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silent sunset
cry of migratory birds
tearsit up

*



jesenjamagla
u mokrom sivilu tiho dr&tu
stabljike kukuruza

thefog

the corn stalks tremble
in gray wetness

*

uruseni most
vukuéi seizmedu stupova
magla prelazi rijeku

acollapsed bridge E
mist drags among the pillars

crossing theriver \

ptice selice z ,

na sivom nebu ispisuju

crne strelice

migrating birds

on agrey sky they draw
black arrow

\% ,/Romania
Uncalled gl

in the migrating birds nest
asguirrel

Nepozvan pogetitelj

u gnijezdu ptice selice
vjeverica



Migration of birds...
in the burning stubble field
only empty nests

Ptice sdlice...
na goruc¢em strnistu
samo prazna gnijezda

*

Swallow's nest
below the bridge eaves...
under it homeless beggars

Lastavi¢je gnijezdo
pod mostom
ispod bekuénici

*

Jan Oskar Hansen, Morway

On the outer fi
A mass of bids congregate

Mist on old roof tops
Drips morning dark thoughts
Autumn’ s reflections



Magla navrhu starih krovova
Jutrom kaplju tamne midli
Jesenje refleksije

*
Through the haze

Mules under a carob tree
Sees ared tractor

Kroz maglu

Mule pod stablom rogaca
Vidi se crveni traktor
s,

*

Chen-ou Liu, Canada

tenyearsin exile...
even Lake Ontario holds
awedge of snow geese

deset godina progonstva...
¢ak i jezero Ontario drZi
klin snjeznih gusaka

*

along line of cars
behind the hearse
migrating snow geese

snjezna guska/snow geese
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/_XROY JpTX0AM/S7TEjHDWNKdI/AAAAAAAAEZA/ce
XNhfsX sD0/s1600/Snow-Goose-1B.jpg



kolonavozila
iza mrtvackih kola
migracija snjeznih gusaka

autumn mist
a Bach fugue played
on the saw

jesenjamagla
Bachovafuga svirana
napili

*

autumn mist
out of sight
out of myself

jesenjamagla
izvan vidokruga
izvan sebe

*

the open door
of aforeclosed house
autumn mist

S
otvore%a
zatvorene Kuce
jesenjamagla

*

Valeria Simonova-Cecon, Italy



Darrell Lindsey, USA

shadows of bluebirds
onthetrellis
autumn mi

late geese flying

to their destination

| lean on the gate

and wonder where all your dreams



would have taken you
The League of Laboring Poets.

let kasnih gusaka

ka njihovom cilju
oslanjam se na kapiju
I pitam segdjecete
tvoji snovi ponijeti

*

rolling through
autumn fog-
high pitch of atrain's whistle

talasa se kroz

jesenju maglu —

visoki zvizduk viaka

" rolling through" deals with thie Doppl epeffect

Jagoda Bedli¢,Split & ,

intheve
can't seet

*

jesenjamagla
crno bijeladlika



bez tona

autumn fog
a black-and-white picture
without sound

*

dugine boje
pokidane u bijele niti
jesenje magle

colours of rainbow
broken into white threads
of the autumn fog

*

I no¢ i dan

izgubljeni u jesenjoj magli
traze put

both night and day

|lost in the autumn fo
in search of their way

jesenjamagla
capljaokruzuje
njenatisina



wrapping itself
around autumn silence
early morning mist

omotala se
oko jesenje tiSine
rana jutarnja magla

*

autumn mist
the deep stillness
between us

jesenjamagla
dubokatiSina
medu nama

*

coloring a sodden sky
with promises
migrating geese

acool wi
and suddertly
no swallows

svjez vjetar
I 1znenada
nemavise lastavica




afield of snow geese
the whiteness
of winter light

polje snjeznih gusaka
bjelina
zimskog svjetla

Natalia Kuznetsova, Russia

afisherman's boat
slowly sinking in the fog,
seagulls distress screams

ribarica
polako tone u maglu,
uznemireni krici galebo

*

a bridge silhouette
gently rocking in the mist,
cranes calsfrom nowhere
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silueta mosta
njezno se ljuljau magli,
zov zdralova
The 2008 " Genkissu! Spirits up! Worldwide Haiku Contest” - Honorable
Mention

*

our old gander
feebly flapping its wings
geese' calls from above

nas stari gusak
slabasno zamahuje svojakrila
poziv gusakaiz visina
Shiki Monthly Kukai,November 201

Zlatko Martinko, Medulj

PRIJE JUGA (haibuh)
Ulice seisprazapile, brodi tuzno ljuljaju navezu. Mir se uvl&ti u suncobrane,
' Cicavirereklameizletau Veneciju, u Pariz, u lbizu.

Jato lastavica se skupilo po elektricnim Zicama, jedna uz drugu stisnute
kao rijeci klapske pjesme, ispjevane tugom dalekih brodoloma. Nasje
zivot ispunjen udovicama u crnom, maslinovim uljem, ribama na gradele

I vinom. Mi smo mornari, putnici dalekih mora, mi smo vjecne ptice selice.
Trazimo naSu srecu, nas jug.
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ako predem prag
bit ¢u ptica selica~
trazit ¢u svoj jug

*

PR
DIOGEN pro kultura
http://diogen.weebly.com
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