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Cast List 
In order of appearance 

(all work copyrighted by the authors) 
 
Su Wai Hlaing 
E. Martin Pedersen 
Matsukaze 
Roger Watson 
Angela Giordano 
William Scott Galasso 
Anna Cates 
Dianne Moritz 
Carol Raisfeld 
John McManus 
JR Vork 
Vishnu Kapoor 
Gautam Nadkarni 
Jim Krotzman 
Eva Joan  
Adelaide B. Shaw 
Veronika Zora Novak 
Abdulqadir Albadrani 
Kelly Sauvage Angel 
Susan Beth Furst 
Elizabeth McMunn-Tetangco 



 
 

Lee Felty 
Nikolay Grankin 
Srinivasa Rao Sambangi 
Olivier Schopfer 
Rachel Sutcliffe 
Radka Mindova & Daniela Targova 
Amy Losak 
Margo Williams 
Marta Chocilowska 
Alan Summers 
Aljoša Vuković 
Claire Vogel Camargo 
Barbara Tate 
Phyllis Lee 
Elizabeth Crocket 
Corine Timmer 
Réka Nyitrai 
Mary Ellen Gambutti 
Judt Shrode 
Pris Campbell 
Bruce Jewett 
Michael H. Lester 
Jan Benson 
Scott Wiggerman   



 
 

Chad Lee Robinson 
Natalia Kuznetsova 
Radostina Dragostinova 
Anna Maria Domburg-Sancristoforo 
Kris Moon 
Pat Geyer 
Lucia Cardillo 
Fred Andrle 
Hifsa Ashraf 
Irina Guliaeva 
Bryan Rickert - Peter Jastermsky 
Julie Warther 
Angela Terry and Julie Warther  
Linda McCarthy Schick 
Tia Haynes 
Oscar Luparia 
Mark Gilbert 
Barbara Kaufmann 
Paul Beech 
Eva Limbach 
Tracy Davidson 
Angela Terry 
Julie Warther - Angela Terry 
Paula Lietz 
Ben Moeller-Gaa 
Rashmi Vesa 



 
 

Lew Watts 
Rosa Clement 
John J. Han 
Kristyn Blessing 
Indra Neil Mekala 
Elmedin Kadric 
Gautam Nadkarni 
Terrie Jacks 
Eufemia Griffo 
Billy Antonio 
Mark E. Brager 
Guliz Mutlu 
Marilyn Ashbaugh 
Terri L. French 
Bob Lucky 
Sondra J. Byrnes 
Petru J Viljoen 
Agus Maulana Sunjaya 
Roberta Beary 
Tsanka Shishkova 
Valentina Ranaldi-Adams 
Adjei Agyei-Baah 
Anna Maris 
Martha Magenta 
Madhuri Pillai 
Terry Macrae 



 
 

Debbie Strange 
Nancy Brady 
Neha R. Krishna 
Hazel Hall 
David Oates 
Tom Blessing 
Kath Abela Wilson 
Ivan Gaćina 
Eric Lohman 
Jill Lange 
John Hawkhead 
   



 
 

reunion night 
my old teakwood bed 
cranky and grouchy  
 
 
Su Wai Hlaing 
https://suwaihlainghaiku.blogspot.com/ 
   

https://suwaihlainghaiku.blogspot.com/


 
 

you know you're there 
where the horizon intersects 
the sunset 
 
a pigeon comes in 
our support group window 
distracting us from AIDS 
 
a friend would not leave a friend 
alone at Christmas again 
 
boiled cabbage 
style counts 
 
 
E. Martin Pedersen 
https://emartinpedersenwriter.blogspot.com 
   

https://emartinpedersenwriter.blogspot.com/


 
 

more commentaries  
on 'the old pond' 
that Basho knew nothing of 
 
amaryllis: strangers in the dark we don't speak 
 
disparities in humanity fresh planted bougainvillea 
 
in each rain drop 
soul of the city --- 
workshift's end 
 
muttering thunder ... 
the smell of honeysuckle 
as you fondle me 
 
 
Matsukaze   



 
 

my mother's funeral 
how much better than me 
they all know her 
 
Riyadh hotel lobby 
women with no faces 
drifting past 
 
cozy in bed 
hearing my wife 
scrape the windscreen 
 
post office queue 
the smell 
of paper 
 
 
Roger Watson 
@Roger Watson  
http://haikuflyku.blogspot.com/ 
 
   

https://twitter.com/rogerwatson21?lang=en
http://haikuflyku.blogspot.com/


 
 

white silence- 
the cry of a child 
in the other room 
 
 

 
 
 
Angela Giordano   



 
 

navel maneuvers 
a belly dancer shows 
how flesh makes waves 
 
fruit vendor 
for her he picks 
a perfect peach 
 
hurricanes 
with male names 
adjusting 
 
November rain 
the movie poster 
ingenue in tears 
 
searching 
for the perfect word, 
cold tea 
 
 
William Scott Galasso   



 
 

SHARK! 
~~~^~~~~~~ ~~~~ ~~ 
~~~~~~~ ~~~~~~~ ~~~ 
 
 
Anna Cates 
https://www.facebook.com/anna.cates.58   

https://www.facebook.com/anna.cates.58


 
 

sidewalk busker 
plays blues guitar 
his hat half full 
 
 
Dianne Moritz   



 
 

adult toy store   
"we are not satisfied 
until you are" 
 
Energizer Bunny 
arrested ... 
charged with battery 
 
active senior living   
"spicy adult bedroom aids 
medicare approved"  
 
posting news ... 
the divorce almost final 
her husband clicks "like" 
 
predictive text - 
I'll tell you s'mores 
next monkey 
 
 
Carol Raisfeld 
@carol_red   

https://twitter.com/carol_red?lang=en


 
 

smooth jazz 
I try to not stare 
at her moustache 
 
high tide  
I catch my mother  
rolling a joint 
 
immigration rant 
the smell of curry  
on my neighbour’s breath 
 
 
John McManus 
   



 
 

holiday traffic 
all red 
thoughts 
 
haiku 
for the birds 
sticks 
 
 
JR Vork   



 
 

health check 
my tiny palm on granny's cheek 
 "no fever" 
 
 
Vishnu Kapoor   



 
 

Hard Rock 
 

I had always wanted a pet. Ever since I could remember. I sat down 
and made an elaborate list of the usual pets people adopt and struck 
them out faster than I wrote them. Cats, dogs, rabbits and guinea pigs 
were all so passé. Then somebody suggested a rock. It struck home. 
The idea slowly hardened into conviction. 
 
I made my way to an adoption centre specializing in rocks. First, a 
committee of three people grilled me for an hour to make sure I’d be 
the ideal parent for one of their loved and cherished rocks. I filled up 
a dozen forms and the deed was done, the pact signed. 
 
Back home Mom insisted on calling a Brahmin priest over to chant 
appropriate mantras and wave a lighted oil lamp to sanctify the entry 
of a new member into the family. She even broke a coconut. 
 
Came the naming ceremony. Everyone was full of suggestions. Each 
worse than the other. Until I finally selected the name Peter. The 
family was aghast. They had all wanted the pet named after the gods 
of the Hindu pantheon and here I was naming it after Peter Pan. Then 
Bro googled the name and found it came from the root word petro, 
which meant rock. 
 
How the family fussed over the new member. Then Sis suggested 
feeding it. But apparently Peter was not hungry at all. He didn’t take 
even a bite of the goodies offered. 
 
Peter turned out an ideal pet. No long walks, no whining and 
scratching, no barking and howling, and no dirtying the carpet. But 
although we doted on him Dad felt he was much too quiet. This had 
us worried and we did contemplate a visit to a psychiatrist for 
counselling. 



 
 

This was over a year ago. Now Peter keeps company with fellow 
rocks. We donated him to a kind couple who cultivate and maintain a 
rock garden. Peter must be very happy there. 
 
 He certainly hasn’t complained as yet. 
 
  

bunny rabbits... 
this overwhelming need 
for sex education 
 
 
Gautam Nadkarni   



 
 

a crowded car 
a family of mice 
under the hood 
 
quarrel with neighbors 
red squirrels 
in the walls 
 
minus 30 degrees 
waking to the smell 
of burnt oatmeal 
 
snow belt 
tying a rope 
from cabin to outhouse 
 
 
 
Jim Krotzman 
   



 
 

familiarity   
fills the space  
that separates us  
 
another night -  
the tattooed man  
not by my side 
 
inside my head  
it rolls restless around -  
your last word   
 
 
Eva Joan  
www.elinbell.wordpress.com   

http://www.elinbell.wordpress.com/


 
 

new health problems 
what’s good for this 
is bad for that 
 
downsizing 
possessions shrink 
memory, too 
 
a howling blizzard 
how to be loved and still 
deny him the car 
 

No Change in the Weather 
 
It's a beautiful day in Southern California. The sky is sapphire blue; 
the breeze is warm and caressing. Bougainvillea, oleander, hibiscus, 
geraniums are blooming. Everywhere is vibrant color.  
 
One woman is unhappy with this paradise. Transplanted from 
Chicago, she misses family, friends and the cold. Not her husband. He 
promises a return East if the weather were to change drastically. 
Every morning the woman open her windows, signs and proclaims, 
"It's another goddamn glorious day!" 
 
a day at the beach 
the little girl says, 
"I'm bored with having fun." 

 
Adelaide B. Shaw   



 
 

dipped in silence 
a ghost owl raises  
the moon 
 
dogma I turn the other cheek 
 
rearranging the sound of sky starlings 
 
jazz the night breaths into a saxophone  
 
day moon 
my reflection in the chrome 
of a hearse 
 
funeral 
I brush makeup from 
his lapel 
 
 
Veronika Zora Novak   



 
 

winter 
he only wears a scarf 
snowman 
 
a line i draw 
in the sand- 
wind 
 
withered memories 
i format 
my windows! 
 
 
Abdulqadir Albadrani   



 
 

how seldom the smile reaches her eyes 
                                                                   dunbarton blue 
 
the neti pot 
at his left nostril 
morning rain 
 
flexed bicep    the un-inked outline of my memorial tattoo 

 
hen-pecked he fancies himself a june bug 
 
how did you come 
to forgive your mother? 
lonesome butterfly 
 
om mani… 
years after the assault 
a new zafu 
 
my part in it 
              making peace with the snapdragons 
 
 
Kelly Sauvage Angel 
   



 
 

a little night music the frogs fill the pond 
 
parking-lot puddle the birds go all in 
 
tiny nativity 
made in Japan 
the pine tree missing… 
 
 
Susan Beth Furst   



 
 

silent rain 
across the windshield 
second bottle 
 
santa anas 
my ex-boyfriend’s name 
in a sweatshirt 
 
none of us 
deserve them 
paper crowns 
 
 
Elizabeth McMunn-Tetangco   



 
 

winter 
choosing a place 
by the window 
 
a snow plow 
scrapes 
the night away 
 
news of an 
avalanche 
reaching me 
 
three dog night 
the cost of 
a new furnace 
 
 
Lee Felty 
   



 
 

long journey 
another hole 
in my belt 
  
military base 
the red maple tree near 
a sentry box 
 
her last diary 
so many 
blank pages 
 
rough sea 
mom asks me 
keep in touch 
 
 
Nikolay Grankin   



 
 

apartment true to its name 
 
far from the war zone 
her google search returns 
contents not found 
 
summer rain 
the child's umbrella 
upside down 
 
chrysanthemum 
is the life 
that long? 
 
 
Srinivasa Rao Sambangi 
   



 
 

migrants   
 
returning my books late 
the librarian's face 
speaks volumes  
 
television crime drama 
I double 
lock my door 
 
president 
the stains 
on your tie   
 
 
Olivier Schopfer 


