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unkempt bed 
a night that never wants 
to leave 
 
 

The Shy Type 
 
Luck is sometimes an elusive animal.  You try to look 
and seek her, and she is camouflaged in some far away 
safe place... at times hibernating.  And when you least 
expect it; when everything seems hopeless,  you would 
suddenly realize her galloping towards you until you 
are smothered by her attention. 
 
boodle fight... 
dentures tumble 
on the table 
 
 
 
Willie R. Bongcaron 
  



cats chase laser dots 
no happiness here 
only its pursuit 
 
in lilting Japanese 
she bows to a caller 
on the telephone 
 
nike shoes hang 
on a telephone wire 
jays shriek like teens 
 
 
Bruce Jewett 
brucejewett.wordpress.com 
 
  

http://brucejewett.wordpress.com/


jesenje veče- 
na grani jedne jele 
usamljen mjesec 
  
autumn eve- 
on the bough of a fir 
lonesome moon 
 
 
Igor Damnjanović 
  



 
 



 
 
 
Pris Campbell 
 
 
  



someone's burp 
I strangle 
the neck of a fowl 
 
 
Jesus Chameleon 
  



blinded by love  
her breath 
on my glasses 
 
total eclipse  
of the moon  
BP issues a denial 
 
mortgage approved - 
the banker asks  
for his ball point pen back 
 
 
Garry Eaton 
  



head lice 
I pick through my son's 
report card 
 
funeral 
rain 
the 
death 
of  
my 
best 
suit 
 
 

Back Door 
 
My parents' street has squirrels, but not so many 
children.  There used to be lots of children.  I 
remember.  I might have been one of them. 
 
alley cat 
the route to school 
nobody knew 
 
 
 



Downstream 
 
A drop darkens my sleeve.  I turn on the trail, start to 
head back.  It's pouring now.  I reach my car, too wet 
for the coat I didn't think I'd need. 
 
goosebumps 
I wash off the rain 
in the shower 
 
 
Dave Read 
  



 
 
 
Tatjana Debeljacki 
  



grandma's yam-colored hands 
turning the pages 
of a Siddur 
 
unexposed fears 
casually 
petting the dog's head 
 
coffee-shop talk -- 
can life 
be embossed? 
 
sharing words 
over a caffeine high 
Coke with dad 
 
 
—Kashu 
@orrinprejean 
 
  

https://twitter.com/orrinprejean


googled my symptoms 
it was as bad as I thought 
I died ten years ago 
 
whatever you do 
never say never again 
never 
 
 
Juha Nikki 
http://haikuinen.blogspot.com 
@Haikuinen 
 
  

http://haikuinen.blogspot.com/
https://twitter.com/haikuinen


sunlit cemetery 
a child’s hand 
opens the gates 
 
stepping stones 
I follow the path 
of my past 
 
new kite 
a young boy runs 
after the wind 
 
 
Rachel Sutcliffe 
  



ironing my spring blouse cherry blossoms 
 
dandelion fluff 
the battlefields 
so far away 
 
like this day 
could convince me 
tulips open and close 
 
 
Eva Limbach 
  



  

that raven up there - he knows my name 
 
I'll make you a cup of tea 
he says 
and forgets 
 
daughter 
pulling away in chatter... 
what she doesn't say 
  
  
Christina Martin 
 
  



honeymoon night 
the horn of the midnight train 
initiates another round 
 
morning baptism 
I wake up the lizard 
with a cup of water 
 
 
Adjei Agyei-Baah  
  



meditation 
I choose a palette for 
a blue period 
 
mockingbirds 
the latest gossip 
quid pro quo 
 
ghost writer 
grandma whispers the 
family secrets 
 
 
Barbara Tate 
  



he goes on about his apps 
failing to note 
my apathy 
 
after everyone leaves 
he stumbles upon 
her hotspot 
 
the server's cleavage 
she says she's trying 
to fit in 
 
 
Ian Willey 
  



roads draped in ice 
the winter she slipped 
 away  
 
retirement 
my dog and I 
smelling thyme 
 
  
fog surrenders 
             to blue 
the surgeon's eyes 
 
 
S.M. Kozubek 
@MIkeKozubek 
 
  

https://twitter.com/mikekozubek


summer 
 
   internal work 
 debating zazen 
over the rewiring 
 
I cancel an appointment 
with my therapist 
she blames the cosmos 
 
 
Helen Buckingham 
  



so many miles 
between us 
giant sequoias in fog 
 
those few seconds 
before you said 
yes to me 
 
« we're on the same wavelength » 
the way he keeps 
finishing her sentences 
 
last 
but not least 
death haiku 
 
 
Olivier Schopfer 
  



purple stems 
edge the concrete 
a jungle out there 
 
 
Nola Frawley 
  



neighbourhood watch  
her curtains always twitch  
when my lover leaves  
 
blind date  
with reluctance  
he shares his umbrella  
 
 
Tracy Davidson  
  



family talk 
phone line and a white lie 
connect us 
 
 
Valentina Ranaldi-Adams 
 
  



first date... 
double checking my wallet 
in the washroom 
 
 
Mohammad Azim Khan 
 
 
  



striptease dancer 
you break it, you bought it 
tattooed on her chest 
 
he tells me 
it's his hand 
that's begging 
 
mirror store 
I find myself 
     alone 
 
 
Elmedin Kadric 
 
  



Smithsonian-- 
some things never change 
Archie Bunker's chair 
 
migrant mother 
her shopping cart 
heavier than mine 
 
mating songs 
so much meshuggeneh 
in the pond 
 
desert hike 
good news arrives 
via hotmail 
 
 
Meik Blöttenberger 
 
 
  



daymare 
the shadows too real 
to touch 
 
starry night 
a twinkle in your eye 
when you say yes 
 
trying to understand 
why you keep hurting me 
red dahlias 
 
 
Christina Sng 
Website: christinasng.com 
@christinasng 
  

http://christinasng.com/
https://twitter.com/christinasng


empty 
the box for ice-cream 
full moon 
 
forgiveness 
I add his photo back 
to the album 

 
Gergana Yaninska 
 



support group more UFO sightings 
 
tardive dyskinesia -- 
I stick out my tongue 
at everyone 
 
reading haiku online I listen to the dog snore 
 
 
Marshall Bood 
  



divorce 
keeping custody 
of my grudges 
  
new home 
we unpack 
our old habits 
 
costume party 
masks beneath 
masks 
 
 
Debbi Antebi 
@debbisland 
 
 
  

https://twitter.com/debbisland


grandpa's jokes— 
the carp and I 
take the bait 
 
oscillating fan 
this way and that 
a dust bunny 
 
dad's funeral— 
a stranger 
in the casket 
 

Haunted 
 
We spent more than a few nights harassing each other 
via the Internet—he, teasing about his virility; me, 
feigning embarrassment. We talked of addictions, 
disappointments, weariness. When he offered to fly 
halfway across the country to see if we can make a go 
of it, I balked at entering what could only be a doomed 
relationship. 
 
“I would be the perfect house husband,” he said, 
“attending your every desire.” 
 



“You would overwhelm me,” I said, fearing the 
suffocating need inherent in his words. 
 
the child he lost— 
the child he had become 
 
 
Melinda Hipple 
  



night rain 
another sound 
of my insomnia 
 
Changing the Guard 
my toy soldier army 
under the son's command 
 
 
Gabriel Sawicki 
 
 
   



making toilet 
in the woods 
the chuff of the city bus 
 
 
Thomas Tilton 
 
  



fried clams 
a group of kids  
leap off the pier 
 
the Big Bang 
stardust 
in your eyes 
 
April snow 
an old grievance 
resurfaces 
 
 
G.R. LeBlanc 
http://www.grleblanc.com/ 
  

http://www.grleblanc.com/


peeling  
an onion till there’s  
nothing left… 
the gestation  
of a poem  
 
 

 



 
 
 

Shloka Shankar  
@shloks89  
  

https://twitter.com/shloks89
https://twitter.com/shloks89


girls playing jump rope on the sidewalk grasshoppers 
 
golfers 
in the rain… 
their windbreakers brighten 
 
the click of bamboo 
in the wind 
grandma’s rosary 
 
 

First Bike 
 
All the kids in the neighborhood had bikes. I was ten, and without 
a bike. My grandpa often watched from the front stoop while he 
smoked a Lucky Strike. He didn’t say much. My parents said he’d 
been crushed by the Depression. But one day, he lifted a brand 
new hot pink and white Schwinn from his truck. For you, he said. 
My grandpa, who never talked to me, who only played sad songs 
on his violin, had bought me a bike! Thoughts raced through my 
mind—Grandpa was kind, he did love me, and he wasn’t just sad. 
Inside him, bright colors bloomed. 
 
in the quietness 
of dawn 
the sun’s blush 
 
 

Jo Balistreri 



academic conference -- 
all of the important conversations 
in the bathroom 
 
after midnight 
just me 
and the crickets 
 
 
Julie Bloss Kelsey 
@MamaJoules 
 
  

https://twitter.com/mamajoules


figuring out my 
cash flow, I blame 
a thief 
 
with his ashes 
the widow dusts 
her breasts 
 
 
Alegria Imperial 
  



speed dating 
she takes slow sips 
of lemon juice 
 
pink slip 
my last name 
misspelled  
 
cat-and-mouse game: 
a drunken poet 
and his muse 
 
sex with wife ... 
his water-stained 
to-do list 
 
first haiku walk ... 
I wind about the woods 
losing my way 
 
 
Chen-ou Liu 
http://chenouliu.blogspot.ca/ 
 
   

http://chenouliu.blogspot.ca/


gentle rebellion 
writing in the 
reading room 
 
ring finger 
skating round 
a wineglass rim 
 
rebranding 
the same head beneath 
its new haircut 
 
sleeper hold the reassurance of your arms 
 
final edit 
less is more 
stressful 
 
 
David J Kelly 
@motto_sakura 
  

https://twitter.com/motto_sakura


seventy-plus… 
switching to 
Jupiter years 
 
curtains of rain 
i forgive 
the blocked gutter 
 
cosmos seeds a scatter of stars 
 
his shadow 
clears the fence 
buckjumper 
 
 
Marietta Jane McGregor 
  



kitchen in spring 
I turn it over quietly –  
dead family dog 
 
swigging wine in the park 
our love will last 
till the bottom 
 
spring cleaning – 
old love poems  
from a now empty box 
 
 
Diarmuid Fitzgerald 
Facebook 
Website 
 
  

https://www.facebook.com/fitzwriter/timeline?ref=page_internal
http://deeinireland2.wix.com/fitzwriter


lost 
in the subway 
my lunch 
  
thesaurus 
all the words you like 
instead of love 
 
long gone 
his cologne still lingers – 
Eternity 
 
red light therapy – 
my wrinkles fade 
in Amsterdam 
 
 
Susan Burch 
  



damn post-its 
on my keyboard again 
blooming daffodils 
 
mating butterflies — 
her hand in mine 
on the walk home 
 
... too poemy. 
... too sentency. 
... just right. 
 
 
Mark Gilbert 
  



 
separated by the storm 
dropped call 
 
he calls himself 
the new bukowski 
i called him ghetto basho 
now he won't answer 
the phone 
 
 

 



 



 



 
 
 
Elizabeth Alford 
Facebook Page 
  

https://www.facebook.com/ElizabethAlfordPoetry?__mref=message_bubble


dawn  
dogs shepherd 
the herd 
 
feast 
in the temple 
washed icons 
 
 
Diana Petkova 
  



stillness of silence 
 
letting go 
after the injection 
her last tail wag  
  
pray flags 
flap and tangle – 
snow wind   
  
country drive… 
under shady oaks 
frost patches  
  
drips of rime 
glisten in pale sun 
the crow’s unblinking eye   
  
after the storm 
the plop, the plop 
on the patio  
  
a friend 
mirrored in puddles 
stillness of silence   
Samantha Sirimanne Hyde & Marilyn Humbert 



church service 
a pair of stilettos  
on a balancing act 
 
touch and go 
I shoot a wish 
to the runaway star 
 
 
Madhuri Pillai 
  



 



 
 
 
Barbara Kaufmann 
  



morning 
of the mammogram 
scent of cut grass 
 
psychiatrist’s room 
colours in the silk painting 
faded 
 
 
Lynette Arden 
http://www.lynettearden.com 
 
  

http://www.lynettearden.com/


empty stapler 
nothing left to keep us 
together 
 
low tide 
an anchor waiting 
to be useful  
 
my wife's headache becomes mine 
 
lung cancer 
the ashtray I made for Mom 
in the fourth grade 
 
 
Bob Lucky 
 
 
  



all those bodies 
dressed up 
funeral director’s daughter 
sleeps only 
on her stomach 
 
 
Connie R Meester 
  



moon 
in my window 
all the difference 
 
a light breeze 
how it changes ,,, 
wisteria shadows 
 
 
Jill Lange 
 
 
   



don't tell me 
how to raise my son 
says my son 
 
bi-curious . . . 
why is she 
telling her this 
 
my poem rejected 
now I see every flaw 
in yours 
 
a pacifier 
for the crying child 
Memorial Day 
 
 
Bill Kenney 
  



boulder— 
the pregnant woman 
walks alone 
 
changing my mind— 
a star caught in the middle 
of wind-chimes 
 
always beautifully gift-wrapped tampons 
 
the way 
to a lonely man’s heart 
surgery 
 
coming home— 
the jet flies over 
a rainbow 
 
 
Myron Lysenko 
  



Sunday rest 
on grandmother's slipper 
dozing cat 
 
an ant coming out 
from a crack in the wall 
 – a line follows it 
 
withered leaf 
crossing the road 
on the hedgehog's spine 
 
 
Nina Kovačić 
All the works are translated in English by Đurđa Vukelić Rožić. 

 
  



this is my poem 
over before it began 
some shit metaphor 
 
visions of jesus 
at the midnight train station 
the last one is first 
 
 
Steve Black 
  



a boy by the river 
gathering dry thistles 
on his trousers 
 
book of fairy tales 
yellowed pages 
of my childhood 
 
 
Zoran Doderovic 
  



old wooden door 
we leave mother 
alone 
 
 

 

 
 
Ken Sawitri 
'Listen, The Spice Whispers' 

https://indonesiainmyhaiku.wordpress.com/


 



 

 
 
Debbie Strange 
debbiemstrange.blogspot.ca 
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Alzheimer's 
goodbye hug 
goodbye hug 
 
kids argue 
about the gender  
concrete bulldog 
 
in the used book 
a forgotten postcard 
“I’ll be home soon.” 
 
watching M*A*S*H with dentist.  
"Poor Loretta Swit,"  she says,  
"those gums."  
 
Ritalin kicks in 
want to alphabetize 
my spice rack 
 
 
David Oates 
http://davidoatesathensga.com 
  

http://davidoatesathensga.com/


The Temple Bar 
where students and ghosts 
relive The Troubles. 
 
 
Janet Patton 
  



Ides of March 
a line of black umbrellas 
outside the polls 
 
spaghetti night -- 
an impromptu game 
of pick-up sticks 
 
 
Julie Warther 
 
  



crescent moon 
the sharp edge 
of her words 
 
marooned 
inside himself 
stroke 
 
key lime pie 
my first flame wins my heart 
for a second time 
 
dear john 
every star 
out of place 
 
first love 
the path to her grave dotted 
with forget-me-nots 
 
 
Kevin Valentine 
 
 
 
  



Seventieth birthday cake  
his big sigh 
blows out the candles 
 
 
Munia Khan 
  



after telling me 
it's all over, she finishes 
with "just kidding" 
 
 
Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy  
  



glass elevator 
the fear of falling  
In love 
 
 

 



 



 



 



 

 
 
Chase Gagnon 
  



twentieth birthday -- 
no Adam Apple 
yet! 
 
goose bumps 
the fear of losing 
my mind 
 
melting away 
in an ice cream cup -- 
the things that make me sad 
 
 
Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian 
  



I break with protocol 
to hug the student 
who's lost her mother 
 
poetry reading 
his girlfriend watches his ex 
taking a photo 
 
 
Maeve O'Sullivan 
@writefromwithin 
  

https://twitter.com/writefromwithin


death poem ... 
   my 
       pen 
          drifts 
               off 
                  the 
                     margin 
 
lovelorn 
the life between us 
on other planets 
 

 



 



 
 
 
S.M. Abeles 
 
  



when i had 
nothing to say 
hollyhocks 
 
mother's day 
the long silence 
between us 
 
retirement 
tackling the mistakes 
of a lifetime 
 
trying to remember 
a dragon fly appears 
disappears 
 
after the dentist's drill 
my neighbor's  
questions 
 
muted sky 
when doing nothing 
is enough 
  
 

Sondra J. Byrnes 
 



bulking up 
on the irony of it all 
election day pot party 
 
no hole flute 
wind whistles 
over my tune 
 
RAID 0 
the quick splash 
of the skinny dippers 
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