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railway station
quietly becoming a part
of her silence

The train has left, and so have most of the station’s travelers. As the station grows quiet, we
become aware of a person still present, even more silent. Why is she there? Was she expecting
someone who never arrived? Or is that person still to come, giving her a growing anticipation,
perhaps tinged with fear or eagerness? We do not know, but we are given enough information to
enter at least part of the story, which is more than enough to engage us as readers. We are not
told the season, but we can imagine it to be winter, the lonely season, for this is a poem about
feeling alone, as lonely as an empty railway station. This poem exhibits what former United
States poet laureate Billy Collins once referred to as haiku’s “existential gratitude.” —Michael
Dylan Welch
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Special Selections

FrE
Benjamin Blaesi

a murmuration
of starlings hurries south
| cut the last rose

Starlings do not hurry south but a murmur does. Truth of season change lies in the changing
expression. There is no relationship between starlings and cutting the rose, but one may feel that
if a starling’s chirping is gone one will also lose the last rose. —Toru Kiuchi
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Veronika Zora Novak

cupped hands . . .
I drink the music
of moonlight

You cannot drink music nor moonlight. However, using both hands, you could scoop up
anything, even music and moonlight. This reminds me of a famous Japanese haiku by Hosai
Ozaki: “No vessel, receiving alms in cupped hands.” —Toru Kiuchi
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Patricia M Campbell
hospital garden

he quickly lowers his mask
and smells the roses



This poem is full of the sense of the times. Even though we know that poets should not be too
political, we haiku poets need to keep up with the times. The word “quickly” represents a tense
atmosphere for the COVID-19 age. The reader is, however, relieved to know that the poet
peacefully smells a rose. —Toru Kiuchi
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Beth A. Skala

baking day
grandma kneads and shapes
another story

Readers are welcomed into this warm domestic scene. We expect grandma to be kneading bread,
but the last line surprises us with the introduction of story. And so the poem expands beyond
images of fresh bread or other baking into the realm of family chronicles, which are surely just as
inviting. —Michael Dylan Welch
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Ed Bremson

Covid winter . . .
her one-breath poem
in two breaths

None of us have been able to escape the reality of the coronavirus pandemic, so it is no wonder
that this topic occurred in many of the poems submitted this year. Haiku is known as a one-



breath poem, so if it takes two breaths to read such a short poem, that is a stark reminder of the
pandemic’s personal challenges. —Michael Dylan Welch
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Honourable Mentions
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Nikola Dureti¢

A toad croaking b ATV DI X
as though he grasped BN NAEDHE

the mystery of life. Bol=mhD XL HIz

Valorie Broadhurst Woerdehoff

after the argument e D 1%
your absence B T= DARTE
black moon EH A
Cyndi Lloyd

apple blossoms fall . . .

an edge of the blanket
in her baby’s mouth

Engin Gulez

daughter’s deathbed
knitting what’s left
of the light
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Al W Gallia

first raindrop
the cricket eases
under a leaf

INDRA NEIL MEKALA

gaining size
asitrolls. ..
spring dew

Radostina Dragostinova

old church
in the shadow beside the door
overblown dandelion

Jeff Hoagland

Queen Anne’s lace
a hoverfly
without wings

Lyle Rumpel

starlit
coyote calls rise
from the snowpack

Tomislav Mareti¢

too late a visit—
the pond lilies
closed
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Lyle Rumpel

window frost
stars unfurl
in the nursery

Michael H. Lester

yellow moth—
one last flutter before
the bird swallows
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