraits of women writers for
26 letters of the alphabet. Website: www.sahelikhastagir.com
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Samar Ghose grew up in India, but now lives in Australia with his wife and two daughters. Like
most people who discover the Japanese verse forms, he too occasionally attempts to write some.
Sharanya Manivannan is the author of two books of poetry, Witchcraft and The Altar of the Only
World, a children’s picturebook, The Ammuchi Puchi, and an award-winning short story collection,
The High Priestess Never Marries.
Shriram Sivaramakrishnan, a poet from India, recently completed his MA in Poetry from the
UK. His poems have appeared in Lemon Hound, Bird’s Thumb, Softblow, Noble/Gas Quarterly,
Allegro, and The Mondegreen, among others. He tweets at @shriiram.
Steve Klepetar has recently relocated to the Berkshires in Massachusetts after 36 years in
Minnesota. His work has received several nominations for Best of the Net and the Pushcart
Prize, including three in 2017. Recent collections include A Landscape in Hell (Flutter Press), How
Fascism Comes to America (Locofo Chaps), and Why Glass Shatters (One Sentence Chaps).
Sudhanshu Chopra is thankful to reading and writing for making him a better person, although
he has a long way to go.
Susan Beth Furst is a poet and author. She loves writing poetry, especially haiku. She has
authored two children’s books, Humpty Dumpty Cracks and All and Electric Pink: A Christmas
Haibun. She is currently working on her third book, Lily’s Pearl. Susan lives in Virginia with her
husband Herb.
Susan Burch is a good egg.
Tiffany Shaw-Diaz is an award-winning poet who has been featured in Modern Haiku, Frogpond,
Acorn, Presence, and many other publications. She is the founder and director of The Co-op
Poetry Lab. Website: afterpinkhaiku.blogspot.com
Tom Blessing lives in an old mining town in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula where he is in his
49th year of teaching. He has had work published in many journals, including Modern Haiku, Short
Stuff, Modern English Tanka, Ocho, and others. He feels blessed that his son and daughter also
write.
Vidya Namika was born in Kavali, India. She completed her post-graduation in English
literature from the University of Hyderabad. Vidya quit her long teaching career to pursue her
PhD in English literature from UOH, Hyderabad. Her poems have been published in Muse India
and Neesah.
William Scott Galasso is the author of fourteen books of poetry, including Silver Salmon
Runes published 2016 on Createspace, Eclipse Moon, in which he appears as contributing editor,
came out last fall, and Mixed Bag, a collection of haibun, haiku sequences, tanka, and short poems
is due this Spring.
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FINIS.

