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EDITORIAL
What a joy ride it has been for us as we present Issue Six to you! We received so many
fabulous submissions this time around, and we cannot thank you enough for entrusting your work
with us. You, our dearest contributors, both old and new, have helped us set our standards and raise
the bar every single time.
The Poetry Shack features a range of emotions, ideas, images, and metaphors that will set
your hearts and minds reeling. There’s a little something for everyone, no matter what your
sensibilities.
The Paper Lanterns section showcases the work of the winners of our Second Annual
Senryu Contest, edited by fellow poet and friend, Terri L. French. In addition, it also contains close
to three dozen haiku & senryu that will either allow you to ruminate in their quiet beauty, or chuckle
as the case may be.
The Fiction section contains seven exceptional pieces of experimental writing that challenge
our notions of traditional form and content.
The Visual Art section in this issue beautifully marries visual poetry, asemic writing, collages,
and much more.
We hope you enjoy the contents within, find your favourites, and revisit the issue again.

- Shloka Shankar
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THE POETRY SHACK

Oil Form
By Amber D. Tran
They tell me
that the pills will make me feel better. I want to tell them
that they are the same colors
of the button-up flannel you wore last week.
The same
blue of your bed sheets,
the same
purple of your vintage jeans,
the same
white of your face—
When you saw me in the emergency room
after promising that I would not do anything wrong.
At 5:30
every morning, they continue to drain you
from my body. Afraid that the acetaminophen still lingers
in the liver you helped me destroy.
My roommate keeps me up at night, her snoring
not as disturbing as the ECT she’s scheduled for
in three days.
The psychiatrists tell me
that I have borderline personality disorder.
That wasn’t me
two weeks ago who stumbled
into your bed and allowed you to gouge
the poetry right out of me. I quiver at the thought of
your curette between my legs.
How the Southern twang in your voice
only
excites me
after
I’ve taken my Divalproex.
After one week of rehabilitation, layers of mummified skin
are peeled from my brain, heart, skull smart thing. Discharge papers
becoming rejection letters from
The Paris Review,
I write my signature like it’s
my last line of poetry. I want to bury
your memory underneath all of my hospital bills,
suffocate you, pull you
from the pile, and
tell you—
But instead, I imagine your smile,how easily it can become a sonnet.
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giverny
By Andrew McCallum

having received the dream of the six gardens
wandering the peculiarities of their light the damp stacks of hay by the edge of the seine
eating lunch
an old man's celebration of a simple pond of lilies
the reflection of long-armed willows
hanging limp in remembrance of modernity
- I return to the studio shop to buy some small reproductions
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The Dead Fell Asleep
By Barbara Daniels
Killings occurred that were not themselves
political. The ocean slid onto sand
and stopped there. People wrote poems
the wind blew away. The dead
left invisible lines on the pavement.
I think you remember sun in your hair,
waves frothing and sliding.
You studied the movement of water,
the secret hegemony of the trees.
I watched the light on that month’s
massing of skin cells, that year’s bones
in your face. The dead fell asleep
face up in their coffins. Specialists
interviewed witnesses. Loons spread
the chill with their distant cries.
Politicians touched their soft mouths,
blinking mechanically. I saw you
turn from the flashing lights
to look toward a spiral galaxy
wheeling four times in a million years.
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Thirteen Questions with No Solid Answers
By Cliff Saunders
Where’s the bee of smoke? It’s chasing
the wind through a world of orchids.
Is November the cruelest month?
Yes, it’s just like a bullet, bitter and chaotic.
Who owns a dream?
Solitude--the best of schools.
What is the fate of tender childhood?
It tastes like cake, with banana appeal.
Why do love and nausea feel the same?
Because everyone bleeds two shades of red.
Who knows what’s buried out back
in a pizza box? What bubbles lie in wait?
Would you like to be a button or a mirage?
Because if you don’t answer, I’ll keep asking.
Have you seen the giant milk bottle of sorrow?
It is a glorious thing to behold.
How far is it from heaven? Just a stone’s
spin to the top of its backyard hill.
What’s the logic of birds in bronze or a wimpy spouse?
Better to let the kids see you cry.
So, what’s it all mean? It’s always been
the saxophone that matters. It’s green!
How green is it? Green, really, green
as small pieces of shooting stars.
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new gulp though nothing swallowed
By Eddie Donoghue
new

gulp though

it seemed as if
but

winter
plainly

nothing swallowed
forgot
its cold
it did come

— a second is not a moment
(though of course it can be)
; the walk from woodpile to
fire,
the intractable next question
a

silent commentary
from
time
to
time

itself signature,
, delivery

letter

of a curiously (oh so) redolent
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Her Mind is like a Jade Jar of Ice
By Heath Thompson
Wu Cailuan had no interest
in emptiness or fullness, mirrors
or dust.
Being free from distinctions,
she folded mountains
into a fan
and stuffed them
up her sleeve.

Wu Cailuan by Laura Demelza Bosma
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City Hotel
By Jane Frank
Women I know would trade their children
for a night alone in a city hotel
but they seem strange places to me –
lifeless as King George Square,
the added upset of hideous artworks,
triptychs of try-hard abstract slick.
I'd like to relax but the aircon's up
too high and I ate room service icecream
with plastic caramel sauce - no idea why.
I've flicked past Spongebob Squarepants
five times trying to find a show to watch.
The tea tastes of chemical like Earl Grey
even though it says it's not. I try to make
the bedside table look like a microcosm of me:
three books piled beside the teacup, watch,
notebook and pens, dim the reading light,
listen to distant ferry horns like pinpricks of memory.
Pretend the man in bed beside me is alive.
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Casualties and Changelings
By Kyle Hemmings
A boy drops to the floor.
A girl lowers herself, listens to his
distant heart. She imagines shifting shapes.
The room becomes a bed of floating seaweed.
The boy is the sea turtle she lost as a child.
She is now his shell.
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Poet at the Pantages
(after Billy Collins)
By Linda Back McKay
The house lights are dimmed but he asks that they be brought up
so he can see the faces, pools of eyes that are trained on him.
Fixed on him as if through the sites of their rifles,
his bald pate in the crosshairs of their scopes.
For the measly hour for which they have paid
lock, stock and barrel, they consider the trajectory.
A projectile dodged, as he fires his poems into the audience.
It’s a shotgun full of dogshells, lanyardshells, mothershells
and loveshells that sometimes miss the target.
They fall like a metallic rainstorm into the aisles
and bounce down the stairs to the orchestra pit.
Afterwards he takes questions, which are planted like land mines
in the first four rows. He navigates that field easily,
lobs a grenade or two into the crowd, takes a dainty sip of his water,
and exits, stage left. The listeners stop breathing
for a moment, then gather up their coats and scarves.
An old woman stoops to scoop a souvenir shell.
She raises her face and pales. There, in the palm of her hand,
is the poet himself, his face a question mark.
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A line from Pedro Almodovar
By Mark Young
I'm too busy throwing
bonsai trees at buses in
the European Capital of
Culture to be able to
rescue the dog that was
shot & tied to the railway
tracks or worry about
whether there's life out
there in space. Check my
events calendar. Spare time
seems to almost not exist
to do anything unplanned.
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Bangkok Noir
By Richard Oyama
1.
The mind’s dissolution accelerates in the torpid afternoon.
A gecko chirps like a bird. A convict cur collapses
in the gutter of a sun-baked soi. Cockroaches
are not skittish, it’s too hot for that. If last night’s fleet of quilted, black clouds
monsooned, rats would jump from Bangkok’s grated sewer.
Your skin is a sponge with pores and craters
And deposit a salt-skim across the surface until
you’re viscous as an oyster and sex-maddened
as a Spanish fly. In phasaa Thai you must remember
the low tone resides deep in the pocket.
2.
There’s a maiko’s immaculate mask and flashing eyes and a gold-skinned Isaan girl
of the northeast’s burning ricefields. There are tall, thin katoeys,
ladyboys, who carry their burden with dignity
and little of the camp you see in my country.
Gender is not biology but self-determination.
The Thai is at ease with ambiguity. That’s why it’s easy
to imagine a cook sliding behind night-glass or
past louvered slats, not walking but
sailing disembodied on a Chinese girl’s tiny feet.
3.
The femme fatale used to be named Anna May Wong, dissolving
substance into silver-oxide shadow. Bangkok’s a fever-dream,
all multiplicity and superabundance, a dog curls up in a bucket of ice, heat
vaporizes time and line, a no-account narrative as ―The Big Sleep‖
searched for its author. A farang on ya ba takes flight from a condo balcony shapeshifting into a pigeon on a bed of marigolds, Swedes do hair extensions, Hitler
is a puppet, a mind-archetype. My puckered mouth tastes of ammonia.
She gives me the thumbs-up. A burnt beggar has misplaced
His face. I listen to the caw of hard vowels like foreign music.
The secret embassy hides behind slotted windows, a fence of hooked spears.
Notes:
Anna Mae Wong: the first Asian American film star
maiko: apprentice geisha
farang: foreigner
ya ba: methamphetamine
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Ravens and white caps
By Russell Buker
always make me
wonder
if I will still
be
a writer when I
hit
the other side
or
if my audience'll
change
the way I have to
singnewer beginnings,
groan,
using only silent
consonants
that barely had asperations,
thoughts in this dense
air
but have a clarity,
emotion
in such clear-shine
contracting in dark matter's
grip
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Overflow
By Steve Klepetar
We must always have a place
to store the darkness
- Agha Shahid Ali

Even then it overflows, a fountain
not contained by cisterns we build
of smooth-poured concrete, lined
with barriers watertight and sound.
Shadows locate us in daylight on the
street, as we peer into shop windows
or move between trees to watch
the river curl and glide rapidly down
the dam. Even when we hold hands,
even when our thoughts coalesce
around some memory alive on our
tongues, or in the wild grip of some
surprise success, even then darkness
rises from earth, newborn and fierce,
a great mouth, a well into which we
fall, voices muffled in that inky veil
so nobody within earshot can ever tell,
from hush or cry, how conversation ends.
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PAPER LANTERNS

SECOND ANNUAL SENRYU CONTEST WINNERS

FIRST PLACE
pediatric ICU
no red bulbs
on the christmas tree
- Steve Hodge, USA

SECOND PLACE

THIRD PLACE

laundromat
the delicate cycle
of a baby’s cry

new city
the familiar accent
of graffiti

- Sidney Bending, Canada

- Chase Gagnon, USA

HONOURABLE MENTIONS
estranged neighbour...
the dogs continue
our friendship
- Mohammad Azim Khan, Pakistan

hoarder's house
a skeleton
in her closet
- Phyllis Lee, USA
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wriggling its way
through the cycle of haiku
polliwog
- Devin Harrison

dreaming of Basho in a nunnery
- Kunjana Parashar

all those Gods
I lost and found
dandelion fluff
- Eva Limbach

40,000 feet
counting the sheep
of strangers
- Ben Moeller-Gaa

between drifting clouds the exact color of my first bike
- Susan B. Auld
white out
all that remains
to be seen
- Michael Henry Lee
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ageing in the crook of my arm a tyranny of sins
- Alegria Imperial

sweat bees at the trash can buzzing academic guilt
- Matthew Moffett

approaching genius the child digs her heels in
- Helen Buckingham

one lick and the finger holds the wind
- Elmedin Kadric

when want is stretched all over the place like sunlight
- Elmedin Kadric

watching myself say those things the moon
- Mark Gilbert
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dementia ward
All in the Family
reruns
- Garry Eaton
birthday party...
celebrating 100 she talks
about her mother
- Freddy Ben-Arroyo
balancing
steel dishes on roofs
a father's love
- Dan Bodah
we embrace
but the earth doesn’t move
that way anymore
- Mike Keville
summer haircut –
my husband still
predictable
- Angela Terry
all INT the ERD fingers IGI on TAT each ION hand
- David J. Kelly
Costco
I just want
one can of soup
- Kara Simon
midwinter night
the noodle long enough
for a whole meal
- Dan Bodah
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SwofDamoclerds
- Michael O'Brien

published poet
a leg-end in my own
lunch time
- Mike Keville

poetry reading
the port-a-potty guy next door
siphons away
- Richard Stevenson

as much meaning
as I choose to give it:
your death poem
- Elmedin Kadric

the instant gratification
of posting a poem
on Facebook
disappears
when nobody likes it
- Susan Burch
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four-letter words
I had never used
summer job
- Ignatius Fay

playing Uno
I draw four more
deep breaths
- Susan Burch

reluctant camel
trying to thread a needle
without my glasses
- Dottie Piet

acolyte –
he runs to get
her dictionary
- Marion Clarke
finals week
all the tulips
lose their heads
- Alexander B. Joy

white water
Handel
on my I-pod
- Mike Gallagher
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FICTION

Election Cycle
By Alex Simand
The circus comes crashing through the wall of your home, all tents and stripes and ballot
slips like peanut shells scattered on fine white tile. You never asked for the circus, but it
comes anyway. Picket signs. Carrot cakes. Globs of spittle from when your neighbour calls
you a communist. A man on a podium puts his head in the mouth of a lion and says, See?
You Can Trust Me. He smiles for the camera and the lion rolls its eyes. Sometimes the lion
bites his head off but he grows another and gesticulates forcefully with his thumbs. The
ringleader appears wearing a sequin gown and the calves of a squat thruster. She begs you to
believe her but her teeth run away, chattering, from her mouth. A bull-sized pigeon plucks
its way on stage and eats a piece of fried chicken, explains that, no, it’s not quite cannibalism.
The man with the lion mouth around his head is saying something through the gills in his
neck. Don’t trust lizard people, he says. Don’t trust lizard people or anyone with a red crayon in his hand,
especially around white walls. You want it all to stop, the circus, but all your friends keep lining
up to buy tickets. Around the block they line up, starving to the ribs for spectacle. You’re
not sure you have friends any more. Only audience members. That must make you the
clown.
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House
By Bryanna Licciardi
Sometimes I dream of children in this house, and their tiny fingers
are made of paper. They sneak behind me, try to smother my mouth,
and I have to chew my way out. Sometimes I wake up in this house
crouched in the corner, terrified they've followed me out,
their fingers still like ghosts against my mouth. Sometimes I go to
bed holding scissors, just in case they don't want me to leave
the next dream alive. Sometimes I don’t want out. Sometimes
they’re kind. They've built me this house, their delicate fingers took time
to crease the corners of each papered room. Sometimes they’re my children,
and they tell me about our family history, of the children my children
will have. Sometimes we circle a paper fireplace, lit softly in the corner
of this house, which is ours. They take turns admiring my fingers,
because their own are dimensionless, ask me what a cut feels like,
or a burn. Like it’s not supposed to be there, I say. Sometimes
the paper is grey, not white, and the house is too dark. Sometimes
running into, and through walls, I search for them, but they’re gone.
Sometimes they search for me. Sometimes their mouths fail them,
because their cries have too many corners to come out.
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Survey
By Charles Rammelkamp

“How highly would you rate terrorism as an issue of importance, on a scale from one
to ten, ten being highly important?”
“Oh, Geez, I don’t know. It’s up there. But like, more people die in automobile
accidents in a week than in terrorist attacks in a year.”
“So…” – pencil hovering over the bubbles – “A two, maybe? Maybe a five?”
“Six. Let’s give it a six.”
I darken the bubble.
“But wait, fuck. Nine eleven. I mean, if there was another nine eleven.”
“So, seven? Eight?”
“Oh, let’s just leave it a six.”
Another survey-taking job. It seemed like a billion-dollar industry at least. It was still
a few years before the next census, when I’d be able to suck on the government tit for a few
weeks, anyway, if not months, but somebody was always taking a poll about something or
other, and they always needed people to ask the questions. Revenge of the temps. I actually
enjoyed these little three-to-five-day gigs. You sort of learned things about your fellow
human beings, though if pressed to say what, exactly, I’d be at a loss for words.
“On a scale from one to ten, how would you rate privacy issues as important, in the
face of national security concerns?”
“Oh, where to begin? I don’t know.”
“I mean, is it important?”
“Oh Jesus. Five. Let’s give it a five.”
My assignment was to walk around the mall and ask random people. Age, race, sex,
and income questions up front, for the numbers-crunchers to sort out the random samples. I
wandered around the food court and the wide-open space with the benches and skylight,
stopping likely people, people who didn’t look like they were in a hurry, just loitering,
lounging.
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“How would you rate the economy on a scale of one to ten?”
“Look, dude. I find this hard to quantify.”
“Well, you know, is it very important, not important. You can put approximate
numbers on it. One, two, or three for not important, eight, nine, or ten for important. Just
pick one.”
“Let’s come back to this one. What’s next?”
“Reproductive rights, marriage equality, campaign finance reform.”
“Are you a Republican or Democrat? I have to know who’s asking these questions.”
“I’m a Kelly Girl.”
“You’re Independent?”
“Like I said, I’m just a Kelly Girl.”
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Roundabout
By Johannes S. H. Bjerg

A square table in the centre of a roundabout. Two chairs. Night. Yellow light from the street lights. Rain.
SAND:
(A fake Italian accent)
What's a da matter?
REYK:
(Annoyed, scribbling on a piece of paper, tense in the body)
Nothing! (A pause). I can't get it right! I forget what it looks like!
SAND:
Lemme see. (Walks over to the other side of the table and looks over REYK's shoulder). No, that's not
it. That there was over there (points to two places on the paper we cannot see) and had a shape more
like a pear.
REYK:
(Angry, irritated)
I know. It just seemed right, right there. I'm no good at drawing. Never have been. (Throws
his body backwards in the chair). Much to my mother's dismay.
SAND:
(Walking back to his chair)
You'll get it right. Just keep at it. It'll be fine. We know what it was and now we know what it
wasn't. That's something.
(A car goes by. Water from the street splashes over the table)
REYK
And now this! (Turning his head to shout at the car). Watch where you’re going, idiot! (Looking
down at his drawing) Look, it's all washed away now! Call me Ralph if I'm gonna do it all over
again!
SAND:
Why Ralph?
REYK:
Why who?
Sonic Boom
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SAND:
You said 'Call me Ralph etcetera'. Who's Ralph?
REYK:
Ah. That's my mother's maiden name. A Freudian slip, I guess.
SAND:
Ah. I see.
REYK:
See what?

down from the North
wind that wants
to enter my house
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Pas de deux: Love Ridden
By Marjorie Jensen
(first verse)
Rise from lying on left side, slowly
extend right arm to a la seconde
bourrée right, bourrée left (cross partner)
attitude left leg, facing partner
extend leg to arabesque, ponche
rise, faille through, pirouette en dedans

Stand in first position, looking down
take her hand in your left hand
lead right and left, with few ballet walks
support her attitude, hand in hand
release hand, sashay back through fourth
prepare, pirouette en dedans (right passé)

Tombé right, pas de bourrée, assemblé
chaînés right, cross partner, reaching
fall to a right lunge (to right of partner)
rise, lifting left in arabesque,
fouetté so left is in front
put it down and sous-sus to partner
palms to partner’s palms in front
push away, soutenu to face front

Tombé right, pas de bourrée, assemblé
hold in fifth, guide her across in front
soubresaut-right begins and ends in front
rond de jambe à terre left (back to front)
turn to face her, left in tendu front
pull back left to fifth
palms to partner’s palms in front
push away, soutenu to face front
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Follow Me
By Sonia Arora

Always, always walk with the proper shoes, something with a soundless sole, soft like
a sneaker, never leaving footprints in soil, sand, or snow. Walk as if on a cushion of air,
breathless from behind. Become a shadow of your beloved, a silhouette of light around the
moon. Sometimes leave just enough space so the eyes, not the feet, can do all the wandering.
Zora didn’t know it, but that was her poem, like the words that follow each other on
the page of a never-ending story. Like notes of a tune she hummed when the words began to
fade and flutter, amorphous, just skimming her from behind like a cloud. The way the pen
on this page writes script, each fiber drinking ink, the way Holden Caulfield catches children
about to fall off a cliff in a field of rye.
It was the way her high school Calculus teacher explained the concept of the limit.
He was short like Napoleon and when she failed his first test, he said, “You have met your
Waterloo.” He had a clean mustache and perfectly tailored pants.
“Imagine a square inside a circle,” he said deliberately. And if you like motion in your
visual mental images, rotate the square so it is always moving. Turn the square into a
pentagon. Imagine the sides are increasing – 6 sides, 7 sides, till it becomes an octagon,
nonagon, decagon. Keep increasing the sides, the figure rotating, and see it approach the
dimension of the circle. The sides will keep increasing but what was once a square will never
become a circle. And so it was with her following. Never reaching.
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Disorder in the Afternoon
By Stanley Kaplan
Each corner he comes to he stops and tips over the heavy steel trash can. Six in the little
time I have followed him.
He spreads the garbage quickly with his feet so that nothing touches.
Then after he makes the sign of the cross, he picks up the nickel cans. One last time before I
turn the corner
home, I watch this day’s agent of disorder confuse the afternoon.
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VISUAL ART

Defining the Dream by W. Jack Savage
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could I explain by J.I. Kleinberg
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Epiphany by Susan Burch

Source: The Happiness Project by Gretchen Rubin
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Haiga by Debbie Strange
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Départ by Nelly Sanchez
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Affectionately Yours by David Felix
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It Was the Best of Times, It Was the Worst of Times by W. Jack Savage
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Notes for a treatise #2 by Mark Young
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Media Hype by John McConnochie

Artist’s statement: With an overwhelming urge to make marks, cut collage, or work in my
sketchbook – now iPad – I journey to create "The Ten Thousand Things". Amongst which are these
hand-cut collage, digitally photographed, and graphically interpreted images. I bring together
disparate images, supporting each viewer to create narratives for themselves.
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Listen by David Felix
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five cigarettes later by Babs McGrory

Source: The Key to Rebecca by Ken Follet
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jumbled papers by J.I. Kleinberg
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La minute bleue by Nelly Sanchez
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Noiseless Turns by Susan Burch

Source: The Turn of the Screw And Other Stories by Henry James
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Kaleidoscope by Olivier Schopfer
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a bright woman by Babs McGrory

Source: Sunshine (Welcome to Tyler #6) by Pat Warren
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16/35 by mwpm

Author’s statement: My aesthetic draws from the avant-garde of the twentieth century; from
individuals such as Gertrude Stein and e. e. cummings, to groups/movements such as Dada and the
language poets. The poem "16/35" can be read by separating the letters into two lines, with the
letters inside the brackets representing the first line, and the letters outside representing the second.
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Haiga by Marianne Paul
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Animal Tangles by Remya Ganesh
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CONTRIBUTORS
Alegria Imperial’s recent poetry increasingly arises from the constant clash between the layered
cultures of her new and old country, and the mediation she does that often ends in a fusion. These
have found their way in pages of contemporary journals such as Bones, Otata, the other bunny, and one
link chain among others.
Alex Simand holds an MFA from Antioch University, Los Angeles. He writes fiction, creative
nonfiction, and poetry. His work has appeared in Red Fez, Mudseason Review, Five2One Magazine, Angel
City Review, Drunk Monkeys, and others. Alex is the former Blog Editor for Lunch Ticket. Find him
online at www.alexsimand.com.
Alexander B. Joy is a PhD candidate in Comparative Literature at the University of Massachusetts,
Amherst. He might be the only New Englander who enjoys the Northeast's 11-month winters.
Amber D. Tran graduated from West Virginia University in 2012, where she specialized in lyrical
non-fiction and contemporary poetry. She currently lives in Alabama with her husband and
miniature dachshund. Her first novel, Moon River, will be released this fall.
Andrew McCallum is a widely published and award winning poet from the South of Scotland. He
writes in both Scots and English. giverny is based on a recollection of a visit Andrew made to Monet's
garden – and its souvenir shop – in the late 1970s.
Angela Terry is an award winning Seattle, WA area poet, whose work has been published in print
and online journals and anthologies. She has served on the Executive Committee of the Haiku
Society of America, and as Washington State Regional Coordinator and President of Haiku
Northwest.
Babs McGrory describes herself as a hockey fan, smartass, cat-worshipper, bibliophile, amateur
doodler, and novice actor. She is occasionally funny and loves sentence fragments. Some of her
vocations include bookstore clerk, freelance writer, miner, nanny, florist, and shoe-seller among
others.
Barbara Daniels’ book, Rose Fever: Poems, was published by WordTech Press and her
chapbooks Black Sails, Quinn & Marie, and Moon Kitchen by Casa de Cinco Hermanas Press. Her
poetry has appeared in Prairie Schooner, Women Arts, Mid-American Review, The Literary Review, and many
other journals. She received three Individual Artist Fellowships from the New Jersey State Council
on the Arts.
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.
Bryanna Licciardi has received her MFA in poetry, and is currently pursuing a PhD in literacy
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studies. Her work appears in such journals as BlazeVOX, Poetry Quarterly, Cleaver Magazine, Adirondack
Review, and Dos Passos. Visit bryannalicciardi.com to read more of her work.
Charles Rammelkamp is the prose editor for BrickHouse Books in Baltimore, where he lives. He
also edits the online journal, The Potomac. His latest book is a collection of poems entitled MATA
HARI: EYE OF THE DAY (Apprentice House, Loyola University).
Cliff Saunders has been writing and publishing poetry for over forty years. His poems have recently
appeared in such journals as Gyroscope Review, Iodine Poetry Journal, Fact-Simile, Parody, Connecticut River
Review, and Dali's LoveChild. He lives in Myrtle Beach and works as a freelance writer.
Dan Bodah is a poet and attorney living in New York City. He hosts the radio program, Vocal Fry,
on the independent radio station, WFMU (wfmu.org). His poetry chapbook, Eyes & Roots, was
published by Many Moons Press in 2014. His poems have appeared/forthcoming in The Heron's
Nest, Blueline, Adirondac, The Lost & Found Times, texture, Fuel, Modern Haiku, and Wild Plum.
David Felix is an English visual poet who lives in Denmark. He comes from a family of artists,
magicians, and tailors. For over fifty years, David has been working with language in a visual way - a
long history in paint and collage, in three dimensions, in galleries and festivals, publications,
performances, and video. Website: davidfelixvisualpoet.com.
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.
Debbie Strange is an award-winning short form poet and haiga artist whose work has been
anthologized, translated, and published internationally. In 2015, Keibooks released her first poetry
collection, Warp and Weft, Tanka Threads. Debbie enjoys exploring nature with her husband in their
1978 lime green VW camper, named Ludwig Van. Website: debbiemstrange.blogspot.ca.
Denis Smith is an Australian born artist, who, for many years, has immersed himself in the
calligraphy and painting of the Far East, as well as in asemic scripts. He has participated in several
exhibitions in Australia and abroad. For Denis, art is a life-long journey of discovery and
experimentation.
Devin Harrison lives in the pacific coast rain forest in British Columbia, where he nurtures a
minimalist life style.
Dottie Piet is a retired art teacher who lives in Tulsa, Oklahoma. She enjoys painting with
watercolor and acrylics. Her short stories and haiku have been published in various journals. Dottie
also leads workshops in art and music appreciation for senior groups.
Eddie Donoghue is a Long Island based artist where he is a part of the Muse Exchange, a mixedgenre performance series. His work has recently appeared in Section 8 & Chrysanthemum.
Elmedin Kadric was born in Novi Pazar, Serbia, but writes out of Helsingborg, Sweden. He is a
student of both longer and shorter forms of poetry, and an avid observer of everything else.
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Eva Limbach lives in Saarbrücken, Germany, and works as a pharmacist. She began writing haiku
and senryu in her native tongue in 2012, and also in English since 2014. You can read her poems on
her blog: http://evamaria-limbach2.blogspot.de/.
Freddy Ben-Arroyo is a retired professor of Structural Engineering at the Technion – Israel
Institute of Technology. He began writing haiku more than 25 years ago, and his work has been
published in many international publications, some translated into Hebrew, Russian, Bulgarian, and
Chinese. He is the author of the haiku and senryu book, Jazz Trio.
Garry Eaton is a Canadian, lives on the west coast of British Columbia, is retired, writes haiku
occasionally, gardens, plays the native Indian flute to keep the bears away, and contributes much free
time as digital librarian for The Haiku Foundation.
Heath Thompson is the founder and editor of Cloud Wanderer, a Taoist and Zen poetry e-zine. His
poetry collection published by Tandava Press, entitled Taoist Poetry; The Path That Weaves Through
Clouds, is forthcoming this summer. Heath lives in Austria with his Dutch poetess girlfriend Laura,
and their three children.
Helen Buckingham lives in Wells, England. Her work appears regularly in journals such as Bones,
Frogpond, and Modern Haiku. Anthology credits include Haiku 21, Haiku 2014, and Haiku in English:
The First Hundred Years. Among her solo collections are water on the moon, mirrormoon, and Armadillo
Basket.
Ignatius Fay is a retired invertebrate paleontologist who writes poetry in various Japanese short
form styles—haiku, tanka, haibun, and tanka prose. His work has appeared in many of the most
respected print and online journals. He edits the Haiku Society of America NEWS, and resides in
Sudbury, Ontario.
J.I. Kleinberg, freelance writer, artist, and poet works and plays with words. Her found-word
collages, from a growing series of more than 1,100, explore the accidental syntax of unintentional
phrases. They have appeared recently in Diagram, Otoliths, Yew Journal, Shadowgraph, After the
Pause, Atlas & Alice, Truck, Journal of Compressed Creative Arts, and elsewhere. She doesn’t own a
television and blogs most days at http://chocolateisaverb.wordpress.com.
Jane Frank lives and writes in Brisbane, Australia. Her poems have appeared/forthcoming in
Antipodes, Australian Poetry Journal, Westerly, Writ, Cordite Review, Yellow Chair Review, Streetcake, London
Grip, Antiphon, takehē, and elsewhere. Her chapbook, Milky Way of Words, was recently published by
Ginninderra Press.
Johannes S. H. Bjerg is a Dane who writes in Danish and English simultaneously, and mainly
writes haiku and its related forms. He is one of the editors of Bones - Journal for 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 held his first solo exhibition in Liverpool in 1974 and continues to paint,
teach, and exhibit internationally in group and solo exhibitions in England, Australia, Russia, and
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USA. His commissions include the National Bank of Australia, Cathay Pacific, L.J. Hooker, Security
Pacific Bank L.A., California, and Far Pavilions.
Kara Simon earned a PhD in psychology, studying topics like teams and personality. She serves as
director of publicity for a local reading series and runs a critique group. When not writing, she enjoys
collecting hobbies such as knitting, acting, and playing Dungeons & Dragons.
Kunjana Parashar resides in Mumbai, India. She has been smitten by the haiku and senryu forms
of writing apart from the occasional free verse. Her poems have appeared in Eastlit. Besides poetry,
she enjoys music and quiet spaces.
Kyle Hemmings has artwork published in The Stray Branch, Euphenism, Uppagus, The Bitchin'
Kitsch, Black Market Lit, Red Bird Press, Snapping Twigs, Convergence, and elsewhere. He loves pre-punk
garage bands of the 60s, Manga comics, and urban photography/art. He especially likes the
photography of Albion Harrison-Naish.
Linda Back McKay is an author, poet, writing coach, editor, and teaching artist.
Website: http://www.lindabackmckay.com.
Marianne Paul is a Canadian novelist and poet with a keen interest in minimalist poetry. Her work
has appeared in A Hundred Gourds, The Heron's Nest, Acorn, Modern Haiku, Bones, Frozen Butterfly, and
Daily Haiku. She has recently (and joyfully) been experimenting with concrete poetry and visual
word play.
Marion Clarke is a Northern Irish writer and winner of London’s Financial Times ‘Poet in the City’
haiku/senryu competition in 2015. She was also long-listed in the inaugural Seamus Heaney Awards
for New Writing and awarded runner-up in the Irish Haiku Society contest. In the past, she
has received a Sakura Award in the VCBF and has had her work published in Tokyo’s Mainichi.
Marjorie Jensen is a writer, educator, dancer, bibliophile, and witch. She is the editor of Arcana: the
Tarot Poetry Anthology, and a contributor at Spiral Nature Magazine. A Mills College M.F.A. alumna, she
has taught creative writing workshops at U.C. Berkeley and the Liminal Center.
Mark Gilbert is based in the UK, and has been writing poetry and short fiction for over 20 years.
His work may be found in such journals as Presence, Englyn, Skylark, and Abyss & Apex. He
discovered Japanese-influenced poetry through the works of Jack Kerouac.
Mark Young is the editor of Otoliths, lives in a small town in North Queensland in Australia, & has
been publishing poetry for more than fifty-five years. His work has been widely anthologized, & his
essays & poetry translated into a number of languages. A new collection of poems, Bandicoot habitat,
is now out from Gradient Books of Finland.
Matthew Moffett lives in Mt. Pleasant, Michigan, with his wife and two kids. He is pursuing an
M.A. in creative writing at Central Michigan University, where he also teaches Freshman
Composition. He thanks you for reading his poem.
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Michael Henry Lee is a husband, father, and grandfather. He and his wife of 30 years reside in St.
Augustine Florida, along with two cats, and numerous bonsai trees. Lee is an award winning
internationally published poet whose work has appeared in numerous journals and websites.
Michael O’Brien is based in Glasgow, Scotland. His work has appeared in Shamrock Haiku, Up
Literature, Failed Haiku, Modern Haiku, Blue and Yellow dog, Otoliths, and so on. He was a runner-up in
the Mainichi Daily News Haiku Contest in 2009.
Mike Gallagher, an Irish poet, has been published and translated worldwide. He won the Michael
Hartnett Viva Voce award in 2010 and 2016, the Desmond O'Grady International award in 2012,
and was shortlisted for the Hennessy award in 2011. His collection, Stick on Stone, was published by
Revival Press.
Mike Keville declares that he is neither a poet, nor a photographer. He enjoys the creative process
immensely and adds:
―I am what I am
and what I am
I’ll let you decide.‖
mwpm lives and writes in Waterloo, Ontario. His poems and prose have appeared/forthcoming in
Blueprint Magazine, The 22 Magazine, filling Station, (parenthetical), Sewer Lid, and Otoliths.
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 reviews, her artworks have
also been exhibited in France and Italy. More of her work can be seen here: Albums.
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, Gnarled Oak, Modern Haiku, Otoliths, Presence, Right Hand Pointing, Under the Basho, Up the
Staircase Quarterly, and Wild Plum. Blog : http://olivierschopferracontelesmots.blog.24heures.ch/.
Remya Ganesh is a dental practitioner from India and tries her hand at zentangles when she has to
untangle her nerves after a busy day of work.
Richard Oyama currently lives in Thailand. His work has appeared in Premonitions: The Kaya
Anthology of New Asian North American Poetry, The Nuyorasian Anthology, Breaking Silence, A Gift of
Tongues, and other literary magazines. His poetry collection, The Country They Know, was published in
2005 and his debut novel, A Riot Goin’ On, is forthcoming.
Richard Stevenson has recently retired from a thirty-year teaching gig at Lethbridge College in
southern Alberta. His most recent books are haikai collections: Fruit Wedge Moon (Hidden Brook
Press, 2015) and The Heiligen Effect (Exstasis Editions, 2015).
Russell Buker recently retired from Shead High School where he taught English and Creative
Writing. He has had numerous poems accepted in many publications including The Antigonish Review,
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The Windrow Anthology, The Cape Breton Collection, Pottersfield Press, Goose River Anthology, Germ Magazine,
Felt Sun, and so on. Website: www.russellburker.com.
Sonia Arora has been teaching literature, humanities, and writing for almost 18 years. Her poems,
short fiction, and essays have appeared in Apiary, Putting the Movement Back into Civil Rights
Teaching, and Prompted. She leads a writing workshop called Writers on the Sound, where they write
fiction, poetry, and memoir.
Stanley Kaplan has published poetry and flash fiction in a number of journals, including Onthebus,
Midstream, Chiron Review, and Quiet Courage, with others forthcoming. He was born, and still lives, in
New York City. The city is his teacher and constant inspiration.
Steve Klepetar’s work has appeared widely. His poems have been nominated for the Pushcart Prize
and Best of the Net. Recent collections include My Son Writes a Report on the Warsaw Ghetto and The Li
Bo Poems, both from Flutter Press, and Family Reunion, forthcoming from Big Table Publishing.
Susan B. Auld is a published poet and a retired pediatric speech therapist. She teaches writing
classes for new writers and facilitates haiku critique groups at local libraries. Susan has published
three chapbooks: Waiting Innocence, Visiting Morning and Other Quiet Places, and Chrysanthemum Dusk, her
first collection of haiku.
Susan Burch is a good egg.
W. Jack Savage is a retired broadcaster and educator. He is the author of seven books,
including Imagination: The Art of W. Jack Savage (wjacksavage.com). To date, more than fifty of Jack’s
short stories and over eight-hundred of his paintings and drawings have been published worldwide.
Jack and his wife, Kathy, live in Monrovia, California.
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FINIS.

