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 -- Shloka Shankar, India 
 



 
faint roses 
rambling over 
faded paper 
 
 -- Mike Gallagher, Ireland 
 

 
mountain echo 
searching for answers 
once again 
 
 -- Vidhi Ashar, India 
 

 
shadows misguide me winter dusk 
 
 -- Aishwarya Vedula, India 
 

 
the night died 
 
for nobody trimmed 
the wick of lamp 
 
 -- Ram Krishna Singh, India 
 

 
in the fair called life 
once again 
alone 
 
 -- Akhila Mohan, India 
 

 
recollections 
of summers gone by 
voices on the breeze 
 
 -- Ellen Grace Olinger, USA 
 

 



 

 
 
 -- Clive Bennett, North Wales, UK 

Photo credit - The Wiltshire Downs from Liddington Castle - 1892 (prepared for 
publication by Miss Bertha Newcombe) from the book by H S Salt - Richard Jefferies A 
Study (1894) 

 

 
Greek salad 
the tang of red 
in the radish 
 
 -- Barrie Levine, USA 
 

 
detoxing my soul white mountains 
 
 -- Shrehya Taneja, India 
 

 



 
The Crone's Garden 
  
doumbek rhythms 
I dance my way 
into Hathor's light                       
  
North wind and rain... 
the voice of Amaunet                
  
desert dunes… 
Sekhmet raises 
her fiery arrow                          
  
Nephthys's breath... 
a hawk feather rests 
in the Crone's garden                 
  
with eyes like Bastet 
a lioness listens                          
  
spring nightfall  
swirling stars  
in the womb of Mut                  
 
 -- Michelle Hyatt, Canada / Jacob D. Salzer, USA 
 

 
time slips away 
patiently I wait for hours 
faithfully 
the craftsman promised 
to come this morning 
 
 -- Pitt Büerken, Germany 
 

 
Bloom 
How fortunate are 
The flowers that get to bloom 
Fully realized 
 
 -- Carolyn Donnell, USA 
 



 
Sentient 
 
deep space 
 
signs of life 
on the other side 
sonogram 
 
beyond the stars 
 
helping to birth 
the highest clouds 
cosmic dust 
 
a floating hypothesis 
 
her confidence 
in the next generation 
three thumbs up 
 
 -- Peter Jastermsky, USA 
     Lorraine A Padden, USA 
    (split sequence) 
 
 

 

 
 
 -- Maxianne Berger, Canada 
 
 
 



 
At the Park 
 
The leisurely walk in the park is always rejuvenating. There’s room for all in this 
space, adorned with tall alpines, flowering shrubs, seats for the tired walker to 
take deep breaths, unleashed dog areas, restrooms as well.  
 
On the neat turf, which is also the pride of the large park, avid groups of soccer 
players have their own marked areas.  At the other end, the baseball players 
enjoy a game. The air is vibrant with their jubilant shouts and cheers. 
 
Little children are on seesaws, swings and slides monitored by Moms or Dads 
who peek into their cell phones from time to time. 
 
last hour 
of longest day 
robin forages 
for booty 
with mouthful of worms 
 
Walking on the graveled path that encircles the large pond, I glance at the fresh 
green shrubs with a splash of pink and white on the bushes. Nature is a silent 
achiever. The pond is overflowing after the rainy spell. 
 
coquettish goose 
ensnares mate 
triumphant move 
threatens intruder 
to swim away 
 
 -- Hema Ravi, India 
 

 
greening pennies 
the wet climate of 
my childhood 
 
 -- Maya Daneva, The Netherlands 
 

 
dementia is new 
only to the newly old 
not to the world 
 
 -- Madeleine Basa Vinluan, Philippines 
 



 

 
 
 -- Ray Caligiuri, USA 
 Art: Cheryl Caligiuri 

 

 
marine bacteria 
release aromatic compound 
sea's scent 
 
 -- K. Srikala Ganapathy, India 
 

 
lucky penny the clink of fallen stars 
 
 -- Kelly Moyer, USA 
 

 
my autumn in the quiet of a bare almond tree 
 
 -- Maria Malferrari, Italy 
 



 
if a sparrow 
flies into the poem 
who am i to stop it 
 
 -- Deborah A. Bennett, USA 
 

 
wings 
that lift her spirits -- 
hairbows 
 
 -- Joan Leotta, USA 
 

 

 
 
 -- Barbara Kaufmann, USA 
 



 
never again 
will we be what we were 
changing skies 
 
 -- C.X. Turner, UK 
 

 
twenty-foot croc 
belly full of watches and jewelry  
Gustave dies a gourmand 
 
 -- Richard Stevenson, Canada 
     (cryptid critter scifaiku) 

 

 

 
 
 -- Christina Chin, Malaysia 
 



 
even peonies 
have chosen to speak in tongues 
pink will not be pink 
 
 -- Sara Clancy, USA 
 

 
the sandalwood tree 
bring the story of love 
missing . . . 
the fragrance still lingers 
forgive me Lord 
 
 -- Nani Mariani, Australia 
 

 
alt + tab      a shift in my mood 
 
 -- Chidambar Navalgund, India 
 

 

 
 
 -- Kaja Weeks, USA 
 



 
plum blossom 
 
plum blossom 
 
snow covered branches 
reaching skyward 
 
she tell him 
age 
doesn't matter 
 
 -- Kath Abela Wilson, USA / Jackie Chou, USA 
 

 
lightening with each step 
morning climbs 
up to the church 
 
 -- Richard Thomas, UK 
 

 
Ruby Berries 
 
Shining like birthstones, 
Only July is fruiting 
For the birds to eat. 
 
 -- K.G. Munro, Scotland 
 

 
broken moon  
paused on the tip 
of a finger 
 
 -- Graeme Lindsay, Scotland 
 

 
morning sun  
woven through barbed wire  
wild roses  
 
 -- Marilyn Ward, UK 
 

 



 

 

 
 
 -- Lavana Kray, Romania 
 

 
Forest Bathing 
 
uphill path 
I slow down to breathe 
the pine scent 
 
she perches 
at the edge of 
my straw hat 
a butterfly’s siesta 
in emerald breeze 
 
 -- Deborah P Kolodji, USA / Mariko Kitakubo, Japan 
 



 
magnolia buds 
in the schoolyard -- 
shooting death 
 
 -- Mariangela Canzi, Italy 
 

 

 
 
 -- Vipanjeet Kaur, India 
 



 
Anniversary At Sugarite State Park in Autumn 
 
counting pronghorn 
endless grasslands stretch 
to meet sky 
 
from flatness we look north 
mountains churn up clouds 
 
splash 
perfect ring on the lake 
where a fish once was 
 
from far shore 
kingfisher rattles 
 
sun sinks 
dark clouds rise to meet 
nightfall 
 
glowing camper windows 
from outside—a lantern 
 
pebbles scatter 
down the dark road 
owl asks Who? 
 
“sleeping in” til dawn 
D hands me coffee 
 
hiking through beauty 
on a path between lakes 
Basho’s long road north 
 
weary feet on the trail 
vultures circle overhead 
 
gifts of gold 
I want to know the name 
of this tree 
 
leaves barely holding on 
to a season 
 
fluttering 
among leafless twigs 
robin plucks berries 
 



everyone harvests 
treasures from their dreams 
 
buzzing visitors 
to last purple aster 
autumn in the air 
 
cricket fiddles                                     
a slow chilly tune                                            
 
cautious steps 
doe ears swivel mid-browse 
keeping track of me 
 
bedding down 
how odd—she feels safe here 
 
cheeky whistle 
hangs upside-down from a twig 
chick-a-dee 
 
spears against the sky 
tree trunks the color of soot 
 
scrub-oaks climb slope 
in shades of flame 
old burn scar 
 
today the sky is full 
of heavy clouds 
 
the gash 
where coal mine was 
faded photographs 
 
rubbled foundations 
explosion of sunflowers 
 
every time 
I lace up my boots 
again the rain 
 
drops tap on the roof 
this land of little water 
 
all night long 
a flash of temper 
thunderous complaints 
 



what shelter for deer 
on such unfriendly nights? 
 
sprinkle of holy 
a breeze shakes wet leaves 
in the morning 
 
on this dripping day 
dusty colors brighten 
 
Steller’s jay laugh 
splits morning silence 
no one gets his joke 
 
twenty years ago today 
vows with yellow aspens 
 
carpet of gold 
brittle branches still hold 
up the sky today 
 
turns of seasons 
rings encircle our fingers 
 
camper hitched up 
we return across the plains 
back to our lives 
 
shortgrass prairie still flat 
pronghorn still there 
 
 -- Janet Ruth, USA 
     (kasen renga) 
 

 
day’s end 
we settle down to the news 
of war 
 
 -- Stella Pierides, Germany and England 
 



 

 
 
 -- Rupa Anand, India 
 

 
vernal equinox 
wrestling my dark side 
to a draw 
 
 -- Philip Whitley, USA 
 



 
the zigzag 
of her long black braid 
snake hunting 
 
 -- Arvinder Kaur, India 
 

 
yesterday’s beer . . . 
the sun takes way too long 
into the blue 
 
 -- Seshu Chamarty, India 
 

 
gunfire  
 
as they lower him 
into the grave 
 
generations 
passing down 
the war 
 
 -- Bryan Rickert, USA / Tia Haynes, USA 
 

 
heat wave 
the slow buzz of flies 
at the food truck 
 
 -- Joseph P. Wechselberger, USA 
 

 
snow everywhere 
even in my 
thoughts 
 
 -- Satyanarayana Chittaluri, India 
 

 



 

 
 
 -- Pamela A. Babusci, USA 
 

 
mountain 
motionless unspoken 
gaining on you 
 
 -- Ron Scully, USA 
 



 
Fated 
 
under gray skies 
the Darvaza gas crater 
burning for years 
this flame of passion 
stifled by marriage 
 
a sudden spark 
of opposites attract 
turns into a bonfire 
burning down my marriage . . . 
dog and me together alone 
 
 -- Chen-ou Liu, Canada 
 

 
start haiku.script 
waterfalls soft spring caress 
CRITICAL ERROR 
 
 -- Chris Langer, USA 
 

 
hopscotch -- 
blowing off chalk and lime 
summer storm 
 
 -- Elena Malec, USA 
 

 
Filling 
an empty bird’s nest 
the evening sun 
 
 -- Daniela Rodi, Finland 
 

 

 



 
Bravado 
 
Dreamy hills of Sikkim. Deep, mist-covered, ghostly gorges. Suddenly, dark, 
grey clouds spread thickly across the valley — a vampire attack! 
 
Fear grips the village. Alone, I decide to fight the enemy. Mouth wide open, I 
shriek, holler, howl. The high-intensity vibration of my uvula throws out thick 
slabs of sound waves that thrash the vampire, almost bringing it to its knees. 
Knowing it is overpowered, the vampire now tries to flee but the light rays from 
my eyes disperse the dark, grey clouds, creating a whirlpool. 
 
Caught in the vortex, the monster’s strength weakens and weakens ... until it is 
reduced to a mere wisp and disappears to nothingness. 
 
I close my eyes and mouth, breathe in the antispasmodic aroma of rosemary, 
and listen to a sunbird’s gentle, chirpy songs. 
 
rollercoaster ride . . . 
curving sharp screams                                                               
up in the air 
 
 -- Vidya Shankar, India 
 

 
Shadowy Corners 

I thought his warehouse contents couldn’t get weirder— 

I thought I’d witnessed his oddities’ extent— 

I thought I’d seen the most macabre of antiques— 

Only to discover . . . he owns an electric chair! 

Valentine’s Day 
the darkest chocolate 
march hare moon 

 
 -- Anna Cates, USA 
 



 

 
 
 -- Christa Pandey, USA 
 

 
the beggar 
asleep on the sidewalk 
her arm still outstretched 
 
 -- Jay Friedenberg, USA 
 



 

 
 
 -- Marion Clarke, Northern Ireland 
 

 
we stand apart 
a canyon between us 
I wait for an echo 
 
 -- petro c. k., USA 
 



 
it’s love at first sight 
blushing clouds arriving 
unannounced 
 
 -- Tiffany Liz Mackay, USA 
 

 
So much talk 
A slice still remains 
The seagull looks on 
 
 -- Amoolya Kamalnath, India 
 

 
child’s picture -- 
he tells me 
I must always keep it 
 
 -- Lysa Collins, Canada 
 

 
The greatest distance 
between the two of us is 
just not far enough 
 
 -- Jacob R. Moses, USA 
 

 
a solitary cloud 
drifts by the setting sun 
footprints in wet sand 
 
 -- Robert Witmer, Japan 
 

 
shooting stars -- 
dandelion puff 
atop the stems 
 
 -- Dorna Hainds, USA 
 



 

 
 
 -- Sharon Martina, USA 
 

 
monsoon clouds 
how abruptly they rain down 
on my charade 
 
 -- Hla Yin Mon, Myanmar 
 

 
autumn twilight 
glistening the cobweb 
cicada’s wings 
 
 -- Hifsa Ashraf, Pakistan 
 



 

 
 
 -- Linda L Ludwig, USA 
 

 
Thunder Moon  

Dark lagoon raises  
A mirror to the night sky  
Shelter for the Moon  
  
Full Moon caresses  
The deep hungering ocean  
With lush silver lips  
  
Moonlight embraces  
Ardent indigo kisses  
In pearled communion 
 
 -- Marianne Tefft, Sint Maarten 
 



 

 
 
 -- Veronika Zora Novak,  Canada 
 

 
Year of no Light we 
glow in dark shadow's night-life -- 
sip on its madness 
healing on its medicine 
craving its touch and beauty 
 
 -- Uchechukwu Onyedikam, Nigeria 
 



 
abandoned factory 
still busy 
making silence 
 
 -- John Pappas, USA 
 

 
blue butterflies 
flutter over blue pansies 
a child's world 
where my sister believes 
some flowers can fly  
 
 -- Daipayan Nair, India 
 

 
friendship tea 
feeding the joy 
sip by sip 
 
 -- Maria Chiara Miduri, Italy 
 

 
In the Name of Love 
 
That flag I feel I earned for riding out Vietnam with him, lies in his second wife’s 
lap, her hands folded over it in ownership. She has no idea what war involved, 
and was too jealous to let me call and say goodbye when he was dying. She 
sits with that folded cloth as blithely as if it were a newly ironed bedsheet. 
 
racing clouds 
blackbirds rise to nest 
elsewhere 
 
 -- Pris Campbell, USA 
 

 
fly paper everything but flies 
 
 -- Bonnie J Scherer, USA 
 

 



 

 
 
 -- Debbie Strange, Canada 
 

 
how the forest flower 
evolves to fit 
the hummingbird's beak 
 
 -- Gail Greenwood, Canada 
 

 
broken oar 
sitting alone 
on the shore 
 
 -- Evan Coram, USA 
 

 



 

 
 
 -- Steliana Cristina Voicu, Romania 
 

 
zen garden 
the rhythmic echoes 
of a rocking fountain 
 
the worn-out places 
where grandma used to sit 
 
 -- Christina Chin, Malaysia / M. R. Defibaugh, USA 
 

 
broken home our blood flows thin 
 
 -- Tazeen Fatma, India 
 

 
Small Talk (II) 
  
My dialogues with  
the wind mostly go one way, 
sometimes in circles. 
 
 -- Anda Marcu, Canada 
 



 
Mother 
                              
The rain reminds me of days when I would wait for the taxi to take me to the 
home full of nurses and orderlies and elevators slinking up to the 6th floor. The 
quiet floor, with a lonely view of sky, sea and rain clouds, which followed me on 
every visit.  I sat with my mother in silence, tracking the lines on her face, 
visualizing my future, her countenance, a crooked smile. 
 
I wiped away the drool, which ran down her chin like rain drops smearing the 
glass pane that I stared out of.  
 
I never wanted to remember her like this, as she dozed with labored breath, but 
do, recalling an August sea churn--- 
 
Wave and storm: 
a salty mix 
of a tarnished life. 
 
 -- Laurie Kuntz, USA 
 

 

 
 
 -- Tsanka Shishkova, Bulgaria 
 



 
Dhyana* 
 
Since I have started writing haiku, I have become overtly mindful of my 
surroundings. The whirr of the washing machine, the whistle of the pressure 
cooker, the brush of a stranger's arm against mine, the different types of 
birdsong, the balmy breeze of summer ... all these moments have started to 
mean a lot more than what they did before.  
 
old town 
the sound of winnowing 
fills my afternoon. 
 
 -- Mona Bedi, India 
 
*dhyana means meditation or contemplation in Hinduism 
 

 
cannon shot -- 
at the philharmonic hall 
pianos fell silent 
 
 -- Krzysztof Kokot, Poland 
 

 
Break cadre in Kiev 
A soldier paints birds in flight 
for spring pulse 
 
 -- Maria Cristina Pulvirenti, Italy 
 

 
fireflies dance . . . 
even on her writing hand 
mosquito bites 
 
 -- Deborah Karl-Brandt, Germany 
 

 
waning moon 
a loon calls 
darkness 
 
 -- Mark Scott, USA 
 

 


