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EDITORIAL
We have measured time in hundreds of poems, fiction pieces, and artworks these past three
years. We have measured joy in terms of our wonderful interactions and exchanges with those who
sent us their creations and gave us the honour of providing them with a home. It has been such an
enriching and humbling experience as we step into our fourth year of publishing.
Our contributors remain our backbone, giving us gem after gem to read, ruminate, and
relish, as they continue to raise our standards. It has been one of those journeys that often leaves an
unmistakable and indelible mark on your mind. I have personally grown as an editor, which has been
a constant exercise in being true to our vision and aesthetic. But what keeps us reaching for the stars
is the overwhelming love and support of the literary community at large. I take pride in the fact that
our Sonic Boom family is steadily growing, welcoming new artists into the fold.
Issue Ten brings together diverse voices in varied genres that are bold, experimental,
philosophical, and political. The Fiction section was guest edited by one of our most beloved
contributors and Pushcart-nominated poet, Kyle Hemmings. I have long admired Kyle’s work and
he is nothing short of prolific. We received many engaging pieces and chose eight masterpieces for
inclusion in this issue. Starting this year, we will be nominating stories for The Best Small Fictions
anthology, along with our Touchstone nominations for haiku and senryu.
We will be publishing two ‘Best of’ anthologies early next year and are working towards
setting up our very own press that will focus on publishing multi-genre chapbooks. It is going to be
an exciting year for us and I hope you will stick around for the ride.

- Shloka Shankar
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THE POETRY SHACK

Screamship
By John Franklin Dandridge
Impatient is the sun rushing towards sunset. Midnight and noon become one under artificial
darkness, flushing out each geometric formula between calendar dates and the fate of insects. Some
struggle back to their nests. Others are cursed with an expanded measure of perception.
Brief nudity. Sword manners.
Mixed salts. Prison-made clouds.
School district encryptions.
This city is illegal.
Home. Still homesick. The heat of some no-love kitchen gets so hot that the apartment becomes an
animal, a holy animal. It’s flooded with colour. Cleaned with fire. And of the dream ignited by the
light bearer within its belly, it explodes.
And as my Screamship soars over and beneath an enormous language sea, I seem to recall or feel
some urge, to let go of all use of bitter thinking.
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Koan
By Keith Polette

When does a chair stop being a chair?
When you cut off its legs.
Try again.
When you use it as a step ladder.
No.
When it’s beneath the table.
You don’t understand.
When you name it “Mr. Angles.”
Not even close.
When you come from a different country and don’t know the name for the thing called “chair”.
You may be at this awhile.
Hmm. When you sell it.
No sale.
When you plant it and it sprouts roots and blooms buds.
Now you’re just trying to be strange.
When it is (a) throne.
Keep trying.
Ok. When you mistake it for a hat.
Doesn’t fit.
Try this: When you spell it C-h-e-r.
Word games, nothing more.
Sonic Boom
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When you dream of the chair in your parents’ bedroom. This “dream chair” is the image of your
own unconscious drive to “unseat” your father so that you can become “chair-like” and “support”
your mother in a post-Oedipal configuration of “sitter and sat.”
Sometimes a chair is just a chair.
Cuando es una “silla.” (Perfecto, no?)
Nunca.
When you have amnesia.
Forget it.
When it’s made of ice and melts.
Not even warm.
Alright, then, what about this! When the dog pisses on it, turning it into a tree.
Nice answer, but that’s not it.
I can’t think of anything else to say.
That’s wrong, too.
Look, I don’t know when a chair stops being a “chair.” And I don’t care. Who thinks about stupid
things like this, anyway? I don’t. It’s a dumb question. All I know is that my throat is sore, my head
hurts, my jaw aches, and I need to sit down. And I need a drink of water. And could we please stop
talking about chairs?
Good. Now we can begin.
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Everything I Have Is Broken
By Kyle Hemmings
i tell her that my pots and pans have scratches that never come out. My mother’s old china no
longer reflects. Its value is now estimated as drywall. The coffee maker can’t process java. It doesn’t
heat — just gurgles and dies. It dies each morning. The toilet needs some artful juggling. Yet, despite
all of it, she likes me because of my smile that reminds her of HIM, who was yesterday. She says that
whenever there is steel against sky there is the possibility of love, rebellious as The Garbage Heads
who play Nu-Metal on East Second. She loves the smell of old bridges after the rain. i remind her
how the neighborhood is going downhill, how at night there is the sound of cockroaches imitating
humans making sex sounds with clenched jaws. The cockroaches go and die somewhere else. Still
she insists she won’t leave without a flag. You’re the one, she exclaims wordlessly. i can read it in her
yesterday eyes that were once bluer. She still believes i could be HIM, if i could just polish my act. i
keep telling her that i’m today with no future; my apartment is only walls and punched-in holes. i
keep telling her that i’m a veteran of three wars and we’re still losing Avenue C to the bankers from
gangrenous side-streets. i tell her i’m out of insecticide. i’m shaking an empty can. She doesn’t care
about that.
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A Lucid Dram
By Raymond Cummings
After laboring over Georgian scores
for untold hours, just
above my head
an umlaut blinked into being.
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PAPER LANTERNS

sunset outside the laundry and everywhere else
(winter kigo)
the silence
of apples
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg

afternoon sun the value of sharpness
- Timothy Murphy
clapperboard thunder
another day lost
- Helen Buckingham

without an address
I am still in your presence
thunder moon
- Devin Harrison

the pond
holds a half moon
theology of bones
- Jan Benson

when mother nature the parallax of i
- Tigz De Palma
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san pedro river
sprouts beards in all shades
of green
skipping a rock across we tear the glass membrane
- Seth Copeland
Note: This poem reflects a form of my own design, drawing inspiration from Japanese short forms and the
Deep Image movement in 1960s American poetry. The form’s name, raft, reflects its shape.

or the other way round
the white petunia takes after the butterfly
- Marie-Louise Montignot
in that you can tell
how the water is hidden
from the wind
- Elmedin Kadric

boxing glove rain
whales
on the sea
- Mike Andrelczyk
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to step out of this body out of this mind heat lightning
- Matthew Moffett

summer hail
crashing the asters...
awareness
- Anna Cates
the name she goes by
when the birds are gone
- Ashish Narain

it’s just that when someone dies umbrellas can still be opened
it takes forever
knowing and unknowing
the sea
(in us)
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg

light under the bathroom door
the impression of always
- Kyle Hemmings

seismic shift jelly beans lost in paper grass
- Susan Beth Furst
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fishing inside her mouth
the names i could be
- Kyle Hemmings
caged
the heart
furtive fish
- Marie-Louise Montignot

bone shadows

still asking for permission

- Peter Jastermsky
by now
I know where
the door is
waiting
for you to call me
back in
- Gabriel Bates
autumn evening
the neighbour’s laughter
deepens our silence
- Kala Ramesh
late winter
scraping for dryer lint
that isn’t there
- Matthew Moffett

historical data
our lives
in reverse

between us
paper
without ink

- Ann Christine Tabaka

- Mary Hanrahan
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as of now reducing the time taken to the future
- David J. Kelly
the number
of numbers
I am
- Pat Davis
finding my center
the many uses of pi
- Michael Rehling
opaque
the opposite of every mistake
we make at night
- Kyle Hemmings
days of glass
the fish inside you
turns opaque
- Johannes S.H. Bjerg
consolation
the arithmetic of sparrows
- Benjamin L. Pérez

again from first principles the change of shift
- Mark Gilbert
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the first image too painful to continue
- Mark Gilbert

for all my projections: dead lacewing
- Johannes S.H. Bjerg

here now
the absence i personalised
yesterday
- Hansha Teki
seesaw
Jungian shadows
take out the trash
- Timothy Murphy
for one night only
my finger nails too long
to write
- Robert Kingston

all those changes to stay the same bonsai
- Debbi Antebi
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do re me me me
- Sondra J. Byrnes
post-saccadic activity
re-reading the [values in square parentheses]
- Danny Blackwell
automatic turntable
the spin we put
on ourselves
- Timothy Murphy
pop-up notifications
recalling a time
when I could forget
- Jay Friedenberg
idling bus
life is what happens
to other people
- Amy Losak
one-way street
the things I want
to do again
- Timothy Murphy

my favourite colour nothing is my middle name
- Mark Gilbert

cloud to crawfish to turtle to kettle to puff
- Bill Cooper
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mannequins yes for a reason
- Elmedin Kadric

(difficult to explain this) toast-rack yearning
- Danny Blackwell

all-night diner
still life
with spoons
- Mark E. Brager
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FICTION

The Quince
By Alex Simand
Quince can’t get no respect. Too sour. Too tough. Too dense. Skin like the face of the
moon. Nobody wants quince, except your father, who holds it out to you like a talisman.
Here, he says, it tastes of my childhood. You take a bite. A half worm wiggles from the flesh.
That’s part me, your father says, and you’ve eaten him. Good. You mull the taste of your
father’s childhood, which is quince, which is shriveled, which is unfamiliar. You don’t have
the vocabulary to describe it. You don’t even have the right language. Quince bores a hole
on your tongue. Your father looks at you expectantly. He wants you to use words like
mouthfeel, or palate. You can only muster consonants. Quince can’t get no respect. The
neighbors complained to the HOA and had it uprooted. They said it was foreign. That it
stank of sturgeon skin. That it attracted men with mustaches. Your father has a mustache.
Quince takes root in local yards, but not so deep the wind won’t take it. Your father is trying
to explain metaphors with a quince in his hand.
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selfish gene pool guy
By David J. Kelly
What is a biological weapon? If a car, or a truck, can be a deadly weapon, maybe we need to
revisit some of these ideas. Our DNA is built of genes. We’re full of them. But what are
those genes responsible for? Epigenetics considers changes in gene expression within the
local environment of our bodies. Even if all my family has the same gene that I do, it could
behave differently in my body than it does in theirs. Whoa. That’s a head-wrecker. Or
whatever-the-hell-the-gene-affects-wrecker.
self-knowledge
an odd-shaped freckle
on the back of my hand
Everyone knows genes are selfish. They’re not to be trusted. Altruism is a trait of organisms,
not their components. Without the power to control the local biochemical environment of
my body, I could be a threat to humanity, a genuinely biological weapon. And if I can’t keep
tabs on myself, parenthood seems remarkably irresponsible.
Adam & Eve
inbreeding depression
Son of Sam
We’re all just loaded guns, with no idea what might trigger our triggers, so to speak. The
more I think about this complexity, the more uneasy it makes me. What free will is left, once
the nucleic acids of my DNA have been fixed?
another coin toss
trying to escape choices
I resign to fate
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Tourniquet
By Howie Good
It’s pretty innocent, till first light comes. You see the muscles, you see the tendons, you see
the fingers. The scariest part of this is to not find or know a motive. All of the world will
speak about it. I’d follow the earthquakes rather than the gaps. There’s no way to prepare for
a madman who fires point-blank into a crowd.
*
Everyone grew up on these songs. That’s why I don’t understand how this could happen.
For her to be able to just stand there and express nothing. This is something that shouldn’t
happen. Within minutes, I gather my family in one room. Soon there are no more secrets.
The trickiest part is that we had no idea how to do what we do. Hundreds of people can be
doing this at one time. Thousands! We’re making tourniquets out of blankets, but I’m
running out of blankets. And every day, it rains.
*
There’s two places I want to go. They’re the only two. It could be England, it could be
France. It could be the moon. Whether the bureau can prove it is a separate question.
People, animals, birds, they all change. They seek shelter, a jilted lover, race or religion,
someone who was fired. The shades are drawn shut. Something happens then. You’re
scared, you’re not trusting, you’re not sleeping. ―Holy cow!‖ I say. ―Come over here, guys.‖
The fireflies have brought me to water. And we all start laughing because it’s hard to believe.
You can never believe them most of the time.

Sonic Boom

24

The Call
By Johannes S. H. Bjerg
The phone rings – unknown number.
―Floom,‖ I say. Floom is my unknown number name.
―Isn’t it Carsten?‖
―If I was Carsten I would probably have said Carsten.‖
―Sure? Carsten often presents himself as another when I phone him.‖
―Perhaps he’s just being careful. There’s so many phone scams these days.‖
―Yes. How can I be sure this call isn’t one?‖
―You were the one who called.‖
―Did I?‖
―Yes, dude!‖
(Static noise, faint breathing, and rustling of paper)
―Oh yes, I see that in my papers. Is Carsten around?‖
―There’s no Carsten here.‖
―No? Where is he then? Can you call him?‖
―I don’t know any Carsten and no one named Carsten lives here!‖
―Ah... that’s not what’s in my papers.‖
―Then your papers are wrong.‖
―Sorry about that. I’m just gonna run this past my boss and then I’ll get back to you.‖
Call ends.
after iconoclasm
we worship
a nail in the wall
Phone rings – unknown number.
―Harp,‖ I say. Harp is my returning unknown number name.
―Isn’t it Floom?‖
―If I was Floom,...‖ continues.
after iconoclasm
we can only paint
darkness
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November
By Marc Frazier
Clouds turn dark, billow layer upon layer—dark, potent thunderheads of an Aztec
god. Cold winds, they say, yet again, from Canada, a new front, a shift in me.
Drizzle continues daily like a belief in God.The clouds’ incessant motion makes me
seasick.
Things connect like links on a chain or they do not. The danger comes in thinking
things are linked when they are not: then accidents happen, cosmic and otherwise.
A woman chases cats out of her yard with a broom: ―Git…Git.‖ Days grow shorter
as she deadheads a late-blooming petunia.
The scents of freshly mown hay and grass mingle. Figures bent with fatigue head
home over once-ripe fields now laid bare by farm implements. One man says: It was a good
season for corn but not for soybeans. Another says: My wife passed without warning: one morning there was
no smell of coffee, just silence and dawn.
I have files in my head of everything I hear when I’m not listening.
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Electrocuted Acoustic
By Paula Ray
The baby grand sits with its mouth open, each string taut as if one end is tied to a
knob and the other to a baby tooth. The awaited slam will release the outgrown songs of
childhood destined to return as ghosts hidden in the damper pedal. Future sustained notes
will muzzle the little lambs that Mary had. On some black mountain, someone will rattle
cages and turn radio dials to create white noise labeled a symphony. A computer will
synthesize screams into oscillated tones. Fingers will beat ebony and ivory black and blue.
Chords will buzz through cords until the lights go out and silence lasts longer than four
minutes and thirty-three seconds.
―How did Beethoven do it?‖A child will ask.
The piano will tremble in remembrance of its ancestor whose legs were cut off while
a deaf composer pressed an ear to the floor and banged keys flat.
―By the light of the moon, on a real piano, like the one over there.‖ An answer will
sound, unheard through headphones.
Somewhere a piece of staff paper will be held up to the sun to illuminate a sky map
coded by Guidonian hands.
The only person able to decipher the topography will be blind.
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Helpmates
By Peter Jastermsky
Early in the morning, he is a human turbine, his engine-like hum spirits her away. All day,
she fleshes out the stories behind the statistics. For her, it is a life full of numbers, people,
and quirks. She herself is repetitive, insistent, and ultimately, unstoppable.
His manner suggests a larger life elsewhere and a gradual climb out of the rubble. The
strength of her potential erases conflict as it happens.
Together, the two of them become something beautiful, the sounds of sentient beings
slipping into sleep.
sharing smokes
the only heat
between us
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The Clay Bathers
By Peter Jastermsky
Dirt never interests us much. We prefer our earth with plenty of water. But more than mud,
it is rich deep clay. Brown, black, and gray all at once. You know it by its feel. Cool and hot,
together. Religion and sex, finally, in one handful.
Like night filling a galaxy, we cover ourselves. Skins of intrigue, of stealth.
From clay, we offer this planet our shapes of mystery. And, until morning, the undressing of
speech.
first scent...
the pheromones
a match
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VISUAL ART

The clouds absorb the news and rain it down again by Dawn Nelson Wardrope
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time vortex by Nika
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Hazard by Nelly Sanchez
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And just like that by J4
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Dark by Dawn Nelson Wardrope
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power struggle by Christine L. Villa
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IDK by J4
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Autobiography by Nelly Sanchez
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my undoing by Marianne Paul
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cloudburst by John Hawkhead
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Colors of poetry #44 by Andrew Topel
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Boho Chic by Dawn Nelson Wardrope
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Joie de Vivre by John McConnochie
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Haiga by John Hawkhead
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lunch meeting by Gautam Nadkarni
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CONTRIBUTORS
Alex Simand is a confused San Francisco based writer. He writes fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and
midnight missives to his loved ones. Simand holds an MFA from Antioch University Los
Angeles. His short story, Election Cycle, was a winner of the 2017 Best Small Fictions Prize.
Amy Losak of Teaneck, NJ, is an experienced public relations professional. She has been inspired
by her mother, Sydell Rosenberg, who was a charter member of the Haiku Society of America in
1968. With Penny Candy Books, Amy will release Syd’s picture book, “H Is For Haiku,” in spring
2018.
Andrew Topel has been exploring the verbal-visual field since 2002. He is currently at work editing
the book, RENEGADE - an anthology of international visual poetry & language arts.
Ann Christine Tabaka lives in Delaw, USA. She is a published poet and artist who loves gardening
and cooking. Her most recent Haiku credits include the Haiku Journal, Failed Haiku, The Cicada’s Cry,
Brass Bell Haiku, Bear Creek Haiku, Scifaikuest, Blognostics Haiku, and Stanzaic Stylings.
Anna Cates lives in Ohio with her two cats and teaches English and education online. One
hundred of her short form poems appear in the Living Haiku Anthology.
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.
Benjamin L. Pérez used to teach Philosophy at the College of the Marshall Islands; now he reads
and writes poetry in Fuchu, Japan. He mainly writes very short poems, some of which have
appeared in Concīs, One Sentence Poems, The Asses of Parnassus, and NOON: Journal of the Short Poem.
Bill Cooper serves as distinguished university professor and president emeritus at the University of
Richmond. He has authored books and articles in cognitive science, higher education, and
international relations. His haiku appear in a variety of journals and anthologies. His most recent
collection is b-flat blues (Red Moon Press, 2017).
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.
Danny Blackwell was born in Britain, and has spent the last 15 years living abroad in Europe, Asia,
and the Americas. He has an MA in Narrative, for which his final project was on the work of
Argentinean writer Julio Cortázar. He is currently the editor of re:Virals, a weekly feature of The
Haiku Foundation.
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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,
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.
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.
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.
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. Keep up with him on
Twitter (@falsepoetics) and look out for more of his writing at www.gabrielbates.blogspot.com.
Gautam Nadkarni, at 62, has three passions in his life. They are reading, writing, and drawing
cartoons. All three are effected with music in the background. Haiku, senryu, and tanka have been
his obsessions since 2006, and now that he has married his senryu to his cartoons, he just cannot
stop smiling.
Hansha Teki exists in his reflection; breadcrumbs of a self that 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. Some of her anthology credits include Haiku 21, Haiku 2014, and Haiku
in English: The First Hundred Years. Among her solo collections are water on the moon, mirrormoon, and
Armadillo Basket.
Howie Good, a journalism professor at SUNY New Paltz, is the author of The Loser’s Guide to Street
Fighting, winner of the 2017 Lorien Prize for Poetry from Thoughtcrime Press. He co-edits White
Knuckle Press with Dale Wisely.
J4 is a collective of four persons, all given names beginning with j, who are compelled to explore
transindividual composition. Everything we do, whether overtly or not, eschews the voice of the
single authorial POV. We operate using a sort of distributed model of aesthetic production and
evaluation. All of this is reflected in the choice of being “J4,” rather than any list of names.
Jan Benson is an award-winning haiku poet living in Fort Worth, TX. Her work appears in
translation in several foreign languages. In 2014, she received a Pushcart nomination for “adobe
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walls at dusk.” Jan’s haiku have been published in many of the world’s leading haiku journals. She is
a member of The British Haiku Society.
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 U.S. 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 Franklin Dandridge received his MFA in Poetry from Columbia College Chicago. His
chapbook of poems, Further Down Rd., was published in 2010 by Fast Geek Press. He has poems
published in the past issues of Callaloo Journal, 12 Point Collective, and Former People. Franklin lives and
writes near the North Pond in Chicago.
John Hawkhead is a writer and illustrator whose work has been published all over the world. His
book of haiku and senryu “Small Shadows” is available from www.albapublishing.com.
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 has had
his artwork included in exhibitions in the US, Spain, and Russia.
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!
Keith Polette has had his poems published in the Orphic Lute, Samisdat, The Limberlost Review, The
Piedmont Literary Review, Inscape, and Rendezvous. His 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, Otoliths, Failed
Haiku, Contemporary Haibun Online, Otata, is/let, 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.
Marc Frazier has widely published his poetry in journals including The Spoon River Poetry Review,
ACM, Good Men Project, f(r)iction, The Gay and Lesbian Review (forthcoming), Slant, Permafrost, Plainsongs,
and Poet Lore. His book The Way Here and his two chapbooks are available on Amazon as well as his
second full-length collection, titled Each Thing Touches (Glass Lyre Press), that has garnered
numerous favorable reviews. Website: www.marcfrazier.org
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
Sonic Boom

48

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¡.
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.
Mary Hanrahan has been writing haiku for over twenty years. She holds an MFA in Creative
Writing and an MA in Counseling. Her work appears or is forthcoming in Modern Haiku, Bottle
Rockets, Hedgerow, Wild Plum, Daily Haiga, and elsewhere.
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 also appeared or are set to appear
in The Airgonaut, tinywords, and the Heron’s Nest. He hopes you enjoy his poems!
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.
Mike Andrelczyk lives in Strasburg, PA with his wife Stacey. His poems have appeared in Modern
Haiku, is/let, Faded Out, Occulum, Fluland, and elsewhere. Check out his collection of 30 haiku, The
Celesta Made of Water, at www.bonesjournal.com. Twitter: @MikeAndrelczyk
Nelly Sanchez has been creating collages for over a decade and presents us with a surrealistic
universe. She mixes all the facets of femininity and enjoys playing with symbols. She
illustrated Venus in Fur and La Falaise était nue. Published in numerous journals, her artworks have
also been exhibited in France and Italy. More of her work can be glimpsed here: Albums.
Nika is the pen name of retired educator and haiku poet, Jim Force. Over the last year, he has
teamed up with former high school friend, Jim McKinniss, to create haiga. Their work has been
published in a variety of online publications.
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.
Paula Ray is a music teacher from North Carolina. Her fiction and poetry have been nominated for
both the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net Anthology, and they have also appeared in Wigleaf, Word
Riot, decomP, and other literary magazines.
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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.
Raymond Cummings resides in Owings Mills, Maryland. He is the author of books including
Assembling the Lord, Crucial Sprawl, Class Notes, Notes on Idol, and Vigilante Fluxus. His writing has
appeared in SPIN, Pitchfork, Deadspin, Splice Today, and the Baltimore City Paper. Bricolage Bop, his next
collection of poetry, will be published independently in 2018.
Robert Kingston resides in Essex, United Kingdom. He developed an interest in poetry in his early
fifties, after entering a local competition. Two years on, he has found more enjoyment in the
research and writing of Japanese short forms, focusing on haiku and tanka.
Seth Copeland edits Jazz Cigarette and New Plains Review. His poems have appeared in Crab Fat,
Otoliths, Menacing Hedge, Mud Season Review, This Land, and Clade Song. He studies and teaches with his
love in the Oklahoma City metro.
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 E-zine among
others. Along with short form poetry, Byrnes is interested in ikebana and chanoyu. She lives in
Santa Fe, New Mexico.
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.
Tigz De Palma fell heart first into Japanese style short-form poetry about a year ago and writes
mostly from the Balearic Islands in the Mediterranean Sea. She has recently been published in Otata
and Bones, and earned an Honorable Mention in the Haiku Society of America’s Harold G.
Henderson Best Unpublished Haiku Contest 2017. Website: http://www.tigzdepalma.com
Timothy Murphy lives in Madrid, Spain. His haiku and senryu have appeared in several journals,
including Bones, Failed Haiku, Hedgerow, Presence, Shamrock, Under the Basho, and World Haiku Review.
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FINIS.

