SONIC BOOM
…for writing that explodes

ISSUE TWO
April 2015
(Poetry, Fiction & Art)

SONIC BOOM
…for writing that explodes

Issue Two
April 2015
(Poetry, Fiction & Art)
Editor: Shloka Shankar
Guest Editor: Shobhana Kumar
Webmaster: Dwarakanathan Ravi
Proof reader: Dishika Iyer
Cover Art: ‘Omega Doll’ by Sheila Windsor
Copyright © Sonic Boom 2015

All rights revert to the authors/artists upon publication. For re-prints in future,
please credit Sonic Boom as the original publisher. Works may not be reproduced in
any manner or form without prior consent from the individual artists.

http://sonicboomjournal.wix.com/sonicboom

CONTENTS
EDITORIAL

5

THE POETRY SHACK

6 - 23

The Tyranny of an Empty Room by Bistirna Barua
Mirror Ball by David-Matthew Barnes
Love Poem by Devin Harrison
Encountering a Kuchisake-onna by Donald Paris
The Bedside Book of Alternative Rock by Glen Armstrong
Red Bridge by J. Lewis
Sayings by James K-M
Litany by Johannes S. H. Bjerg
Alphabet Setter by K. Srilata
After the War by Marc Frazier
What I Need in My Life is a Good Alien Abduction by Matt Prater
Radio by Maurice Devitt
Appeal to Ladies – log by Raamesh Gowri Raghavan
To My Dying Mother-in-Law by Sivakami Velliangiri
My Father Dances the Bear Polka by Steve Klepetar
Oviri by Strider Marcus Jones
PAPER LANTERNS

7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24-31

Freddy Ben-Arroyo
Maeve O’Sullivan
Kala Ramesh
Pat Nelson
Raamesh Gowri Raghavan

25

Freddy Ben-Arroyo
Kasturi Jadhav
Brendon Kent
Mike Keville
Karen Harvey
Peggy Castro

26

Samar Ghose
Shivapriya Ganapathy
Peggy Castro
Raamesh Gowri Raghavan
Johannes S. H. Bjerg
Maeve O’Sullivan
Devin Harrison

27

Ajaya Mahala
Alexis Rotella
Johannes S. H. Bjerg
Helen Buckingham
Alegria Imperial

28

John McManus
Niranjan Navalgund
Devin Harrison
Kasturi Jadhav
Shivapriya Ganapathy

29

Karen O’Leary
Deborah P. Kolodji
Samar Ghose
Ali Znaidi

30

Mike Keville
Christine L. Villa
Vessislava Savova
Susan Burch

31

Michael Rehling
Johannes S. H. Bjerg
Devin Harrison
Helen Buckingham
Susan Burch
Mike Keville

32

FICTION
A Talk with My Mother by Alexis Rotella
Papa’s Mistake by Bill Waters
Elegy by Christine L. Villa
Two Foxtrots by Daniel Hales

33-46
34
35
36
37

On My Roof, Tracing Orion by David A. Bradley
Sunburns by Jayashree Maniyil
Father Teaches Tennis by JB Mulligan
Predictable Cocoons by Johannes S. H. Bjerg
I Fear Lucy by John MacAyeal
Upanishad Birds by Joseph Salvatore Aversano
Flippant Phrases by Kerry E. B. Black
When the Sky Breaks by Rashida Murphy
VISUAL ART

38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45
47-64

James K-M
Suresh Sundararajan
Alexis Rotella
Denis Smith
Dishika Iyer &
Pat Geyer
Jayashree Maniyil
Debbie Strange &
S. Eta Grubešić
Terry Gilroy
Chris Dominiczak
Jayashree Maniyil &
Barbara Kaufmann
Debbie Strange
Olivier Schopfer
Dennis Smith
Terri L. French
Sriram Janak &
Denis Smith
Uwannika Dunn
Shivapriya Ganapathy

48
49
50
51
52
53
54
55
56
57
58
59
60
61
62
63
64

CONTRIBUTORS

65

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

71

EDITORIAL
It has been a delightful experience putting together Issue Two of Sonic Boom. We received
submissions from across the globe, and it has enriched the journal that much more. New and
emerging voices sit snugly beside the revered and the established ones, and together, they have
formed a cohesive whole that is fresh and invigorating for your literary palates.
We featured our first Guest Editor since the journal’s inception for The Poetry Shack
section of Sonic Boom. Shobhana Kumar and I worked together and deliberated quite happily over
the poetry submissions. We hope you like the diversity of experimentation, personas, and
emotions that come through starkly, and at other times, more subtly, throughout this section.
The Paper Lanterns section of the journal features some of the finest haiku, senryu,
tanka and sedoka from the most reputed and respected haijin. It has been nothing less than an
honour to showcase the work of these poets. Each page has been put together loosely to read as
individual sequences with a common thread that runs through them.
The stories that have been hand-picked for the Fiction section are as diverse in themes,
as they are in style, voice, and sensibility. Each piece brings to light the craftsmanship of its
author.
The Visual Art section boasts of two new styles – zentangles and asemic writing.
Recently, I have found myself dabbling in these two mediums, and wanted to present more
variety in this section.
We received twice the number of submissions during this reading period, and we would
like to thank each and every one of you for the continued resonance of Sonic Boom.

- Shloka Shankar
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THE POETRY SHACK

The Tyranny of an Empty Room
By Bistirna Barua
Broken shrieks of silence
longingly stick to the walls.
The void lights up like meteorites,
only to dim before my hand
can reach for a crumpled cigarette
lying in some torn pocket of my jeans.
My jeans, on whose skin
the fingernails of time and sustenance
have left their scratches.
The pages of a diary flutter
as if in wait for my pen to caress them –
waiting for a miracle to happen.
Footsteps are heard from the corridor;
maybe a sigh will be greeted by a hug tonight.
I don't dream such dreams,
but I wish I had a socket in my room
where I could plug in my ubiquitous,
misunderstood, unfelt, abrasive longing
and transfer it to light,
in whose flames I burn like a solitary filament.
The night smells of sweat,
of bodies being crushed by the summer of pain,
of souls seeking an escapade into ecstasy.
But I do no such thing.
Maybe I am a masochist, for I wait;
submitting my bursting veins and hazy eyes
to the tyranny of an empty room.
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Mirror Ball
By David-Matthew Barnes
You left me idling by the curb, parked in your silver
car. In the gutter, the ghetto, this wicked outer space.
I'm freezing. You’re buying. Fifteen, then twenty
minutes go by, and each one crawls. Another bang
inside my bulletproof veins. I think of our apartment,
how it’s not really a home with our milk
crate furniture, bare walls, makeshift desk made
for me to write empty spaces between our words.
Later, when we exhale, our eyes meet. They lock
over a shared ball, the sweet smoke - the blinding foil.
I can see my breath now. My lips ache far too much
to kiss, speak. My tongue is frostbitten. Soul,
hypothermic. I wanna go to the beach and taste the sun
on my – here. I hand you a yellow lighter. The flame ignites
the darkness we share. We suck at the smoke with icy hopes
that the fire inside us will soon be extinguished.
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Love Poem
By Devin Harrison
Your skin smooth as bark
from a silver birch; I take
a knife, score lenticels,
gash thread-thin sheets,
and press you like a poultice
against me; I care for aches
this way, discharging into
cells – watching white trilliums
issue from the decay.
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Encountering a Kuchisake-onna
By Donald Paris
Should you ask if I think you're
beautiful, when you lead me
through barred shadows
of street lights into your bedroom,
while you encourage me to join
you under the blue tangle of sheets
piled on your mattress? Or I
ask you, if you think I'm handsome
as I struggle with the rusted
dusted door and you laugh
behind the surgeon's mask
attached to your face?
Should I ask, after you turn
my cheeks into crushed
tangerine seeds and slit
my mouth like yours?
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The Bedside Book of Alternative Rock
By Glen Armstrong
Words as stones with thumping hearts.
Love as a new stone age.
We shared passages
from Conan the Barbarian
and drank wine
while the rolling papers dried.
We were always hand in hand,
stone in stone.
Turning rolled up in the dark.
Washing the sheets.
Shopping for glitter.
I heard the match strike and catch
when it was my turn to listen.
The origin of fire never quite
the way I remembered.
We would stare down a bigger world
when the teller became the story.
In that confusing space that valued both cavemen
and women from Neptune,
we made guitars and boots.
Befriended pill bugs.
Drummed our fingers
forever against the floor.
Something had to give.
So we gave each other the willies,
the feelies, the weepies and the cure.
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Red Bridge (An Ekphrasis)
By J. Lewis

there was a vague point
at which he stopped counting
the hours, days, and weeks
since rejection…
nothing specific to hail
and say hooray, hoorah;
she didn't matter enough
to keep this calendar watch
all that tied him to her,
was a vivid photograph
of a red bridge,
where they fed giant koi
and marvelled at how huge
each fish had grown
and in perfect,
unintended symbolism,
the bridge –
that blood red bridge
was absolutely empty.
Sonic Boom
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Sayings
By James K-M
I am filling the void with the void.
This sentence will end in the future.
Layering the open, light-emitting heart,
day and night, the conscious
and unconscious, upon the unevolved
as a creative act.
Tell me something you don’t know.
He wears his books like a cape,
So, of course, they have to be burned,
To be.
Painting catches the light,
Sculpture catches the dust.
I am about to become a great-grandson.
One second of time now is much faster
than one second of time in 1950.
The psychedelic play of multiplicity.
On the other side of the word black
waits an angelic or spatial percept.
The things that don’t go without saying, evolve.
My concentration camp will never be liberated.
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Litany
(The thread of touch)
By Johannes S. H. Bjerg
I
from touching the ear comes wolves
from wolves comes the bladder
from the bladder comes the urge to listen to the spheres
from the urge to listen to the spheres comes whipped cream
from whipped cream comes the right hand
from the right hand comes small piles of sand
from small piles of sand comes the dance called Cha-Cha-Cha
and from Cha-Cha-Cha the butterflies that live in the stomach;
they in turn give rise to nervous laughter
from nervous laughter comes the need to place coloured candy
in circles
and from the need to place coloured candy in circles come low
furry animals like ferrets and martens
it is well known that they in turn are the sources for royalty
and from royalty comes nothing worthwhile and beer
from nothing worthwhile and beer comes oysters
and from oysters - naturally - comes the need to be quiet
nothing of this is everything
nothing of this is not sacred
[the reader may now drink to clear his/her throat]
II
from one grain of sand touching another comes red foxes
from red foxes comes the need to cover reflective surfaces
with black paint
from the need to cover reflective surfaces with black paint
comes the ticks of the eyelid
from the ticks of the eyelid comes carrots and potatoes
from carrots and potatoes come the downward sides of hills
and from those come headaches
from headaches come shrimps and cods
and from shrimps and cods comes the ability to blow smoke rings
from thence progresses the idea of government
and from the idea of government comes stinging jelly-fish
from stinging jelly-fish comes the card game solitaire
and from solitaire comes palm trees
they give rise to the three chords of the blues
and from the three cords of the blues spring bicycles
from bicycles comes the need to stay in and not pick up the phone
Sonic Boom
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and here the progression rests
nothing of this is not important
III
from the touch of train tickets comes fleas
from fleas comes pyramids
and from thence the sense of doubt
from the sense of doubt comes film stars and candy-floss
from film stars comes the sound of wet gunpowder
and there it is
from candy-floss comes cacti
and from cacti comes everything that runs on time
from everything that runs on time comes jigsaw-puzzles
and from jigsaw-puzzles comes the sound K
from the sound K comes the colon
and from the colon comes weather forecasts
from weather forecasts comes lamps you can hang on the wall
and from thence comes pears
from pears come machines that can package pills
and from machines that can package pills comes the need
to express your opinion no matter what
from the need to express your opinion no matter what cigars come forth
and from cigars vacant waiting rooms
and in vacant waiting rooms dust gathers
and there it is.
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Alphabet Setter
By K. Srilata
The fistful you let drop,
I slip slyly
into the shadow valleys
between my fingers.
Later,
I will take them out
one by one,
examine them
in the light,
and like a stone setter,
set them
in a line.

Sonic Boom

16

After the War
By Marc Frazier
My brother brought back stereos and listened to Dylan.
He visited Bill who sat in his wheelchair and watched the kids play across the street;
Bill, who used only half of his body, even less of his voice.
Michael stood in the silent pool of his whiskey.
Bill petted the dog or lifted weights to become twice as strong as his dead self.
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What I Need in My Life is a Good Alien Abduction
By Matt Prater
I've not slowed for a single old thing
in several weeks. I've not eaten any flowers.
Root cellar soup sounds nice, but who has the time?
I do. But I don't want to.
I don't. But I want nothing
more than to want so badly,
to will myself to pilgrimage.
Wake me up with Byron's
sudden infamy, or leave me
to wallow in the stubble
and the days-long unwiped
lenses of my glasses. I do not
care to care. Beam me up, Scotty.
Missouri. Suburban Lyon.
A soup place in a Hanoi
apartment district. New Mexico
with Coast to Coast on the AM radio,
and green dots on the horizon:
only long haul Conway semis,
but a guy can dream of Glip Gloop starships
dispensing wisdom and diplomatic tokens.
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Radio
By Maurice Devitt
The radio sits on the chair
where you left it
two years ago
while tidying the shelf
and, in that time
it has filled the gaps
in our crocheted lives,
scored the silence
with blisters of sound,
and, without raising its voice,
pin-pricked my memory
with the song
that was playing
as you left.
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Appeal to Ladies-log
By Raamesh Gowri Raghavan
Why ladies-log you are coming
in general dabba* on Sundays only?
You are making the gents-log
to behave extra carefully,
and not to using
maderchod-benchod** language
which is very unnatural for us.
Over and above ji,
your gents-log are becoming extra-aggressive
and you couples are taking
so much place
where everyday 4-5 men
are standing only.
And what is really sad is that ji
all the tight jeans-wali ladies
are going in ladies compartment only
and only burkha and behenji*** type ladies
are coming in general dabba.
So lukkha-type boys^
are hanging from footboard
only to make distance from you,
and they are blocking
us decent gentleman-type gents
from boarding and getting off the local
and that is causing very much tension.

Glossary:
*general dabba: Mumbai's local trains have compartments (called dabba in Hindi/Marathi) that are either
only for women (called Ladies Compartment (sic)) or for anyone (general). On working days, women
avoid the general dabba because of overcrowding and unwanted male attention.
**maderchod-benchod: very rude words that are so common in Mumbai now that they've lost their sting;
in other Indian places, they might still provoke a hostile reaction.
***burkha and behenji: women from conservative Muslim (burkha) and Hindu (behenji) backgrounds,
who venture out of the house only on Sundays and only in the company of their husbands.
^lukkha: A word in Mumbai slang for an unemployed person.
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To My Dying Mother-in-Law
By Sivakami Velliangiri
You knew when death came near,
spoke about the old dark woman who pulled your hand,
and shooed her away with your dentures. You spoke
about the country chicken gruel that your husband liked,
and of a necklace to be gifted to your granddaughter.
Like a baby, you were carried to the temple car festival.
The purohit made a miniature effigy of you in dharba grass
and a not-so-shapely cow with grass sticks;
you were catching the tip of the cow's tail en route
to heaven. I gave you your travelling expense.
There is a long line on the wall leading to a Shiva Linga
with a sun and moon on either side, and a couple of stars
drawn with turmeric.
Here, where the last rites are being performed,
butter is thrown thrice from above the shoulders,
with a down turned palm, at Ganesha.
We searched everywhere for your dentures,
but only found your spectacles. Dentures
were the only weapon you had, to fight for your life.
It is no wonder that we could not find them.
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My Father Dances the Bear Polka
By Steve Klepetar
Around the square on a festival
night, he skips magic mirror slick
from Old Syber Saloon, to beer
table, to Theatre Lounge, foam,
beard, and hair on fire, wearing
scraps of things he’s heard or seen.
It’s the Bear Polka, a sullen dance,
a movement of bees and chains.
His arms are salmon breaking
the surface of a moonlit
stream, his snout a trumpet
startling the air. How he dances
on this steaming summer street,
how he struts and roars.
Pursued, he is baited and wounded
with stones. Night rides him
and he waves its sultry silver
flag, orphaned at last by a century
of ocean and blood. He is turning
back into himself. All night, they
re-educate him on the ways of the wind.
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Oviri (The Savage - Paul Gauguin in Tahiti)
By Strider Marcus Jones
woman,
wearing the conscience of the worldyou make me want
less civilisation
and more meaning.
drinking absinthe together,
hand rolling and smoking cigarsbeing is, what it really is:
fucking on palm leaves
under tropical rain.
beauty and syphilis happily cohabit,
painting your colours
on a parallel canvas
to exhibit in Paris,
the paradox of you.
somewhere in your arms,
i forget my savage self;
inseminating womb
selected by pheromones
at the pace of evolution.
later. I vomit arsenic on the mountain and return
to sup morphine. spread ointments on the sores, and ask:
where do we come from.
what are we.
where are we going.

Sonic Boom

23

PAPER LANTERNS

white-washed
and dream-like cobalt blue…
Santorini
- Freddy Ben-Arroyo
counting breaths...
a wheelbarrow rumbles
through five, six, seven, eight
- Maeve O’Sullivan
waterfall
I walk
the sound
- Kala Ramesh
alone on the lawn sprinkler psits..psits..psits..psits
- Freddy Ben-Arroyo
the usual
in the writer’s corner
cafe rain
- Pat Nelson
shoes lined up
outside the shrine room
Hush Puppies
- Maeve O’Sullivan
silent night only the string lights Morse coding
- Raamesh Gowri Raghavan
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winding
the 100-year-old clock
Friday again
- Freddy Ben-Arroyo

loose change
questions to fill up
those long silences
- Kasturi Jadhav

night train...
holding my thoughts
a little closer
- Brendon Kent

autumn leaves
that which remains
is enough
- Mike Keville
two roads diverge
so many sitting
on the fence
-Karen Harvey
two blood red roses
will my debt
ever be paid
- Peggy Castro
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stroking my hand
my father's hand
wild irises
- Samar Ghose
ma's cracked feet
all the stones
I'm yet to cross
- Shivapriya Ganapathy
dandelion fluff...
what memories remain
after we pass
- Peggy Castro
puja flowers
swept away...I frame you
in 12" by 8"
- Raamesh Gowri Raghavan
108 maha-mantras
that's the circumference
of this (w)hole
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg
resting in the empty sandal a collapsible cane
- Maeve O'Sullivan

logging onto
life in the hereafter—
Google search
- Devin Harrison
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fAmiLy gEt-tOgetHer
- Ajaya Mahala

ghostownothere
- Alexis Rotella
archetypo
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg

x
m
ass
- Helen Buckingham

undressing the tree
the turned-down laugh line
of a moustache
- Alegria Imperial
supermoon
our world wide will
to blame
- Helen Buckingham
cypress tips
all the phrases hanging
on commas
- Alegria Imperial
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silk sheets
her fingers stroke
my stubble
- John McManus

keychain the way i clingontoher
- Niranjan Navalgund
fragrant Chinese pear –
another part of you
that I learn to love
- Devin Harrison
2MORO
he spells out the end
of our future
- Kasturi Jadhav
broken vase
piecing my excuses
together
- Shivapriya Ganapathy
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silk ribbons –
the smooth strains
of her song
- Karen O’Leary
mockingbird . . .
the insurance company
totals my car
- Deborah P. Kolodji
new puppy –
the rosewood box
gathers dust
- Samar Ghose
erasure poetry
extracting the best seeds
from a sunflower
- Ali Znaidi
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an itch
I can scratch –
the time it takes
to fall out of lust
and into love
- Mike Keville
daffodils
brim over the edges
of my dreams...
how I long to know
if he's waiting for me
- Christine L. Villa

photos
of their grandchildren
over Skype…
she tries to read the message
with her husband’s glasses
- Vessislava Savova
icicles
stabbing the pavement—
I tell him
his cancer is back
as if I feel nothing
- Christine L. Villa

ducking
the plate you threw at me
breaks into pieces
you hiccup
congratu lations
itsafetus
- Susan Burch

drowning
my fears
in the sound
of the garbage disposal—
death rattle
- Christine L. Villa
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prayer beads
one hundred and eight times
i ask why
- Michael Rehling
when guilt has a face tenderness
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg
focusing
in on himself –
shot glass
- Devin Harrison

department of the interior stacking cells
- Helen Buckingham
bad vibrations the chair massager
turns me on
- Susan Burch

not a sign of elevated consciousness just mild nausea
- Johannes S. H. Bjerg
crowded side walk I walk into
someone's fart
- Susan Burch
right turn
her left hand
out a bit
in her red dress
a sandwich short
of size zero

- Mike Keville

- Mike Keville
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FICTION

A Talk with My Mother
By Alexis Rotella
My widowed mother orders the spring chicken, while I secure my plastic lobster bib. In
the greenhouse filled with hanging baskets, we overlook acres of trees and butter cupped
meadows.
I ask my mother whom she loved before my father came along. She told me he was a
Russian Jew.
What was his name?
Irving.
What did he do?
He owned a laundry and dry-cleaning store. He was older than I.
How old?
He was thirty-two.
And you?
I was only nineteen.
Her stomach began giving her trouble, and so she left New York to be closer to her
mother.
Did Grandma know about Irving?
Grandma told me if I married him, she would disown me.
How did she know about him?
We wrote letters. She couldn’t help but notice.
She said Irving used to bring her flowers. He used to sing her songs in Russian and play
the guitar.
But he was too old.
I wanted to add, and too generous? But instead, I asked if my father had ever given her a
gift.
No, he never did.
Not even when you were dating?
No, not even then.
Sonic Boom
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Papa’s Mistake
By Bill Waters
“See all these boxes? They’re the unsold copies of my latest, Key West Cuisine.”
Hemingway scowled. “Write a cookbook,’ they said.”
Shrugging, he continued. “Now I need room — lots of room. Fishing rods, camping
gear, war souvenirs, this stuffed leopard . . .” He made a broad sweeping gesture. “Everything
has to go!”
“What do you say?” He clapped me on the shoulder. “Go on! Make me an offer for the
lot. Be a man!”
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Elegy
By Christine L. Villa
Every day is a chore. The most difficult time of day is when I need to drag myself out of bed in
the mornings. I hate waking up to a pile of dishes in the sink, dirty clothes strewn all over the
bedroom floor, books and magazines lying around the house, phone messages from friends who
worry about where I am.
There are a few things I consistently love to do, though. Brunch is composed of tea and honey,
toast, and soft-boiled eggs. I eat in front of the computer to see what's new with my Facebook
friends. The chat room is left open through the day, just so that I have company, even if I don't
feel like talking at all.
Then, I'm lost in a shuffle of to-do lists. Nothing gets accomplished as I move from one colossal
project to another.
without you
I stumble on memories
I thought I'd forgotten . . .
the words of an elegy
finally complete
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Two Foxtrots
By Daniel Hales
When Buddha Smiles
The smile is there right away, and, of course, the foxtrot. But I keep listening for the Buddha. Is
He in the crackling orbit of the 78 itself, spinning on its altar? Play it again for that, and for the
big brass stabs at the needle drop. Benny’s relaxed lines of laughter. The quick cymbal taps and
chops, the mountain ranges beyond, banyans swaying with an unseen breeze.

Dancing In The Dark
It’s still in there, despite mould on the newsprint sleeve, mud basement floods caked into the
platter's lacquered grooves. So you don’t know what a foxtrot is or how it’s supposed to make
you move, who can bother caring when you’re dancing deeper into the dark like an all-knowing
clarinet solo? (Springsteen agrees, and then wonders why he was summoned to this poem. His
dark was such a different thought, a synthesized bandanna and denim darkness. He says he’s
shaking the world off his shoulders, and then invites the cute girl wearing his tour shirt to dance
‘neath the blazing lights onstage.) Now lift the needle and play it again. Each spin an excavation,
especially that foreboding opening figure before the strings arrive and lift everything up. And
don’t you love how the bass bows to the audience at the end?
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On My Roof, Tracing Orion
By David A. Bradley
The sky bends at the horizon, warping Orion so he is not skewering with his spear, but
reaching open-armed towards the planet, urging us toward cosmic origins. My gravity snaps.
Streetlights and cars fall from sight. The sounds of shattering beer bottles and teenage laughter
are swept under the night. My roof drops beneath me, suspending over a planet easing into the
tapestry of the galaxy until not even wind or water whisper. Only my breathing, my fading skin,
Earth’s ambient hum.
Orion conceives himself within the oceans’ convex mirrors; refracted light pushes other
constellations from sight. Gravity pulls him to his mythic home. Translucent olive skin stretches
over his vague figure as he’s subjected to humming telephone lines, coughing commuters
manoeuvring pot-holed roads, the smell of dew glistening on the grass, coffee steaming in an
open cup, and the first batch of bagels at four in the morning.
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Sunburns
By Jayashree Maniyil
We are the first to arrive at my grandma’s home. It’s our school summer vacation. I rush in to
check the dark storage room, where grandma has stocked green mangoes covered in hay, to
ripen just in time for our arrival. The heady scent of ripe jackfruit wafts through the air. And just
outside the kitchen window, sits a crow as if to welcome us, and guard a mound of tender
coconuts waiting to be cut open.
kulimuri
the smell of Super 501
in my bath towel
I wait for my cousins. In the afternoon, my eyes surrender to the drone of the rusty table-fan.
Slipping into a place surrounded by green paddy fields whispering in the wind, I skip along the
pathway in my new pattu paavaadaa. The multi-coloured kuppivala jingle alongside the silver
paadasaram. An eagle soars higher into the blue sky as I scream my name aloud to the wind.
And from a distance, a bicycle bell stirs me from my dream. I wake up, and rush to the front gate
of my grandma's home. The coins jingle in my pocket as I wait eagerly.
ice-cream vendor
my favourite flavour
sold out again

Glossary:
kulimuri - bathroom
Super 501 - a brand of laundry soap
pattu paavaadaa - a long silk skirt
kuppivala - glass bangles
paadasaram - anklet
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Father Teaches Tennis
By JB Mulligan
Father was a distant man in two directions: up high, like a stern and well-trimmed tree,
and across from me -- from us -- sitting back at the dinner table, or in the armchair afterwards,
pronouncing on the world and our prescribed part in it. Four girls, and one stillborn son, seems
to me now to be some obscure penance for sins too mild to deserve such punishment. He loved
each of us deeply, we knew, but in a restrained and warmthless way, and he hugged us like a man
who was late for an appointment.
Curiously, after we were married, he was more demonstrative. Not nearly as much as
Mom, of course, but he loosened up considerably.
I remember when we were young, he had taught each of us tennis, at which he had
excelled in college. Hovering over us like a neatly-dressed bear, he would hold our wrists and
guide us through the swing of forehand and backhand. I didn't notice when he was teaching me
-- he was Father, making sure we did something properly. But my older sister was angry with me
for days, and I realized she was jealous. As he taught my two younger sisters, I realized why: he
smiled more during those lessons than at any other time. Smiled at life, smiled especially at us.
Not that often, it seemed -- and as I remembered -- while we were looking at him, but as we
stroked the imaginary ball crisply back across the net. When he hovered above and behind us, or
watched us from the side of the court, his face spread and lit up, and he looked much younger,
and happy.
Once, the year before he died, as Mom and all four of us watched him playing tennis
with a friend, my younger sister blurted out, "Father always loved us so much." Mom was
startled. "Of course he did, from the moment each of you was born." But we looked at each
other and smiled. Out on the court, he ran and volleyed and smiled.
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Predictable Cocoons
By Johannes S. H. Bjerg
“They're like cocoons,” K. says and points to the pile of unopened envelopes, some of them
turning yellowish with age.
“What's in them?”
“Haiku journals,” I reply.
“Why haven't you opened them, then? I mean, you like haiku, you write haiku. Aren't you
curious?”
“Nah, I already know what's in them. The excitement kind of dwindles when you know what
kind of mariposa (I try to pronounce it in Spanish) will come out of a specific cocoon. It would
be far more fun if it was a pterodactyl or a hookah smoking dwarf that came out, but I have
given up hoping for that.”
“Maybe I can help you.” K. turns himself into a pink unicorn and does a Fred Astaire dance.
“Now I just need to find my Ginger.”
this way that way the indecisive wind
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I Fear Lucy
By John MacAyeal
No one knows how it happened. It all began when CBS decided to rebroadcast I Love
Lucy in prime time. There was something odd about the weather. A few reported UFOs. Big
Foot was allowed to participate in a debate between mayoral candidates in a place called Gun
Barrel City, Texas. But the oddest was that the sepia-toned Lucy somehow came to life, jumped
through the screen, and appeared in living rooms, break rooms, doctor's offices, prison cells, and
fast-food joints, everywhere a TV was showing the rerun of I Love Lucy in prime time, well into
the 21st century. So I don't mean one Lucy. I mean 50 million sepia-toned Lucys coming to life.
So there it was, the country faced with a new crisis. An army of 50 million Lucys. We gun
nuts rallied. Assault rifles did what they could, which wasn't much. We had forgotten how
resourceful she could be, how downright tricky, never just a comedienne as we had first thought.
Revolutionary War re-enactors dragged out cannons, all to no avail against the army of Lucys.
First, Boston surrendered, then New York. We had forgotten how tough an Irish girl can
get. Then Phoenix. After that, Helena. Miami held out for three days. I was ready to surrender
making sure my genealogy was correct in listing me as Irish – would that give me a break. Then
chemical weapons appeared. The Lucys loved their aroma more than tobacco. A nuclear blast –
kill ourselves with her? Anything not to be conquered by this army of redheads.
The CBS executive announced on the CBS Evening News with Rutabaga Kardashian,
that a new episode of I Love Lucy would be broadcasted within the next five minutes with all
images of Lucy bleached out – also Fred and Ethel gone – with just Ricky. And out marched 50
million Rickys, some bloody from busting through the glass of our TVs.
It was a thunder: “Lucy, I'm home.”
And after that, I'm not really sure what happened.
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Upanishad Birds
By Joseph Salvatore Aversano
two birds on a bough. the backdrop tempered by the dust and heat of the subcontinent. one bird
in sorrow, eating of the bough's fruit; the other looking on. if only the one in sorrow were to
pause and take note of the one looking on. two birds on a bough. the backdrop being sky.
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Flippant Phrases
By Kerry E.B. Black
Liv slumped into the comfort of her oversized arm chair, wishing it would swallow her.
Stunned, dumbstruck, and teary-eyed, she fought to breath.
“Ma’am, please answer the question. When was the last time you saw Mr. Snowden?”
Speaking took concentration, and she wished she could just pass out. “I-I don’t
remember. We’ve been broken up for a while now.”
“Try to remember,” the officer repeated.
Sweat trickled down her forehead, a tickling progress betraying her discomfort.
“Um,” she began. Thinking hurt. She had offered an off-handed comment during a
moment of weakness to a man she trusted. “I guess it was at Joni’s party. We had a custody
exchange.”
The officer scribbled in his notebook, flipping through the pages. “Was that on the
12th?”
She struggled to recall her exact wording.
“Ma’am?”
“What?” Oh, yes, the party took place on Saturday, at the Bowling Alley.”
“On the 12th?”
She nodded. “I think so.” When she had dropped Joni at the party, Paul Snowden made
a big scene. Liv’s lower lip trembled as she recalled the humiliation. A friend named Joe, also
dropping off a kid at the party, had met her outside and offered to buy her a drink.
“How did it happen?” She dreaded the answer.
The officer cleared his throat. “Hit and run. No witnesses.”
The words fell like blows, pushing the air from her solar plexus. Her tearful words from
that night haunted her. Just wish someone would run him over. “Did he…” she choked on a sob,
“suffer?”
“Won’t know until the autopsy, but the coroner thinks death was instant.”
“That’s at least a blessing,” she said. Her head hummed and throbbed.
God, Joe, I wasn’t serious. I didn’t mean for you to actually do it.

Sonic Boom

44

When the Sky Breaks
By Rashida Murphy
Names and numbers, she thinks. Names and numbers have such powerful resonances,
especially when synonymous with catastrophe. September 11, 2001. November 11, 1918. Osama.
Hitler. What happened to the German children called Adolf in the decades following the war?
She wonders this as she thinks of her own sweet Sam, her beautiful, round cheeked baby boy,
her Osama. It is a family name, passed down from generation to generation, one of the few
connections to the old country that endures in this one, this new country whose sky is broken
into little squares.
There are other numbers too.
One hundred and fifty six. The number of people who drowned when the sinking boat
flung itself against the swell of foam that obliterated the world when she thought she would die.
She would die, and her boy would never hear stories about brown hillsides and olive trees and
the way the sky looked where he was born. And how the rain was scarce and temperamental, but
enough to grow grapefruit and orange and basil and spinach and a renegade almond or two.
Those trembling attempts at growing food despite Israeli trucks rumbling through their villages,
flattening, blasting, scattering layers of concrete and dust. Despite boys who never came back
and fathers who never spoke again.
These jailers are not unkind. She takes Sam every day to the makeshift schoolroom at the
end of the long grey corridor. There, with 15 children of varying ages, she has moments of
restfulness, moments when she can close her eyes and not feel the prick of a thousand knives
behind her eyelids or hear the screams of the drowned ones. The older children scrawl misery on
cardboard boxes and the younger ones draw never-ending circles on a square blackboard.
Osama, she whispers, Osama, and the boy looks at her. She clutches him hard against her
chest and he squirms. The Afghani girl with green eyes keeps moving the red, yellow, green
beads of an old abacus back and forth, and the thin dark boy hugs his knees and rocks. She
wishes she could show them some kindness, some affection, some understanding. She wishes
she could speak, but knows her sibilant whispering would scare them, so she says nothing.
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She tries to imagine a future for all of them. A future that includes olives and flat bread
and the smell of sea and tobacco and kind men. Outside this cage, there are real people waiting
to take the thin boy and the skittish girl to their homes, to love them as their parents would have,
had they survived. She will walk out of here with Sam. Look up that glaring sky and thank
whoever it was who allowed her to live. Get her voice back. Find a school and wait for Sam to
teach her how to read this wrong-side-of-the-page language. Never call him by the name of his
father and grandfather. Osama.
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VISUAL ART

Portrait of Tristan Tzara (1978) by James K-M
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A Peacock Mural by Suresh Sundararajan
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A Haiga by Alexis Rotella
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Continues (I) by Denis Smith
(oil stick & sumi ink on Khadi paper)
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Doodle by Dishika Iyer

Tanka Art by Pat Geyer
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Zentangle by Jayashree Maniyil
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Blue Owl by Debbie Strange

Crescent Moon by S. Eta Grubešić
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Photography by Terry Gilroy

Sonic Boom

55

Haiga by Chris Dominiczak
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A Haiga by Jayashree Maniyil

A Haiga by Barbara Kaufmann
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Tanka Art by Debbie Strange
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Bridge of Inspiration by Olivier Schopfer
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Continues (III) by Denis Smith
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Nest by Terri L. French
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Photography by Sriram Janak

Continues (II) by Denis Smith
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Alley Cats by Uwannika Dunn
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Ganesha by Shivapriya Ganapathy
(Technique: Black dots on paper)
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CONTRIBUTORS
Ajaya Mahala is a post graduate in Economics, and serves the Government of India under the Indian
Revenue Services. He was introduced to haiku in 2013, and since then, has won all the four world kukai
that were held during the year 2014. His poems have been published in major international haiku journals.
He was also one of the contributing poets of Cycle 17 on Daily Haiku.
Alegria Imperial is a journalist from Manila, Philippines. She now lives in Vancouver, BC, Canada, and
stumbled upon Japanese short poetry forms in 2007. Her first published haiku also received an award.
Gaining a few more awards, she has continued to write for international journals.
Alexis Rotella won the grand-prize in the Kusamakura Haiku Contest 2007. Her work is widely
anthologized, including Haiku Mind: 108 Poems to Cultivate Awareness and Open Your Heart, Beneath a Single
Moon, and most recently, Creative Writing: An Introduction to Poetry and Fiction. She served as President of the
Haiku Society of America in 1984, and founded and edited Brussels Sprout and Prune Juice. Her haiku
collection, Between Waves, will be available in spring 2015.
Ali Znaidi (b.1977) lives in Redeyef, Tunisia. He is the author of several chapbooks,
including Experimental Ruminations (Fowlpox Press, 2012), Moon’s Cloth Embroidered with Poems (Origami
Poems Project, 2012), Bye, Donna Summer! (Fowlpox Press, 2014), and Taste of the Edge (Kind of a
Hurricane Press, 2014).
Barbara Kaufmann can be found (or lost) wandering the woods, beaches and gardens of New York,
camera and notebook in hand, hunting for poems. http://wabisabipoet.wordpress.com/
Bill Waters lives in Pennington, New Jersey, U.S.A., with his wonderful wife and their three amazing
cats. Websites: twitter.com/bill312 and billwatershaiku.wordpress.com.
Bistirna Barua hails from the quaint town of Tezpur, in Assam. His experiments with poetry began
when he was a teenager. His poems have been published in The Hindu, The Statesman, The Assam Tribune,
and other poetry platforms. His first collection of poetry is expected this year. Currently a Research
Scholar in CSSS, JNU, Delhi, he can be reached at iambistirna@gmail.com.
Brendon Kent was in born in Bitterne village, Southampton, England. He developed a keen interest in
Japanese arts and poetry at an early age, having had his first short poem published at the age of eleven.
He moved to Botley village, Southampton, later in life, where he regularly takes walks along the
countryside taking photographs and enjoying every "haiku moment".
Chris Dominiczak is from Newcastle upon Tyne, UK. He won the first UHTS Rosenberry Literary
award for haiku, and has been published in several journals. He mainly writes Japanese short-form poetry
and its related genres. When he's not writing, he busies himself in either taking photographs, wood
working, tree cutting, or is subject to his daughter’s demands.
Christine L. Villa, an animated story teller and an artist by nature, dabbles in children's writing, short
form poetry, and photography. She loves wearing hats, creating jewellery, making videos, and fussing over
her succulents or her parakeet named Georgie. She is the founding editor of Frameless Sky – a video
journal
showcasing
poets,
artists,
and
musicians
in
collaborative
projects. http://framelesssky.weebly.com.
Daniel Hales is the author of Tempo Maps, a book of poetry with a companion CD (ixnay press). His
poems and flash fiction have appeared in many journals, including Verse Daily, Conduit, H_NGM_N,
Sentence, Quarter After Eight, and Booth. He is in two bands: The Frost Heaves and The
Ambiguities. www.home.earthlink.net/~djselah
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David A. Bradley is an aspiring novelist with a recently obtained degree in Literary Studies. He won the
2013 Young Writer’s Award hosted by www.youngwritersonline.net and has been published in The Corner
Club Press and Freeze Frame Fiction. He’s currently writing a novel, and is waiting to hear back from
graduate schools.
David-Matthew Barnes is the bestselling author of twelve novels and several collections of stage plays,
poetry, short stories, and monologues. His literary work has been featured in over one hundred
publications. He was selected by Kent State University as the national winner of the Hart Crane Memorial
Poetry Award.
Debbie Strange is a member of The Writers' Collective of Manitoba, and several tanka and haiku
organizations. Her writing has received awards, appeared in numerous short-form poetry journals, and
has been translated into several languages. She is an avid photographer whose images have been
published and exhibited. Debbie's passion is for creating haiga and tanka art. Twitter: @Debbie_Strange.
Deborah P. Kolodji is the California Regional Coordinator for the Haiku Society of America, and is the
Moderator of the Southern California Haiku Study Group. Her haiku have been published in Modern
Haiku, Frogpond, bottle rockets, Acorn, Mariposa, The Heron’s Nest, A Hundred Gourds, and many other journals.
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 is a retired educator and an inveterate traveller. He began writing haiku & senyru two
years ago, and recently won the Japanese Akita University President’s award. He presently lives on
Vancouver Island, Canada.
Dishika Iyer, a first year Bachelor of Arts student from Mumbai, India, has been recently acquainted
with Japanese verse forms, namely haiku & haibun. Her haiku received an Honourable Mention in the
TATA Lit Live ‘Autumn Rain Haiku Contest’ (2014), and some of her haiku have appeared in Creatrix,
Cattails and A Hundred Gourds.
Donald Paris is currently studying poetry in Queens University of Charlotte's MFA program. He lives in
Raleigh, North Carolina, and is determined to check all the books out of his local
library. His poems have appeared in Split Ink Poetry, The Camel Saloon, Dead Snakes, and The Eunoia Review.
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.
Glen Armstrong holds an MFA in English from the University of Massachusetts, Amherst, and teaches
writing at Oakland University in Rochester, Michigan. He edits a poetry journal called Cruel Garters, and
has two chapbooks scheduled for 2015: In Stone and The Most Awkward Silence of All. His work has
appeared in Poetry Northwest, Conduit and RaedLeaf Poetry.
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 (Modern Haiku) and Haiku
in English: The First Hundred Years (Norton). Among her solo collections are: water on the moon, mirrormoon,
and Armadillo Basket.
J. Lewis is an internationally published poet, musician, and nurse practitioner. His poetry and music
reflect the complexity of human interactions, sometimes drawing inspiration from his experience in
healthcare. When he is not otherwise occupied, he is often on a kayak, exploring and photographing the
waterways near his home in California.
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James K-M’s painting is abstract, geometric and metaphysical. In 2012, K-M was artist-in-residence at
the Josef and Anni Albers Foundation in Bethany, Connecticut. In 2013, following a trip to Mexico City,
he turned to sculpture. He lives in Vancouver, B.C. and has been exhibiting in Canada and internationally
since 1978. (https://jameskm.wordpress.com)
Jayashree Maniyil lives in Australia. Haiku happened to her about three years ago, and since then, there
has been no looking back. She enjoys experimenting her way through different forms of Japanese inspired
verses.
JB Mulligan has published poems and stories in hundreds of magazines over the past 35 years. He has
also had two chapbooks published: The Stations of the Cross and THIS WAY TO THE EGRESS, along
with two e-books: The City Of Now And Then, and A Book of Psalms, as well as several anthologies.
Johannes S. H. Bjerg (b. 1957) is a Dane who writes in Danish & English simultaneously. He mainly
writes (hai)ku and its related forms. Some of his books include Penguins/Pingviner, Parallels, Threads/Tråde,
Paper Bell Lessons, Noah's Eggs, Beatitudes/Saligprisninger, and many more bilingual works. He was also the
instigator and is the co-editor of Bones – a journal for contemporary haiku. (www.bonesjournal.com)
John MacAyeal is a native Texan, born in Dallas, reared in El Paso, and now living in Austin, where he
works on the IT help-desk for a major North American retailer. Holding a master's in English from the
University of Texas at El Paso, he enjoys photography and fiction writing.
John McManus has had work published in various journals and anthologies. He's the former
Expositions editor of A Hundred Gourds, and is the founder and current editor of the Frozen Butterfly. John
was one of the featured poets in New Resonance 8, and received the 2012 Touchstone Award from The
Haiku Foundation.
Joseph Salvatore Aversano is a native New Yorker based in Ankara, Turkey. His poetry has appeared
recently in Bones, Frogpond, The Heron's Nest, Modern Haiku, moongarlic e-Zine, Otoliths, and in the Red Moon
Press anthologies. In 2014, he was presented with both the Modern Haiku and (First Prize) HaikuNow!
awards.
K. Srilata is a professor of English at IIT Madras, India. Her collections of poems include Writing
Octopus, Arriving Shortly and Seablue Child. She co-edited the anthology, Rapids of a Great River: The Penguin
Book of Tamil Poetry. Her novel, Table for Four, was long listed in 2009 for the Man Asian literary prize, and
was published by Penguin. Srilata’s work has also been featured in The Blood Axe Anthology of Indian Poets.
Kala Ramesh is an award-winning poet who has been instrumental in bringing school kids 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 to weave in a pause, a breather into our hectic lives!
Karen Harvey is a poet, writer, artist and dreamer who lives in a small coastal town in North Wales, UK.
She is happiest when she is swimming or combing the beach for seashells, stones and poems.
Karen O’Leary is a writer and editor from West Fargo, ND. She has published poetry, short stories, and
articles in a variety of venues including, Frogpond, A Hundred Gourds, Moonbathing, Haiku Pix, Creative
Inspirations, and Poems of the World. She currently edits an online poetry journal called Whispers,
http://whispersinthewind333.blogspot.com/
Kasturi Jadhav is an advertising copywriter, poet and teacher, based in Mumbai. She stumbled onto
haiku in late 2014, and now tends to see the world in 17 syllables.
Kerry E.B. Black welcomes well-written words in the Pennsylvania home she shares with her sizable
family. This year, she plans to continue writing and participate in the "One Year Of Letters" Project. Her
poetry was chosen for the "Think Kids Think" competition. You may follow her
at www.facebook.com/authorKerryE.B.Black, and on twitter @BlackKerryblick
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Maeve O’Sullivan has had her haiku and poems widely published. Her first collection, Initial
Response (haiku) was published in 2011, followed by Vocal Chords (poetry) in 2014. A Train Hurtles
West (haiku) is due out in June 2015. Maeve is a member of Haiku Ireland, and the British Haiku Society.
Marc Frazier has been widely published in journals including The Spoon River Poetry Review, ACM, Caveat
Lector, Slant, Permafrost, Plainsongs, Poet Lore, Rhino, The Broome Review, descant, and The G W Review. He is the
recipient of an Illinois Arts Council Award for poetry. His book, The Way Here, and his chapbooks, The
Gods of the Grand Resort and After, are available on Amazon. www.marcfrazier.org.
Matt Prater is a poet and writer from Saltville, VA (US). His work has appeared in the Appalachian
Heritage, Floyd County Moonshine, The Hollins Critic, James Dickey Review, Motif, Now & Then: The Appalachian
Magazine, and Still: The Journal, among other publications. A writing instructor at Emory & Henry College
in Emory, VA, his first chapbook (Mono No Aware) is forthcoming from Finishing Line Press
(Georgetown, KY).
Maurice Devitt completed his MA in Poetry Studies from Mater Dei in Dublin. During 2014, he was a
runner-up in the Over the Edge New Writer Award, short-listed for Poets Meet Painters, Cuirt New
Writing Award, The Listowel Writers’ Week Collection Competition, and selected for The Cork Spring
Poetry Festival. He is also a founding member of the Hibernian Writers’ Group.
Michael Rehling is a quiet haiku poet living in the North Woods of Michigan with his wife and two cats.
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.”
Niranjan Navalgund is a professional chess-player, a lover of words, and occasionally tries his hand at
poetry. He seeks immense pleasure in learning about life through the game of chess. He believes that
writing is a wonderful exercise for the soul. Outside of these sixty four squares, Niranjan loves listening to
instrumental music.

Olivier Schopfer lives in Geneva, Switzerland. He likes to capture the moment in haiku and
photography. His work has appeared in The Red Moon Anthology of English-Language Haiku
(2014) as well as in numerous online and print journals such as Acorn, Bones, bottle rockets, Issa's
Untidy Hut, Mayfly, Modern Haiku, moongarlic E-zine, Presence and Under the Basho.
(http://olivierschopferracontelesmots.blog.24heures.ch/)
Pat Geyer, an amateur photographer and poet, lives in East Brunswick, NJ, USA. Her home is
surrounded by many parks and lakes. She walks everyday to find her inspiration in nature. She has been
published in Bright Stars, Moonbathing, Kokako, The Bamboo Hut, Undertow Tanka Review, Gnarled Oak and
Akitsu Quarterly.
Pat Nelson is an artist and haiku poet who enjoys exploring and sharing the connections of all things . . .
sit long enough / the river in the fish / becomes a bird.
Peggy Castro lives in Alhambra, CA, and works as a peer advocate for the homeless. She is widely
published in various tanka journals, and has also had haiku, haibun and blank verse published. She has
been a member of the Southern California Haiku Study Group since 2007.
Raamesh Gowri Raghavan moonlights as an award-winning copywriter by day, and daylights as an
award-wanting poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, running two literary clubs,
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astronomy, the occasional trek, some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning Gondi in
between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends vehemently disagree.
Rashida Murphy is a Perth based writer, who is currently finishing her PhD in Writing from Edith
Cowan University. Her fiction and poetry have appeared in various journals and anthologies. Most
recently, she has been published in The Westerly, Cafe Dissensus and We Will Be Shelter.
S.Eta Grubešić, from Croatia, is an ex-journalist, a short-story writer, poet and photographer. Her works
have
been
published
in
various
books
and
literary
e-journals
and
portals.
Samar Ghose grew up in India, but now lives in Australia with his wife and two daughters. Like most
people who discover Japanese verse forms, he too attempts to write some.
Sheila Windsor lives in the seaside town of Bexhill on the South East coast of England.
She is a contemporary poet and artist with a love for theatre, philosophy, gardening,
tortoises and seagulls! She is one of the co-editors of The Living Haiku Anthology, and is the founding coeditor, along with Brendan Slater, of the short-form poetry and art e-zine, moongarlic.
http://www.moongarlic.org/
Shivapriya Ganapathy is from Kanchipuram, India. She graduated with a Masters degree in English
Literature from Madras Christian College, and is now a research scholar at the University of Madras.
Some of her poems have been published in Whispers, VerseWrights, Word Couch, Wordweavers and Spilt Ink
Poetry. http://wordsfromdarkness.blogspot.in/
Sivakami Velliangiri (b. 1955) has been publishing poetry since her college days. Her chapbook, In My
Midriff, was published by The Lily Literary Review. Her poems have been published in national and
international journals. In 2009, she read out her poems to a group of students from Pittsburgh at the
Semester-At-Sea program. She is, at present, engaged in writing a fictional memoir.
Sriram Janak is a wildlife photographer residing in India. He has always been a silent observer and sticks
by his motto: nature speaks when you are silent…and is silent when you speak. For more of his work, visit:
https://sriramjanak.wordpress.com/ and https://www.facebook.com/SriramJanak
Steve Klepetar’s work has received several nominations for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net,
including three in 2014. Recent collections include, My Son Writes a Report on the Warsaw Ghetto (Flutter
Press) and Return of the Bride of Frankenstein (Kind of a Hurricane Press).
Strider Marcus Jones is a poet, law graduate and an ex-civil servant from Salford/Hinckley, England,
with proud Celtic roots in Ireland and Wales. A member of The Poetry Society, his five published books
of poetry are modern, traditional, mythical, sometimes erotic, surreal and metaphysical.
(www.lulu.com/spotlight/stridermarcusjones1)
Suresh Sundararajan resides in Kunnavakkam, India. He specializes in classical and semi-classical
paintings, as well as tribal and abstract art. His artwork has been exhibited in Lalitkala Academy, Chennai,
and also at Dakshinachitra. Suresh’s murals and original designs have been showcased in over 50 hotels,
resorts, showrooms, and marriage halls. https://www.facebook.com/kunsur.arts
Susan Burch is a good egg.
Terri L. French is a poet and massage therapist living in Huntsville, Alabama. She is the editor of the
online senryu & kyoka journal, Prune Juice, and the Southeast Regional Coordinator of the Haiku Society
of America. Besides doting on her family and two black cats, Terri enjoys the culinary arts, yoga, and
photography. https://prunejuice.wordpress.com/
Terry Gilroy, originally form Yorkshire, England, now lives in South West Scotland, where he continues
to be inspired by its stunning scenery. He has recently embraced macro photography, particularly insects
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and flowers. His photographs have been featured in the World Haiku Association, paper wasp, tinywords, Daily
Haiga, TanshiArt, Chrysanthemum, and the Undertow Tanka Review.
Uwannika Dunn was born in Massachusetts, but grew up in Virginia Beach, VA. At the age of six, she
developed a passion for illustrating. In 2005, she graduated from James Madison University with a BA in
Studio Art. Her main goal is to become a successful commercial illustrator, and her favourite cartoon is
the Looney Tunes.
Vessislava Savova was born in Sofia, Bulgaria. She is an author, translator and editor in both English
and Bulgarian. Her works have been awarded with many international awards for flash fiction, haiku,
tanka, and other poetic forms by Lakeview, Yamadera Basho Memorial Museum, World Haiku Review,
Vladimir Devide Award, et cetera.
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