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Introduction  

When anõya asked me in late summer 2016 to set up a new UHTS and cattails team, it 
did seem at times, whether I, wide-eyed and bushy-tailed, woul d in a million moons be 
able to do it. Yet, here we are.  
 
This first issue of cattails in 2017 is a tribute to the vision of the founders, anõya and 
PeterB. It is also a testimony to the generosity and dedication of Mike Montreuil and 
Ray Rasmussen, who designed the new cattails journal website that permits the readers 
to read a PDF version of the journal, whether on screen or as a download. Also, there is 
the unstinted hard work and passion of the editors, David Terelinck, Geethanjali Rajan, 
Gautam Nadkarni and Kala Ramesh. For the first time, Kala has coaxed the poets in the 
Youth Corner to try their hand at tanka and haibun. The artists, Rebecca Cragg, Cindy 
Lommasson and Paresh Tiwari give the re-launched cattails its distinctive look.  
 
Deep appreciation and gratitude to the UHTS team: Alan Summers, Neal Whitman, 
Iliyana Stoyanova, Marianna Monaco, Paresh Tiwari and Cindy Lom masson for their 
unwavering support and encouragement.  
 
It is with great sadness that we carry a tribute to Maya Lyubenova, who w as a regular 
contributor to cattails.  
 
Finally, sincere thanks to the poets who have supported us, and a warm welcome to 
those, who have joined us, in this new phase.  
 
 

Sonam Chhoki 
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In Memoriam Maya Lyubenova  
 

(12 September 1956 ð 30 December 2016) 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Our dear friend Maya left this world after a long and hard battle with the big C. A beloved 
mother and sister, a talented poet, translator and photographer, she will be missed not only in 
the Bulgarian haiku community but worldwide.  
 
Maya wrote poetry in both Bulgarian and English, and published free verse, visual poems, 
haiku and haiga in various journal s, magazines and anthologies:  Frogpond, The World Haiku 
Review, Shamrock Haiku Journal, Moonset, Haigaonline, Sketchbook , A Hundred Gourds, 
Under the Basho, Simply Haiku, Lynx, La Ville, Aha The Anthology, Naad Anunaad etc.  
 
In 2009 she won the WHA Haiga Contest and was declared a Master Haiga Artist of the World 
Haiku Association. In 2010 she published a bilingual haiku collection called ôFlecks of Blue 
/ ȻɌɜɣɑəɢɌ ɝɔəɨɚõ, Ars Publishing House, Blagoevgrad, Bulgaria. Although Maya left us with 
a rich collection of publications, photographs and haiga, her biggest legacy would have to be 
her mentoring and her participation in the translation of Jane Reichholdõs ôBare Bones School of 
Haikuõ into Bulgarian in 2012. This incredible amount of work  proved to be an invaluable 
source of information for many Bulgarian writers ð both beginners and more advanced in their 
haiku journey.  
 
So with this little tribute we wo uld like to say ôGood-bye, Mayaõ and thank you for letting us 
into your haiku universe!  
  
Iliyana Stoyanova and Maya's friends from the Shoshin haiku group   
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Haiku for Maya  
 
 
ɤɑɛɌ ɞɜɚɡɔ 
ɝɗɑɐ ɝəɑɒəɌɞɌ ɍɟɜɫ . . . 
ɛɦɜɎɔ ɝɔəɔɏɑɜ 
 
a handful of crumbs  
after the snowstorm . . . 
first tit  
 
ȼɌɐɖɌ ȸɔəɐɚɎɌ/Radka Mindova 

 
 
ȶɚɗɖɚ ɘəɚɏɚ ɛɞɔɢɔ  
Ɏ ɓɔɘəɚɞɚ əɑɍɑ 
ȴ Ɏɝɑ ɏɌɜɎɌəɔ 
 
so many birds 
in the winter sky  
all of them crows 
 
ȴɗɔɌəɌ ȴɗɔɑɎɌ/Iliana Ilieva 

 
 

ɛɌɜɣɑəɢɌ ɝɔəɨɚ 
ɘɔ ɝɚɣɌɞ ɛɚɝɚɖɌɞɌ . . . 
ɛɦɜɎɔ ɝɞɦɛɖɔ 
 
flecks of blue 
show me the way . . . 
first steps 
 
ɂɑəɖɌ ɂɌɣɑɎɌ/Tsenka Tsacheva 

 
 
ɔɓɏɟɍɑəɚ ɝɔəɨɚ ɘɦəɔɝɞɚ . . . 
ɣɌɤɌɞɌ ɝɜɑɥɟ ɘɑə 
əɑɐɚɖɚɝəɌɞɌ 
 
a lost blue bead . . . 
the glass opposite me 
untouched  
 
ȬəɞɚɌəɑɞɌ ȭɚɏɐɌəɚɎɌ/Antoaneta Bogdanova 
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Ɏɚɐəɚ ɚɏɗɑɐɌɗɚñ 
ɍɜɦɣɖɔɞɑ ɛɚ ɗɔɢɑɞɚ  ͛
əɑɓɌɍɑɗɑɒɔɘɔ 
 
water mirror ñ 
the wrinkles on her face 
unnoticeable  
 
ȽɞɌəɖɌ ȻɌɜɟɤɑɎɌ/Stanka Parusheva 

 
 
əɚɎɌ ɣɑɞɖɌ  
ɛɞɔɢɔɞɑ əɌɕ-əɌɖɜɌɫ 
ɛɚɗɑɞɫɡɌ 
 
new brush  
finally the bi rds 
are flying  
 
ȰɑɞɑɗɔəɌ ȾɔɡɚɗɚɎɌ/Detelina Tiholova 

 
 
ɍɑɓɖɜɌɑə ɛɦɞ 
ɝɗɑɐɎɌɘ ɛɚɗɑɞɌ 
əɌ ɍɫɗɌ ɛɑɛɑɜɟɐɌ 
 
endless road 
I follow the flight  
of a white butterfly  
 
Ȼɑɞɫ ȬɞɌəɌɝɚɎɌ/Petya Atanasova 

 
 
ɖɜɌɕ əɌ ɏɚɐɔəɌɞɌ 
ɑɐəɌ ɗɑɐɟəɖɌ ɔɝɖɜɔ 
Ɏ ɝɔəɨɚ 
 
end of the year 
one icicle sparkles  
in blue 
 
ȴɗɔɫəɌ ȽɞɚɫəɚɎɌ/Iliyana Stoyanova 
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ɛɌɐɌɥɌ ɓɎɑɓɐɌ . . . 
ɒɑɗɌəɔɑ ɞɜɟɐəɚ ɓɌ 
ɝɍɦɐɎɌəɑ 
 
shooting star . . . 
a wish hard 
to come true  
 
Ȭɗɑɖɝ ȶɚɝɞɚɎ/Alex Kostov 

 
 

ɡɚɜɦɜ ɡɌɕɖɟ 
ɔɓɍɟɡɎɌɘɑ Ɏ ɝɘɫɡ 
əɌ ɠɔəɌɗɌ 
 
horror haiku  
we burst out laugh ing 
at the end 
 
ȮɑɝɔɝɗɌɎɌ ȽɌɎɚɎɌ/Vessislava Savova 

 
 
Ɏɔɝɚɖɚ, Ɏɔɝɚɖɚ . . . 
ɤɟɘ ɚɞ ɗɑɍɑɐɚɎɔ ɖɜɔɗɑ 
ɘɑɒɐɟ ɘɦɏɗɌɞɌ 
 
higher and higher  . . . 
the flapping  of swan wings  
through the mist  
 
ɁɜɔɝɞɔəɌ ȻɌəɐɒɌɜɔɐɔɝ/Hristina Pandjaridis 

 
 

ɝɖɜɑɒ 
ɚɛɔɞɎɌɘ ɝɑ ɐɌ ɝɗɑɐɎɌɘ 
ɚɝɞɌɎɑəɔɞɑ ɝɗɑɐɔ 
 
frost 
I try to follow  
the left traces 
 
ȮɑɝɔɝɗɌɎɌ ȽɌɎɚɎɌ/Vessislava Savova 
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ɐɦɜɎɑəɌ ɝɞɦɗɍɌ . . . 
ɝɌɘɚ ɑɐəɚ ɝɞɦɛɌɗɚ 
ɐɚ ɗɟəɌɞɌ 
 
wooden ladder  . . . 
just one more step 
to the moon 
 
ȸɔɗɑəɌ ȮɑɗɑɎɌ/Milena Veleva 

 
 
ɎɔɑɗɔɢɌ 
ɛɜɑɏɜɦɥɌ ɘɑ ɤɌɗɦɞ 
ɖɚɕɞɚ ɞɔ ɘɔ ɛɚɐɌɜɔ 
 
blizzard  
the embrace of the scarf  
you gave me  
 
ȯɑɜɏɌəɌ ɋəɔəɝɖɌ/Gergana Yaninska 
 

 
Ɏɑəɔɞɑ əɌ ɝəɑɏɌ 
ɔɓɣɑɓəɌɡɌ . . . 
ɓɌɗɑɓ 
 
the snow veins 
disappeared . . . 
sunset 
 
ȰɑɞɑɗɔəɌ ȾɔɡɚɗɚɎɌ/Detelina Tiholova 

 
 

ɓɎɑɓɐɔ Ɏ ɗɚɖɎɔɞɑñ 
Ɏ ɖɜɌɖɌɞɌ əɔ 
ɞɚɗɖɚɎɌ ɝɎɑɞɚɎɑ 
 
stars in the puddlesñ 
so many worlds  
at our feet 
 
ȷɪɐɘɔɗɌ ɁɜɔɝɞɚɎɌ/Ljudmila Hristova 

 
 
  



 

10 
 

 
 

Ɏ ɚɖɚɞɚ əɌ ɏɌɜɎɌəɌ 
ɍɑɗɔɫɞ ɝəɫɏ 
ɓɌɎɔəɌɏɔ ɚɞɜɌɓɑə 
 
in the ravenõs eye 
the white snow  
forever reflected  
 
ɋɎɚɜ ɂɌəɑɎ/Yavor Tsanev 

 
 
ɓɔɘɑə ɓɐɜɌɣ 
ɛɌɜɣɑəɢɌ ɝɔəɨɚ 
ɜɌɓɛɜɦɝɖɎɌɞ ɘɦɏɗɌɞɌ 
 
winter dusk  
flecks of blue 
scatter the mist 
 
ȴɗɔɫəɌ ȽɞɚɫəɚɎɌ/Iliyana Stoyanova 
 
 

ɝəɑɒəɚ ɛɚɗɑ 
Ɏɝɔɣɖɔ ɛɦɞɔɥɌ Ɏɚɐɫɞ 
ɖɦɘ əɑɍɑɞɚ 
 
snow field  
all roads lead 
to the sky 
 
ȷɪɐɘɔɗɌ ɁɜɔɝɞɚɎɌ/Ljudmila Hristova 

 
 
ɓɌɎɜɦɥɌəɑ Ɏ ȶɚɞɑɗñ 
ɣɟɎɌɘ ɝɞɦɛɖɔɞɑ ɞɔ 
ɐɚ ɘɚɔɞɑ 
 
returning to Kotel ñ 
I hear your steps 
next to me 
 
ȯɑɜɏɌəɌ ɋəɔəɝɖɌ/Gergana Yaninska 
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ɞɚɗɖɚɎɌ ɘəɚɏɚ ɢɎɑɞɫ 
ɛɑɛɑɜɟɐɌɞɌ  
. . . əɌ ɍɚɐɔɗ 
 
so many flowers 
the butterfly  
. . . on a thistle 
 
ȸɌɜɔɫ ȯɑɚɜɏɔɑɎɌ/María Gueorguieva  

 
 
ɘɔəɓɟɡɌɜɔ Ɏ ɝəɑɏɌ 
ɓɌɛɌɗɎɌɘ ɚɥɑ ɑɐəɌ ɝɎɑɥ 
Ɏ ɛɌɘɑɞ əɌ ȸɌɫ 
 
crocuses in the snow 
I light another candle  
for Maya  
 
ȳɚɜəɔɢɌ ɁɌɜɔɓɌəɚɎɌ/Zornitza Harizanova 
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Section 1 Ô haiku  
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on the island  
where seabirds summerñ 
prison walls  
 

Barnabas I. Adeleke, Nigeria  
 

 
 
 

a charred martyrñ 
the scarecrow  after the passing 
of forest fire 
 

Adjei Agyei-Baah, Ghana 
 
 
 
 

colloquio a scuolañ 
sembrano più profonde  
le impronte sulla neve 
 
 
meeting the teachersñ 
footprints in the snow  
seem deeper 

 
Elisa Allo, Italy/ Switzerland 

 
 
 
 

a breakaway cloudñ 
the muster of sheep 
on the hilltop  
 

Gavin Austin, Australia 
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coming of age 
at juvenile hall  
plum blossoms 
 

Johnny Baranski, USA (EC) 
 
 
 
 

sweeping the dojo . . .  
the silent bell 
of sensei's hakama 
 

Sheila K. Barksdale, England 
 
 
 
 

first snowfall  
after his memorial  
the sound of crows 
 

Gabriel Bates, USA 
 
 
 
 

mirno veľe 
u zaljevu usidren  
srebrn mjesec 
 
 
still evening 
in the bay anchored 
silver moon  
 

Dubravka Boric, Croatia 
Translated into English by D.V. Roĥiļ 
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evening deepens . . .  
a flight of curlews  
stirs the sky 

 
Adrian Bouter, Netherlands 
 

 
 
 

equinox 
. . . the sun 
rolls over  
 

Helen Buckingham, England 
 
 
 
 

warm flannel pocket ñ 
the candy corn colors 
of autumn  
 

Anna Cates, USA 
 
 
 
 

almond blossom 
the stillness 
after love 
 

Paul Chambers, Wales 
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cold snapñ 
my hurried greeting  
doesn't sound like me 
 

James Chessing, USA 
 
 
 
 

powrót z morzañ 
ptak ze zġamanym skrzydġem 
w sieci rybackiej 
 
 
return from the seañ 
a bird with a broken wing  
in the fishing net  
 

Marta Chocilowska, Poland 
 
 
 
 

deserted beachñ 
seagulls redo  
their footprints  
 

Rosa Clement, Brazil 
 
 
 
 

again and again 
to the smallest leaf 
a zebra longwing 
 

Bill Cooper, USA 
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harbor huesñ 
dusk in the bellies 
of dead fish 
 

Lamart Cooper, USA 
 
 
 
 

Shirazi wineñ 
the deep red hats 
of whirling dervishes   
 

Angelee Deodhar, India 
 
 
 
 

minus forty ñ 
even the clouds 
refuse to move 
 

Edward Dewar, Canada  
 
 
 
 

inky hills ñ 
the sky still colouring -in 
a sunset 
 

Jan Dobb, Australia 
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buio mattinoñ 
una pioggia sottile  
cammina con me 
 
 
dark morning ñ 
a fine drizzle  
walking   with me  
 

Anna Maria Domburg-Sancristoforo, 
Netherlands 
 

 
 
 

will this be the year  
I stop counting them . . . 
autumn stars 
 

Rebecca Drouilhet, USA (EC) 
 
 
 
 

a polar bear 
swims in search of iceñ  
New Year's 2017 
 

Garry Eaton, Canada 
 
 
 
 

hill pathñ 
a cow leads her calf 
into clouds  
 

Jeffrey Ferrara, USA 
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incorniciata  
dal vento la luna  
di un gabbiano  
 
 
framed 
by the wind  
a seagull moon 
 

Lucia Fontana, Italy 
 
 
 
 

still bustling  
with noisy goldeneyeñ 
disused jetty 
 

Tim Gardiner, UK (EC) 
 
 
 
 

blowing  
in all directions . . . 
east wind 
 

Pat Geyer, USA 
 
 
 
 

gazza ladra 
nel suo becco 
un pezzo della mia vita  
 
 
magpieñ 
one part of my life  
in its beak 
 

Eufemia Griffo, Italy  
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jewelling  
the mountain pathñ 
glints of mica  
 

Simon Hanson, Australia 
 
 
 
 

desert song . . . 
the wildflowers  
in my head 
 

C.R. Harper, USA 
 
 
 
 

whispers 
from the old marsh  
winter reeds 
 

John Hawkhead, UK 
 
 
 
 

dry petals  
of a cyclamenñ 
her odd un iform  
 

David He, China 
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Long Night Moon ñ 
I unclasp 
my necklace of pearls 
 

Ruth Holzer, USA 
 
 
 
 

sharing news 
around banksia blossoms 
lorikeets 
 

Marilyn Humbert, Australia 
 
 
 
 

All Souls' Dayñ 
grandpa shows me  
his dad's grave 
 

Vishnu P Kapoor, India 
 
 
 
 

breakfast granolañ 
sorting through superfoods  
black-capped chickadee 
 
 

David J Kelly, Ireland 
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frail apple tree  
the closest thing we have 
to a scarecrow 
 

Nicholas Klacsanzky, Ukraine 
 

 
 
 

pomi înflori Ἢiñ 
retuἨez data naἨterii 
pe cripta mea  
 
 
blooming treesñ 
repainting my birth date  
on the gravestone 
 

Lavana Kray, Romania 
 
 
 
 

twilight ñ 
a part of me too 
with the honking geese 
 

Jill Lange, USA 
 

 
 
 

winter dawn ñ 
the scarlet firethorn  
huddles closer 
 

Eva Limbach, Germany (EC) 
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floating world . . .  
this childhood ri ver 
of summer stars 
 

Chen-ou Liu, Canada 
 
 
 
 
a hummerõs wingsñ 
the softer sounds of your words  
fluttering in my ear  
 

Cyndi Lloyd, USA 
 

 
 
 

scattered snowflakesñ 
here in a breath 
gone in a breath 
 

Eric Lohman, USA 
 
 
 
 

thin ice 
prelude to spring  
the first rob in 
 

Joyce Joslin Lorenson, USA 
 
 
 
 

cold moonñ 
moss covers his name 
on the gravestone 
 

Martha Magenta, England 
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ripples . . . 
under the lily pad  
a turtleõs breath 
 

Ann Magyar, USA 
 
 
 
 

last stanza 
open to interpretation  
the butterfly  
 

Susan Mallernee, USA 
 
 
 
 

church archways 
whispering with swallows ñ 
spring vespers 
 

Marietta McGregor, Australia 
 
 
 
 

laying her head  
on the fresh snow 
January moon 
 

Andy McLellan, UK 
 
 
 
 

farm pondñ 
the way the heron 
fills it  
 

Ben Moeller-Gaa, USA 
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riding a wave  
of buf falo grass 
the killdeer's call  
 

Ken Olson, USA 
 
 
 
 

February thaw  
the tinkling chimes  
of falling icicles  
 

Dottie Piet, USA 
 
 
 
 

homeward bound  
silently ploughing the dusk  
two  corvine birds  
 

Madhuri Pillai, Australia 
 
 
 
 

moonwater . . .  
the shadows of reeds 
teasing dawn 
 

Sandi Pray, USA 
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pumpkin festñ 
the village full  
of sunsets 
 

Anthony Q. Rabang, Philippines 
 
 
 
 

poderane cipeleñ 
malo svjeĥeg zraka 
na vruļem asfaltu 
 
 
torn shoesñ 
some fresh air 
on hot asphalt 
 

Ljubomir Radovanľevic, Croatia 
Translated into English by D.V.Roĥiļ 

 
 
 
 

Buson's Dayñ 
the kettle's whistle  
becomes bird song 
 

Bryan Rickert, USA 
 
 
 
 

autumn dusk  
motherõs tea 
in a cracked cup 
 

Edward J. Rielly, USA 
 
 
 
 

http://d.v.ro/
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fading traces 
of the way I've come . . .  
autumn dew  
 

Aron Rothstein, USA 
 
 
 
 

in remissionñ 
a heron spreads 
the stars 
 

Cynthia Rowe, Australia 
 
 
 
 

svjeĥ snijegñ 
svraka stigla prva 
na igraliģte 
 
 
fresh snowñ 
magpie first  
at the playground  
 

Stjepan Roĥiļ, Croatia 
Translated into English by D.V. Roĥiļ 

 
 
 
snaĥan vjetar 
on susjedovu hrastu 
moje rublje 
 
 
a strong wind  
on the neighbor's oak 
my laundry  
 

Djurdja Vukelic Roĥiļ (EC) 
Croatia  

http://d.v.ro/
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snow flurries . . . 
the last race 
of carousel horses 
 

Tom Sacramona, USA (EC) 
 

 
 
 

long after 
I let the branch goñ 
lilacs 
 

Agnes Eva Savich, USA 
 
 
 
 

prognosis 
on the first warm day  
spotting a robin  
 

Adelaide B. Shaw, USA 
 
 
 
 

in the end 
only you and I remainñ 
winter moon  
 

Christina Sng, Singapore 
 
 
 
 

the curve 
of an avocet's bill . . . 
sickle moon 
 

Debbie Strange, Canada (EC) 
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snow-filled nest  
the depth of silence 
before spring 
 

Rachel Sutcliffe, UK 
 
 
 
 

icy night . . . 
on father's birth certificate  
a swastika 
 
Dietmar Tauchner, Austria (EC) 

 
 
 
 

icy moonñ 
an unknown abruptness  
in your voice  
 

Barbara A. Taylor, Australia 
 
 
 
 

her ankles . . . 
a path into mist's 
endlessness 
 

Hansha Teki, New Zealand (EC) 
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autumn song . . . 
the shadows hidden 
in minor chords  
 

Angela Terry, USA 
 
 
 
 

pierwsza wspólna noc 
cicho spadajņ 
pġatki dzikiej wiŢni 
 
 
first night together  
silently falling  
wild cherry 's petals 
 

Zuzanna Truchlewska, Poland 
 
 
 
 

solstizio dõinvernoñ 
quel calore nella tua voce 
che non sento più 
 
 
winter solsticeñ 
the warmth in your voice  
I no longer hear 
 

Maria Laura Valente, Italy 
 
 
 
  



 

33 
 

 
spring peeper . . . 
the hermit opens 
a window  
 

Julie Warther, USA 
 
 
 
 

in the middle   
of meditationñ 
two blossoms fall  
 

Neal Whitman, USA 
 
 
 
 

thin ice on the pond 
how close I am  
to breaking 
 

Scott Wiggerman, USA 
 
 
 
 

cemetery footpath 
the colors of autumn 
trod black  
 

Robert Witmer, Japan 
 
 
 
 

forest windñ 
the squeal of branches 
thrust together  
 

Quendryth Young, Australia 
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EditorÙs Choices (EC)   Haiku  

 

My gratitude to all the poets who sent in haiku submissions to this issue of cattails. We 

received a phenomenal number of poems. I chose the haiku that stood out for me over 

several readings. It has been an enjoyable and enriching experience. It was a daunting 

task to make the Editorõs Choices from haiku of such fine quality. I have commented on 

a delightful few.  

Geethanjali Rajan  

 
_______________________ 

 
her ankles . . . 
a path into mist's 
endlessness 
 

Hansha Teki, New Zealand 
 

Hansha Tekiõs beautiful haiku catches the readerõs imagination and attention with the 

first line and holds it as a lingering image with the use of ellipsis.  

her ankles . . . 

Where could this be leading? The poet leads us onto a path and the haiku effortlessly 

moves forward into the mist and beyond. The skilful use of the last word ôendlesslyõ, 

leaves the reader with endless opportunities to interpret the poem in myriad ways. An 

open haiku with ample space for the reader to step in. Is it the mist of spring or is it the 

mist of autumn? Again, it is left to us, the readers. 

 
_______________________ 

 
still bustling  
with noisy goldeneye ñ 
disused jetty 
 

Tim Gardiner, UK 
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The haiku which starts with an emotion of activity, bustles with life and then, quietens 

to an image of stillness in a disused jetty. The poet effortlessly juxtaposes nature and 

human life without mentioning the latter. In what could be a simple observ ation of life 

at a disused jetty, lies a commentary of how human beings move away from and 

maybe, even abandon things that are no more of use; but not so, the noisy goldeneye. 

The movement from activity to disuse triggers an emotion of quiet/loneliness (sa bishii) 

in the reader.  

_______________________ 

 
coming of age 
at juvenile hall  
plum blossoms 
 

Johnny Baranski, USA 
 

This spring haiku with plum blossoms is a beautifully written haiku. Layered well, the 

haiku could be a happy haiku, but is it? A gentle im age of spring juxtaposed with  

juvenile hall leaves the reader delving deeper and reading the haiku again. Could it be 

the observation of a person at a distance or is it the observation of someone deep within 

the system? The spring kigo in the last line could mean hope and a celebration of life. 

But yet, it leaves us with a lingering sense of the unknown. A very well written haiku 

balancing images and emotions. 

_______________________ 

 

 
will this be the year  
I stop counting them . . . 
autumn stars 
 

Rebecca Drouilhet, USA 
 

A deeply personal moment is shared by the poet with a haiku that starts with a 

question and ends with a concrete image. Very poignant is the question that implies 

ôhow much longerõ. The beauty of the haiku is that the poetõs question will remain 

unanswered, as is the case with most of our existential doubts and queries. The poet too 

may be  aware of it but nonetheless, asks the question on behalf of the reader. The use 
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of the ellipsis to hold the question in our minds a little longer is skil ful. It is difficult to 

pass by the beauty and melancholy of the final image ð the night sky in Autumn.  

_______________________ 

 

 

winter dawn ñ 
the scarlet firethorn  
huddles closer 
 

Eva Limbach, Germany 
 

On a cold winter dawn, all one would want is some co mfort by huddling close to a 

source of warmth. The poet skilfully speaks through the scarlet firethorn that seems to 

huddle closer on a winter morning. A beautiful image that would find a great deal of 

resonance with the reader.  

_______________________ 

 

 
snow flurries . . . 
the last race 
of carousel horses 
 

Tom Sacramona, USA 
 

This haiku, set in winter, talks of the last race, an end. The winter kigo is by itself 

beautiful ð snow flurries. The second line leads us to the last of the races and the final 

lin e provides the surprise ð of carousel horses! Two concrete images, juxtaposed to give 

us a delightful haiku, open -ended enough to let us ponder and wonder why it is the last 

race.  

_______________________ 
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the curve 
of an avocet's bill é 
sickle moon 
 

Debbie Strange, Canada 
 

Avocets are from the genus Recurvirostra, meaning ôbill curved backwardsõ. These 

striking waders can be distinguished easily by their bills. The poet juxtaposes the 

beautiful image of the upward curve of an avocetõs bill with the sickle moon. A skilful 

use of two concrete images to create an unusual association in the mind of the reader.  

_______________________ 

 
snaĥan vjetar 
on susjedovu hrastu 
moje rublje 
 
a strong wind  
on the neighbor's oak 
my laundry  
 

Djurdja Vukelic Roĥiļ  
Croatia 

 

In times when haiku is melancholy, sad and very deep in meaning, this haiku brings a 

smile in its childlike observation of oneõs laundry on the neighbourõs oak. Or is the poet 

thinking of her laundry when there is a strong wind observed on her neighb ourõs oak? 

Either way, the strength of this haiku is the lightness of the observation.  

_______________________ 

 

 
icy night . . . 
on father's birth certificate  
a swastika 
 

Dietmar Tauchner, Austria 
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On an icy night, the poet discovers his fatherõs birth certificate. The last word leaves the 

reader feeling the shock of the poet. The poem itself is written in a way that links the 

swastika back to the first line. This haiku builds on the power of symbolism to create 

the reader response. And the response is not just an emotion; one feels the chill of the 

icy night!  
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Section 2 ÔSenryu  
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now a celebrity  

everyone in the neighbourhood  

calls me brother 

 

Barnabas Adeleke, Nigeria 

 

 

 

 

office flirt  

the added benefit 

of working in pai rs 

 

Kwaku Feni Adow, Ghana 

 

 

 

 

top honoursñ 

my name under  

someoneõs haiku 

 

Adjei Agyei-Baah, Ghana 

 

 

 

 

waiting room  

together we knit  

our brows  

 

Debbi Antebi, UK 
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writing class  

students hide behind 

pronouns 

 

Debbi Antebi, UK 

 

 

 

 

airport coffee 

she leaves behind 

a scarlet kiss 

 

 

hospital ward  

the levelling quality  

of backless gowns 

 

Gavin Austin, Australia 

 

 

 

 

old sitcoms 

I cringe at the laughter 

of dead people 

 

Gabriel Bates, USA 

 

 

 

diabetic 

now my toothless grandpa  

brushes twice a day 

 

Rohan Kevin Broach, India 
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road closures 

swapping breakup stories  

with the Uber driver  

 

Lamart Cooper, USA 

 

 

 

 

spring vacation  

all the children indoors  

playing school  

 

 

 

expressway flirt  

the old manõs turn light 

winking...winking  

 

Patricia Daharsh, USA 

 

 

 

 

moonlight  

he croons to me 

out of tune 

 

Charlotte Digregorio, USA 
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baby asleep 

at last the coffee-maker 

gurgles awake 

 

 

 

collecting acorns 

my grandson declares 

his big ambitions  

 

Jan Dobb, Australia 

 

 

 

 

whipped cream  

my diet plan goes down  

in a mouthful  

 

 

 

going i n circles i know the world is round  

 

Shivapriya Ganapathy, India 

 

 

 

 

 

co-worker  

her desk 

too orderly  

 

Bernard Gieske, USA 
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sports bar 

everybodyõs 

a player 

 

neither a skater 

they fall  

for each other 

 

LeRoy Gorman, Canada 

 

 

 

 

Diwali lamps  

burn out long before  

the gambling ends 

 

Rohini Gupta, India 

 

 

 

 

old sweater 

so many holes left 

now heõs gone 

 

Hazel Hall, Australia 
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seaside cafe 

photos of fish 

that didnõt get away 

 

Simon Hanson, Australia 

 

 

 

 

border controlñ 

for the old lady  

a full body search 

 

 

a single stake 

on the lakeshoreñ 

stumbling over it  

 

Ruth Holzer, USA (EC) 

 

 

 

 

jogger passes me 

on the path 

again 

 

Terrie Jacks, USA 

 

 

 

 

daughterõs recital 

I dance 

on the tips of her toes 

 

Phyllis Lee, USA 
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my sore fingerñ 

suddenly everything  

is in its way  

 

Michael H Lester, USA 

 

 

 

 

bubbles of spit 

frothing from his mouth...  

divorce talk  

 

 

 

gala dinner 

the new mayor talks 

of the have-nots 

 

Chen-ou Liu, Canada (EC) 

 

 

 

 

geometry class 

...and the angle at which 

our eyes meet 

 

 

 

wad of notes... 

I grandly drop a coin  

in the donation box  

 

Vandana Parashar, India 
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dirty fingernails  

my car mechanic washes 

the windshield  

 

 

 

February thaw  

my ex sends me 

a valentine 

 

Dottie Piet, USA (EC) 

 

 

 

 

local council election 

the doorbell  rings 

more than usual 

 

 

 

long distance dispute 

the email inbox 

clogged up 

 

Madhuri Pillai, Australia 

 

 

 

 

2 AM 

my son and I meet 

in the kitchen  

 

Djurdja Vukelic Rozic, Croatia 
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family reunion  

the widest smile  

the counsellorõs 

 

 

 

chain saw 

the strident wa il  

of falling trees 

 

Brijesh Raj, India 

 

 

 

 

loud bar  

repeating my order  

she whispers in my ear 

 

 

 

her tank top 

we go to bed 

making war  

 

Tom Sacramona, USA 

 

 

 

 

turning fifty  

the depth of her smile 

in smile lines 

 

Srinivasa Rao Sambangi, India 
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a new pain 

helping me forget  

the old one 

 

 

 

rained out vacation  

seeing all the sights 

in the hotel 

 

Adelaide B. Shaw, USA 

 

 

 

 

disasters 

never imagined before 

insurance man 

 

 

 

the comfort  

 of being alone 

together 

 

Nancy Shires, USA 

 

 

 

 

solid results 

a month of laxati ves 

fail  

 

Barbara A. Taylor, Australia 
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origami class 

the beautiful folds  

of our elders 

 

 

 

old documents 

the things we forgot  

we knew 

 

Debbie Strange, Canada 

 

 

 

 

high school reunion  

everyone wearing 

rose tinted glasses 

 

 

 

family reunion  

we wear our best 

fake smiles 

 

Rachel Sutcliffe, UK 

 

 

 

 

a better mousetrapñ 

the cheese 

a triple -cream brie 

 

Angela Terry, USA 
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to first class 

from the back of the plane 

bananas on a tray 

 

 

 

carefully planned wedding off without a hitch  

 

Julie Warther, USA 

 

 

 

 

 

too much Christmas cheer 

I labour to unwrap  

another resolution  

 

Robert Witmer, Japan 

 

 

 

 

sick spouse 

the roller coaster 

of role-changing 

 

Quendryth Young, Australia 
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EditorÙs Choices (EC)   Senryu  

 

 

_______________________ 

 

February thaw  

my ex sends me 

a valentine 

 

Dottie Piet, USA  

 

Despite the presence of 2 kigo [seasonal references] in it ð ôFebruary thawõ and 

Valentineõ ð this poem is a senryu in its sensibility. It is not enough that the poem deals 

with human beings, for so do a large number of haiku. Here the focus or focal point is 

the valentine which is a human invention, not part of the natural world.  

 

An ex who has been out of her life returns by way of  a Valentine: an act that would 

otherwise have been considered as worthy of ridicule, has been treated with kindness 

and humour. How silly and yet how warm and human! As I see it, this poem is a 

parody on a certain stereotype haiku dealing with ôthawõ. The play on words makes this 

poem special. 

 

This senryu is one that sticks in the readerõs mind and is remembered long afterwards 

whenever thaw or Valentine is mentioned, with a quiet chuckle.  

 

 

_______________________ 

 

 

 

gala dinner 

the new mayor talks  

of the have-nots 

 

Chen-ou Liu, Canada 
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The poem first gives the setting, a gala dinner, presumably to celebrate the new mayorõs 

appointment. Against this setting the mayor talks about the have -nots even as he quaffs 

champagne and stuffs his mouth with caviar. The irony of the situation makes one boil 

with indignation and smile at the same time. The poet has ph rased the poem extremely 

well, painting the picture and leaving it to the reader to judge or conclude as he/she 

will, without in any way being judgemental himself.  

 

 

 

_______________________ 

 

 

a single stake 

on the lakeshoreñ 

stumbling over it  

 

Ruth Holzer, USA 

 

This poem made me laugh out loud and small wonder: how utterly, utterly human to 

stumble over the only stake at the lakeshore!!  

 

Once again, this senryu makes no judgement at all by itself; the judgement or response 

arises in the readersõ minds. The simplicity and economy of words used in the phrasing 

makes for a very effective senryu; nothing has been overstated or overdone. As if to say, 

this is the situation as I saw it folks, make of it what you will. The technique of showing 

without telling, mu ch touted in the world of haiku, is equally effective in senryu, and 

this poem is a very sound example of it. A word more, or a word less, could have 

destroyed the fabric of the poem or at least reduced its effectiveness and impact. 

 

 

Gautam Nadkarni  
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Section 3 TANKA  
  


