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It is not my only addiction, but it
is the one of which I am most fond.
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Phew, 2014 has been a challenge so far! A new year brings with it new
possibilities, but it also carries new challenges that must be faced.
First things first, I must apologise for the tardiness which has kept Issue
Seven from hitting your virtual shelves in a timely manner. Days that once
seemed to stretch before me now whip past in the blink of an eye. This
project takes up so much time, time which is now being demanded elsewhere,
yet somehow I still cling to it, determined that it shall succeed.
I think that when you find something that you truly love doing, you should
pursue it wholeheartedly, no matter what the cost. It is rare to find
something in life that brings you nothing but happiness.
Every late night, every formatting disaster, every frantic search through
old emails to find a missing link seems worth it when I push that publish
button each month.
Every boring hour at the photocopier, every paper cut and broken staple
seems worth it when I finally have a stack of brand new Paperbook zines in
front of me.
And every scrap of positive feedback, no matter how small, adds to my
determination to follow through and continue to create
The Paperbook Collective.
So I would like to say thank you to all of you once again, firstly for not
giving up on me each time I stumble, and secondly for giving me the
opportunity to do something I truly love.
Thank you!
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Waiting.

Princess del Oso.

Sitting at the table
waiting
glass of water with the lemon wedge
my only company
sweat dripping down its sides
pooling around its base
like my own beads
coursing down my back
encircling my waist.
Waitress asks can I get you anything
or do you want to wait?
I’ll wait a little more
what’s another five minutes or
ten or twenty
I can wait all day if I need to
I’m a woman, it’s what I do best.
Conversations around me
the ebb and flow of chatter
rising to a crescendo then abrupt
silence.
A nervous cough, everyone recognized it
then a giggle, after which the whole
cacophony
starts again, but without me
who do I talk to when there is nobody
across from me to share the news
any news, even a banal conversation
would be welcome now.
I make a decision to end this
torment
to stop the waiting, to move forward
but the waitress is busy taking other
orders from those who came after me
but were already together, no need to
wait.

So now I wait for her, to catch her
eye to
gain her attention so that she will
come
to me, talk to me, ask me what I
want.
I want to stop this waiting.
She finally steps to my table again,
that knowing look in her eye,
knowing
I have given up
that I will proceed without a
companion.
I make my requests, she takes them
down
and leaves.
Another person brings my drink,
again
the knowing look.
I keep hoping, now that I’ve ordered
my companion will come
will arrive
with apologies and reassurances
but I stare at the empty chair that is
never
occupied.
My food arrives. I eat in silence
no one to talk with, no one to slow
the
rapid intake of sustenance.
The others around me are relaxed
their meals slowed by the enjoyment
of
company.
I pay my bill, leave a tip and go
no use waiting for
no one
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when you speak.
Leonard Durso.
there’ s a way you have of talking
a familiar sound of words together
and I know I should listen
when you speak
but I’ m too busy
watching your mouth
to avoid staring in your eyes
so as not to be lost
in their depth
only trying not to get lost
gets me lost
and whatever you say
skips over my head
like some stone
thrown by some kid
on a lake
and off I go
skimming on water
until I sink
lost forever
in you
6 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

The First Valentine.
Jayde Ashe.
they walk in.
it’s loud. crowded.
this restaurant was a mistake.
his hands are sweating.
hers knees are trembling.
they squeeze their way past
other couples frantically attempting to
prove their love for each other
over breadsticks and beer.
they sit, shuffle feet, smile nervously.
the couple next door
whisper sweet nothings across the
crowded table.
they have no nothings to say.
sweet or otherwise.
he orders a beer but forgets to offer her one.
they both reach for the bread.
their hands touch for the first
and last time.
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Unraveling.

Marie Ann Bailey.

Maggie tossed the gray mess to the empty spot beside her. She rubbed at her eyes, crushing the tiny bits of “sleep” that had
crusted in the corners. Her OttLite floor lamp, tall, skinny and utilitarian, hung over her, shining a pool of white light on her hair
which made the auburn and gray strands pop. She sat up straight and pulled her thick unruly hair away from her face, winding it into
a knot at the base of her neck. Times like these, she thought, she was grateful that her hair was wiry enough to hold together without
pins. That knot, as variegated as her favorite skein of yarn, would stay at the base of her neck throughout the night and perhaps even
into the next day.
She reached for the clump of lacy gray alpaca yarn that she had just tossed aside. The wooden needles clicked together, still
sheathed in the stitches of the “shrug” she had been knitting. Maggie wanted to shrug at the idea of knitting a shrug. It had seemed
like a good idea at the time. She had drooled over the picture of the sweater in the catalogue, a bolero style with a paneled back that
curved at the sides. It looked simple yet elegant. Much the way Maggie wished her life was.
Maggie had the simple part down pat. She lived with her cousin, who was more introverted than she and thus the perfect
roommate. She had inherited her house and only had to pay taxes, no mortgage. She managed a yarn store that had already been in
business for twenty years and had devoted customers when she took it over. There was very little effort she needed to make to get
through her days. Her life was very simple. But there was no elegance.
Maggie knew that the lacy lightweight shrug would turn into a frumpy cocoon the minute she put it on. Everything did. She
had a thick mane of hair she couldn’t control, a pear-shaped body that no clothing designer cared to design clothes for, feet that had
gotten wider over the years, and she was a klutz. She could not chew gum and walk at the same time. She had to use the wall
whenever she attempted Tree pose in her yoga classes. And she was lonely. Loneliness felt very inelegant to Maggie. Loneliness was
simple but there was no style to it, no way to make it appear refined.
When Bobby, her husband, was still alive, she had knitted scores of hats, scarves, socks, and sweaters for him. Although she
was already a fast knitter, she had wanted to be even faster to ensure that he always had an ample supply of woolen garments to see
him through their long, cold winters. So she learned to knit the Continental style, with the casting yarn on her left hand and picked
up with the right-hand needle. The Continental style also looked more elegant.
The problem, she thought, as she looked critically at the knitted fabric that hung lifelessly from her needles, the problem
was the purling. She hadn’t gotten the hang of purling in the Continental way. For twenty-five years, she had knitted American style,
using her right hand to throw, or loop, the yarn over the right-hand needle. With the Continental style, she ran a greater risk of
dropping stitches since she was now “picking” them instead of throwing them. And once Bobby was gone, she hadn’t needed to knit
fast anymore. Her knitting slowed as her world contracted to this small spot on her couch, where she tried to knit for herself.
The longer she sat there and fussed over the shrug that was actually almost complete, the more she worried. Could she unlearn the
Continental? She wanted to ask Bobby, but he wasn’t there. He wasn’t even a ghost in her house, since they had been living in a
small apartment the day he died. Maggie turned to the empty spot at the other end of the couch. She imagined that it would have
been his spot. She could almost see his thin frame propped up with throw pillows, his long legs stretched out on the ottoman. He
would be sipping hot tea, and he would offer to read to her while she knitted. She stared, forcing his image to come into focus. Was
he actually looking at her now?
Maggie’s hands moved slowly, sliding the stitches off the thin needles. She wrapped the loose yarn around her fingers. She
kept staring at that dark empty spot as she started to unravel.
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A Day in the San Juan Islands.
Lisa Kennedy.

Travelling between James and Sucia Islands.
10 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

11 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

12 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

13 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

14 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

15 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

16 The Paperbook Collective. February Issue. 2014.

Chinese New Year Haiku.
Katie Hamer.
Sweet Cherry Blossom
Showering prosperity
Drifts like confetti.
As lanterns meet stars
O’er the Eastern hemisphere,
A new Era dawns.
And when the world tilts,
A copper globe brings with it
The Year of the Horse.
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Lifetime.
Amreen B. Shaikh.
Lifetime for me
lies in those baskets of memories,
filled with the aroma of bliss...
It possesses the reminiscence of cheerfulness
as bright as sunshine,
with no bits of sorrow...
It instills a faded image of blossoms,
just like the mild taste of coffee
which persists on the tongue for long...
It is enveloped
with the cool breeze of care,
amidst the climate of hot summer...
It is like the excitement filled in us,
when our expectant soul
anticipate a beautiful tomorrow...
It is brimmed with tranquillity
of an untouched beauty,
which fascinates exploration...
It is like an enchanting prelude
occupying my mind
with sheer peace...
That's the beauty of a lifetime
I long for...
Those are the moments
I wish to live like a journey,
amidst the hollows of darkness
I am imbibed in...
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Stark by Ben Elton.
Book Review by Tempest.
It’s been a long time since I last read a book that could make me laugh out loud. Not just that, but
actually drop the book, fall off the chair going after it still laughing, and then decide to go outside for a
cigarette to digest the last few pages and compose myself. After raiding Jayde Ashe’s library for a few
choice titles, I was told quite insistently that this book was a boomerang (having only recently been
rescued from her brother). Having just exhausted my supply of futuristic science fiction novels, I
decided to give it a go, a last resort I hoped would tide me over for a few days until I could return to
the future again. Apparently it had been made into a successful television series, a fact that
automatically turned me off, given previous experience with book to screen adaptations. Never judge a
book by its cover. Stark ranks as one of the best books I have ever read.

As Sly entered the restaurant, thrilled and excited, he had no idea what that plan was, or where it was
leading to. As it happened, it was leading to hell and beyond. Sly’s life was about to change utterly.
That evening he was to be indoctrinated into the Stark Conspiracy.
The book begins in Western Australia, which unbeknownst to its sun fried and pretentious inhabitants,
is soon to become the focal point of a vast global conspiracy. Behind the rising ocean levels and
devastated eco-systems of the planet stands an elite few that hold total economic control, and for all
intents and purposes, are actually willing to accelerate the chaos in order to maintain the status quo.
Meanwhile as these sinister forces wheel into place, a lovesick small-town beatnik joins forces with a
vivacious, opinionated bombshell, some random hippies and a few displaced aboriginals, to fight the
good fight against an enemy they know nothing about and have absolutely no hope in hell of stopping.
As outlandish as the plot begins to sound, the experience was further compounded by the fact that all
of these characters were utterly believable, almost to the point where some of my own friends would
not appear out of place within the pages, and in a different world, probably myself as well.

Gordon cut a ridiculous figure. A stupid, dull thug attempting to look like the leader of a crack fighting
unit. On the other hand he was no more ridiculous than the little gang he was addressing; stupid, dull
thugs attempting to look like a crack fighting unit.
Joining the radical and hapless group EcoAction, the misfits go on the warpath, delving further into the
mystery of Stark, unaware that the planet sized plot goes beyond anything they could have imagined.
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Larger than life and possessed of keen wits (for the most part) and out of control emotions, the
characters of Stark represent a vivid and caustic cross section of society as we know it, the truly
genuine rubbing shoulders with the fake and sometimes plain psychotic as the story evolves bit by bit.
Elton at times resembles a deranged brain surgeon, dissecting and examining our beliefs and opinions
with startling clarity, and exposing the tiny psychological nuances that make us a planet of individuals,
unique and unequivocally different. Giving voice to the thoughts we attempt to hide and deny, I felt
strangely amused and disturbed as I found myself drawn further into a journey that casts a weird echo
of the world we live in.

‘CD’ he said to himself as he contemplated his reflection in the broken wardrobe door, ‘you are a love
rocket, primed, charged and already requesting flight clearance from mission control.’ He was, indeed,
a true optimist.
Reading Stark feels like holding up an immensely powerful magnifying glass over the planet, displaying
with absolute certainty our best (or most stupid) moments, and occasionally singling them out and
burning them to a crisp. So infectious is
Ben Elton’s dialogue and addictive turns
of phrase, I have actually found myself
replacing parts of my own vocabulary with
his, for example, anything remotely sexy
now becoming ‘saucy’ (or my personal
favourite, “off the charts sauciness”).
Keeping in mind the social commentary of
the piece, the story strikes several
uncomfortable examples of where fiction
has become reality, and unconsciously
implores us to at the very least be aware
of what our society could (and quite
possibly has) become. The far future has
been forgotten for now, its meaning
suddenly irrelevant in the face of such
wicked, straight shooting satire. Hilarious,
uncompromising and devilishly clever,
Stark is comedy gold and unforgettable.
Ben Elton.
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iPhoneography.
littledogslaughed.

1. Three Pair.
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2. Shoes.

3. Still
Life with Orange and Rose of Sharon.
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Senya Says

.

Riya Anne Polcastro.
Senya says there isn’t any sense in waiting around for someone else to sweep you off your
feet. Senya says sometimes you just have to make romance for yourself. Romance doesn’t have
to be chocolate covered strawberries and rose petals strewn across the bed. It isn’t just moonlit
walks arm in arm, or a candlelit dinner for two. It is about enjoying the uniqueness of the
moment, stopping to smell the tulips and soak in the stars.
Senya proposes a broader definition of romance, one that doesn’t exclude singletons or
those with prosaic partners, where romance can be the early morning fog in your backyard or the
sound of crickets at night. It can be as simple as using the good sheets and the expensive perfume;
as modest as delighting in everyday life, relishing the beauty in the mundane. Romance can be
the coffee and silence you savour before the rest of the house wakes. It can be a walk downtown
or a drive through the countryside. For me, it is the ferry to Victoria, the potholes in Sooke, the
sunset over English Bay, Stanley Park on a crisp summer morning. It is sitting on a wooden deck
next to Lost Lagoon while swans float by, a turtle stretches out on a rock, raccoons beg for food.
It is twilight in Vancouver, when the sun ducks behind the high-rises, the purple blue sky, the
strips of pink on the edge of the skyline, the vibrations of youth and energy in the air. It is an
afternoon retracing my steps along the cobblestones of Gastown. It is the lights and opulence of
Coal Harbor after dark. It is mussels for one on False Creek. It is all the places where I can just
be, where I can take it all in. It is being on top of Spencer’s Butte when the clouds are low. It is
sitting by a fire next to the McKenzie River. It is standing behind waterfalls and wading across
creeks. It is meandering through the capitol mall, Oregon in springtime, under ivy and cherry
blossoms. It is getting up early enough to see the sunrise and hear the birds chirp. It is a walk on
the beach. The winter sun, the crashing waves, the mist over the water, it is all still there even
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without someone to hold my hand. It is the smell of fallen apples, of grape vines. It is the
riverfront lights twinkling in the water. It is coasting down the promenade on a cruiser. It is a
bottle of red wine and gourmet cheese shared with friends. It is a fancy dinner without
distractions, permission to be enchanted by cuisine and ambiance.
Much of what we consider romance is novel. Novel experiences and places. But if we sit
around waiting for someone else to whisk us off to somewhere new, we may never experience
those places. Don’t miss out on Paris for a lover that will never get away from the office or
Hawaii just because you are single. Go by yourself, go with friends, make memories, take
pictures, enjoy the moments while you have them. Make your own definition. Whatever you
choose, the point is to never sell yourself short on romance just because you don’t have someone
to share it with.
If love makes colours brighter, food taste better, life richer, why shouldn’t it apply to
everyone? Too many of us are living in black and white. We cannot imagine a holiday alone in
anything more than drab shades of gray. And when we stroll through the park we don’t see the
tender shoots of grass draped in mist, we don’t hear the baby birds sing or the squirrels chatter.
Attitude is everything. We have to commit to the now in the same way we would if we were with
a lover. Push the thoughts from our heads, especially the negative ones. Pace is key. Go slow.
Stop to admire the way the sun shines under a bridge. Don’t rush past the spider web dusted in
dew. Notice how it sparkles, how it reflects life. Take it all in: the fresh air, the ripple of a brook,
the clouds that paint the sky.
Romance is that simple. Broken down to its most basic element, all it is, is slowing down
enough to admire the magnificence of life. That is what couples do as they wander through
botanical gardens and cuddle on the beach at sunset. They slow down enough to experience the
sights, the sounds, the smells. It is as simple as that. All of the beauty in life is still there whether
someone else has their arm around you or not. That’s what Senya says.
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yesterday's hero.
Leonard Durso.
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Void Agent.TemPest.
A cold and dark shape flashed through the nothingness of the warp, a star-ship hurtling toward a distant destination,
a frontier that shuddered with promises of danger and death. In real space, such a voyage might take decades, but
within the capricious currents of sub-space, the physics that governed reality were irrelevant. In this realm, a voyage
between worlds transcended the boundaries of science, delving into mysteries that defied logic and reason. Without
the void, without its utter unpredictability and risks, the empire would not exist.
The vessel had originated from Mars, wrought into existence by a thousand workers, toiling away in silence as the
red planet slowly turned far below. It was to be the first of its kind, the prototype for a new generation of human
battle destroyers, designed to combat the increasing threat from alien interests on the fringe of the empire. Official
records had designated the vessel as an escort for a departing colonisation flotilla, yet within its jet black armour
panels and darkened corridors, a far deadlier intent lurked.
Leo sat alone within one of the observation decks, letting his mind drift. In the depths of space, without the
interference of so many others, there was clarity to the crystal visions that swam beneath his fluttering eyelids. Of
course he was not alone, the many thousands of workers and soldiers that inhabited the vessel sending out spikes of
heightened emotions, fragments of thoughts filtering through his own. And then, there were the others. A dozen
individuals placed strategically throughout the ship, each one shining like a beacon in the void. He had seen them
briefly before their departure, their faces blank and devoid of movement, their secret nature hidden from all,
everyone but him.
What their purpose was and how it related to his own mission was unknown, but before he could give the thought
any more time, the beacons in the void turned violent. Breaking free of their reveries, the now blood red apparitions
flew to take him, projections of their minds moving through walls of the ship with blinding speed. His anger rose
within as he realized the trap, a potent and savage rush of power, and in seconds a wall of translucent blue
surrounded him, just as the first ethereal talons penetrated the deck. The doors behind Leo flew open with a rush of
cool air, revealing a figure that had haunted his dreams for many years. Although he wore the crisp grey uniform of
a ranking imperial officer, the golden eyes that glittered in his unlit face were unmistakable. The others had him
surrounded, ghostly spears of warp energy stabbing into his shield, as Gabriel stood before him with his old pistol,
poised to deliver the killing blow, a sardonic grin across his gaunt face.
Waking suddenly from unconsciousness, Leo glanced around in confusion. He was still within the observation deck,
and through the portal he could see that the flotilla had arrived at their destination, hundreds of tiny lights
disgorging themselves from the other carrier vessels in orbit and diving toward the turquoise planet that sprawled
before them. He also realized he had been bound, and struggled viciously to free himself. Almost immediately he
sensed Gabriel, standing close behind him, and he calmed himself. A moment of silence passed before Gabriel spoke,
“I’m sorry Leo.”
Leo spat “Sorry for what Gabriel?”
Gabriel moved past him to stare at the planet before them, yellow eyes burning in the darkness. “That’s not my
name Leo. And I’m sorry for everything. We should have never been parted.”
“You betrayed me, sent your dog to kill me, to kill Mira. You took everything from me and now you tell me you’re
sorry. I will see you dead for what you did Gabriel!”
Gabriel turned toward him with a feral expression and screamed “That is not my name! I never meant for her to
die. Even after all this time you still don’t see do you, your gift may give you powers that men can only dream of,
yet you are blinded still.”
Leo struggled again, until a faint glow began to saturate the room. Gabriel stood before him, eyes now burning blood
red like the others.
“My name is Aeron. I’m an agent, gifted like you.”
He paused for a moment, turning back to the view portal.
“After you ran away, I sent Ender to bring you back. He was never meant to go so far, that’s why I organized his
death, why I let you kill him.”
Leo cast his mind back, remembering the shape in the alley after Ender’s death, how he instinctively knew it was
Gabriel. Aeron gestured towards the portal, “There is something out there that threatens the entire human race, and
only the gifted, only we of the void can stop it. That’s why you were brought here, brother.”
Leo shook his head, unwilling to let the hatred that had steered him for years lose its grip.
“There is one more thing Leo. Mira is still alive.”
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Losing My Way.

David Mennear.

I lost my way today.
I prowled the aisles seeking neither comfort nor nutrition.
The harsh light reflected off the heated glass, the avian carcasses slowly turning over
for the adulation of the masses.
The thunder of the cars passing by outside could just be heard above the clattering of
feet and the chattering of the masses.
I thought that every aisle looked the same, the same vacant stares and the same
senseless hands caressing the same old produce. I felt a faint tremor, a flutter in my
belly, as I walked slowly up the main arterial corridor.
I caught myself. Was I so cast adrift in my own thoughts and feelings that I could not
at least empathise with these people?
Further up the store, mid section in fact, I saw a crowd gather. The closer I got the
thicker the crowd became. A single cry went up and another individual answered in
instant reply, then yet more answered in turn.
I distinguished the quick flick of silver amongst the dour greys and greens of winter
jackets.
Then I saw it. The recently much oxidised blood contrasted greatly to the clean
glisten of the tiled floor and the harsh white light. A single man had taken to
slicing his body open in protestation of life itself. Aiming only for his lower body
he scythed at himself and writhed in bitter reply.
Some of the shoppers stopped and tried to help the man, others passed with barely a
flicker of their eyes in his direction, and yet still more continued on with their
shopping, determined not to become a part of this sad sorry scene.
The pools of blood that littered the shop floor snaked from the middle to the exit in
irregular lakes, each one representing an individual pump of his heart. The police had
apprehended him, calmed him down and led his outside without further incident.
The bloody prints became sectioned off, although at least one shopper had absentmindedly wheeled her cart into the blood and left a trail from one aisle to the next.
I stood rooted to the spot. My legs became iron pillars and a small tear formed at the
edge of my right eye as I looked at the trail that the man had left behind.
I walked out of the store, neglecting to purchase the item of what I had evidently
thought I needed.
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Self Portrait Series. Part II.
Inspired by my journey through depression, each picture has a
quote which has been taken from the journals I kept within that
time. The words are written with my own handwriting to make
it more personal. There is still not enough awareness and
understanding about depression and I want to convey the
difficulty of being in that situation and the kind of thoughts that
come with depression.
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From Japan to America.
Georgia Koch.
Haiku, as a specific genre in Japanese poetry, did not exist until the late 19th century. The father of the modern revolutionary poetic form
was Masaoka Shiki.
What the famous poets like Matsuo Basho, Yosa Buson and Kobayashi Issa wrote were hokku, which were the first ku or stanza in a
collaborative poem called a renga. The importance of a good hokku was to lead an opening for its completion, by a separate poet, through
the kigo, the seasonal word and kireji, the so-called cutting phrase or the a-ha! phrase. The renga was completed by the second poet who
wrote a ku of two lines each having 7 syllables creating what, if written by a single poet would be a tanka. The Japanese have whole lists of
kigo. Here, let me give you an example though of an English haiku following the rules of the hokku:
cold falling snowflakes
mountains etched against the sky
old woman with dog
So, here we have the kigo snowflakes which means we’re speaking of winter. The second line is a juxtaposition of the kigo and further
describes the scene, the last phrase is the kireji, the lead to the next ku. The renga often touched on Buddhist themes, was written rigorously
in the present tense, there was no use of metaphor, and the ego was to be left out (so no reference to oneself.) Masaoka Shiki divorced the
hokku from the renga and created a stand-alone poem which he called haiku. The haiku followed the same rules of the hokku but the
subject was to be nature as Masaoka Shiki was an atheist.
Haiku was introduced to the Western world largely by the translation efforts of Harold G. Henderson and R.H. Blyth in the 1950's.
Beat poet Jack Kerouac was strongly attracted to and influenced by the Zen Buddhism elements in haiku, however he preferred to write
what he called an “American Haiku” that is a poem with three lines and no syllable count. Here’s what he has to say about the haiku:
The American haiku is not exactly the Japanese Haiku. The Japanese Haiku is strictly disciplined to seventeen syllables but since the
language structure is different I don’t think American Haikus (short three-line poems intended to be completely packed with Void of Whole)
should worry about syllables because American speech is something again . . . bursting to pop.
Above all, a Haiku must be very simple and free of all poetic trickery and make a little picture and yet be as airy and graceful as a Vivaldi
Pastorella. Here’s an example of Kerouac’s American Haiku:

frozen
in the birdbath
A leaf
late afternoon
the mop is drying
on the rock
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Allen Ginsberg, colleague and friend of Kerouac, later created what he called the “American Sentence”. He was never convinced that the
haiku could be a valid poetical form in the English language, due to the differences in the languages. He didn’t appreciate the 5-7-5 syllable
division adopted by the Haiku Society. So he created what he called the American Sentence…that is a poem in one sentence consisting of 17
syllables.
Ginsberg’s solutions, which first appear in his book Cosmopolitan Greetings, are his American Sentences:
One sentence, 17 syllables, end of story. It makes for a rush of a poem, and if you decide to include the season and an aha! moment as
Japanese haiku do—i.e., a divided poem with a hinge or pause separating the originator from the kapow!—well, more power to you!
An example:
Over the years other forms of brief poetry have been introduced to take the place of rigid haiku…recently I’ve come across several.
However, the haiku has its own fascination, and the rigor which is attached to it somehow creates a feeling of freedom.

springlike afternoon
a gathering of old gossips
taking in the sun
pigeons stoned
cooing and swaying
making cool jazz
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Poems translated from
Turkish to English.
Rukia Kuchiki.

Dalgın Ölü
“Dün güzel bir kadın geçti
kabrimin yakınından
doya doya seyrettim
gün hazinesi bacaklarını
gecemi altüst eden

The Pensive Dead

söylesem inanmazsınız

Yesterday a beautiful woman passed

kalkıp verecek oldum
düşürünce mendilini
öldüğümü unutmuşum”

near my grave
I feasted my eyes on her fair legs
that ruined my night

-Cahit Sıtkı Tarancı…

you would not believe if I told you
I felt like rising to return her
handkerchief when she dropped it
I forgot that I had died.
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Babam
Babamın yüzünü
Öpüyordum rüyamda
Ve diyordum ki
Hayali torunlara
“Öpün onu
Kucaklayın
Henüz sağken”
O ise
Duruyordu sessizce
Herhalde
Ölü olduğunu bildiğinden
-Ataol Behramoğlu, Büyükada, September, 2008
My Father
I was kissing my father’s face
In my dream
And I was saying
to imaginary grandchildren
“Kiss him,
Hug him
When he is yet alive”
And he was just standing quietly
Probably because he knew
He was dead.
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Indian Natural Wildlife Habitat :
It’s a catch-22 kind of situation.
Part IV.
Bhuwan Chand.
The northern border area of India was created by a freak natural accident millions of years ago.
A piece of land broke off from Africa, sailed through the seas and banged up against Asia. The
result was the Himalayas – home to the heights mountain peaks in the world, including Mount
Everest. There are fourteen mountain peaks in the Himalayan mountain range with heights above
8,000 metres (26,000 ft). The land is covered with amazing flora and fauna. But we all know our
own human nature so well — these places are under tremendous pressure because of the local
human population and the tourist. In June 2013 a natural disaster occurred in the state of
Uttarakhand which may help in raising the awareness level towards maintaining ecological
balance in these pristine areas. Thousands of people lost their life in a flash flood at Kedarnath
Valley, bodies of more than 5000 people are still untraceable. This maybe nature’s way of raising
a red flag, asking the human populations to be a little sensitive towards the ecological balance.
What Makes It Special?






There are many things, some I have already seen, but the two places where I have not been
are Valley of Flowers in Uttarakhand and Dachigam National Park in Kashmir.
The Valley of Flowers is a high-altitude Himalayan valley that has been acknowledged by
renowned mountaineers and botanists in literature for over a century and in Hindu
religion for much longer.
Local people knew about the valley from ancient times and yogis from India used to
meditate in the valley.
The Valley of Flowers has many colourful different flowers, taking on various shades of
colours as time progressed. The valley was declared a national park in 1982 and now it is a
World Heritage Site.

The Looming Danger


Cutting of forests, infrastructure development and unsustainable tourism activities
threaten the survival of the habitat and species of this region.

The Potential Loss






The Valley of Flowers has orchids, poppies, primulas, marigold, daisies and anemones
carpet the ground. Sub-alpine forests of birch and rhododendron cover parts of the park's
area.
A decade long study in 1990's concluded that the Valley of Flowers endows with 520
species of higher plants (angiosperms, gymnosperms and pteridophytes), of these 498 are
flowering plants.
Montane forests in Jammu Kashmir, Himachal Pradesh and Uttarakhand in Western
Himalayas are endemic to certain pheasant species, birds such as the Monal; Once they are
gone we will not have Mountain goat species such as Goral and Bharal and Snow
Leopards.
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Amreen B. Shaikh - India.
‘I am a Web Designer by Profession
poems published in few Anthologies
blog which showcases my poetry and
well.’
You can check out more of Amreen’s
Paint the Word with Words

and write poetry in leisure time. I’ve my
in the UK and recently started to run a
I try to inspire others about it as
poetry on her blog -

Bhuwan Chand - India.
‘I live for books, the day I’d stop reading would be the day I’d stop
living. They guide me to live a happy & contented life, keep focus on big
picture, keep walking in this journey of life purposefully, steadily towards
the final destination. I am so fortunate to have people around me, who share
my passion for books.’
To read more of Bhuwan’s writing, visit his blog Whatever It’s Worth
John W. Howell - U.S.A.
‘I write fictional short stories and novels as well as a twice weekly blog.
I am currently under contract with Martin Sisters Publishing for my fiction
thriller My GRL that is due to be released later this year.‘
You can check out John’s work on his blog - Fiction Favourite’s
or reach him by email at - johnhowell.wave@gmail.com
Leonard Durso - Turkey.
‘I am a native New Yorker who finds himself in Turkey, currently in
Istanbul, but with eyes gazing south, always hopeful of finding the sun.’
To check out more of Leonard’s work visit his blog Leonard Durso
Lisa Kennedy - U.S.A.
‘My family and I make our home in a small town in the Northwest corner of
Washington State and through my blog I share photos and stories of our
adventures in this unique and beautiful part of the country.’
Check out more of Lisa’s photography on her blog Northwest Frame of Mind
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Marie Ann Bailey - U.S.A.
‘I write mostly short stories, but thanks to the National Novel Writing
Month, I also have a few first drafts of novels to edit.
write what might pass as poetry.

Occasionally I

I also enjoy writing for my blog and

supporting indie writers.’
To read more of Marie’s writing, check out her blog - 1WriteWay
Rhiannon Connelly - Australia.
‘I am a young aspiring photographer from Perth, Western Australia. I love
creating fantasy worlds and telling stories through my photos. I spend a
large chunk of my time daydreaming and chasing the perfect light.’
To see more of Rhiannon’s photography, check out her Facebook page Merelle Photography
Princess del Oso - U.S.A.
‘I currently reside in the Cascadia mountain range in the Pacific Northwest
United States. I live with a wonderful man whom I've been with for ten
years. We live on his family's property. We have a sweet kitty by the name
of Ginger. I am an English Lit Major, graduating from the University of New
Mexico with a Bachelor's Degree. I started blogging as a way to improve my
writing, to write/journal more, and to just see what the blogging world was
all about.’
You can read more of Princess del Oso’s work on her blog perceptive pot, clueless kettle
Katie Hamer – Wales, United Kingdom.
‘I’m a writer who finds inspiration in nature, music, mythology, and multiculturalism. Reading is also passion of mine, and, like Jayde, I have a lifelong love of books. When I’m not reading, I’m writing short stories or
poems, or working towards my first novel.’
You can find more of Katie’s work on her blog - Born Again Writer
You can also follow her on Twitter @katiehamerl
‘Be kind though, because I’ve only just taken to my wings, and still have my
Twitter ‘L’ plates on!’
Tempest - Western Australia.
‘I am 27 and an aspiring artist from a small country town in the South West
of Western Australia. I take my sketchpad everywhere I go, and when I’m not
drawing I’m usually listening to music, reading, eating, or attempting to do
all three at once.’
You can check out more of Tempest’s work on his Facebook page - Art Of
Darkness
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Little Dogs Laughed - U.S.A.
‘I am a writer and photographer/artist living in North Carolina. Right now,
I shoot primarily with an iPhone and do almost all my processing using
iPhone apps. The iPhone has offered me tremendous freedom in playing with my
photography, something I feel sometimes I cannot always do with my "real"
camera.’
You can check out more iPhoneography from little dogs laughed on her two
blogs - Move the Chair & Little Dogs Laughed
Or check out her online gallery - littledogslaughed
Or follow her on Instagram - littledogslaughed
Riya Anne Polcastro - U.S.A.
‘Armed with a useless liberal arts degree, I am a student of human behaviour and
a conduit for raw words. A long-time resident of the Pacific Northwest, I aim to
join the ranks of great Oregon writers.’
You can check out more of Riya’s writing on her blog - Riya Anne Polcastro
Rukia Kuchiki - Turkey.

‘I am an English teacher working at a college in Istanbul, Turkey. I have
three blogs that I am actively using. I am very happy to be a part of
Wordpress.’
To see more of Rukia’s work, visit her blog - Forgotten Hopes
David Mennear - United Kingdom.
‘I guess I’ve always loved the written word - I cannot remember a time when

I didn’t have books cluttering my bedside table or a novel in my rucksack.

I

am trained specialist in studying human skeletal remains from archaeological
contexts but I also enjoy creating chaos in a variety of ways, be it either
the written word, on canvas, with an old camera or an instrument!
a bit, hoping to travel more.

Travelled

I am always on the look out for a good

story.’
You can check out more of David’s work on his two blogs - Don’t Bend, Ascend
& These Bones of Mine
Bastet - Writing from Italy.

‘I’m an expat American and I’ve travelled most of my life.

I finally settled

down, more or less, in Italy in the early 80s and in Trentino in 1994.

I

have three sons and four grandchildren. I began blogging in January 2013,
without a very clear goal in mind.

Since that first post, the blog has

grown into an exposition of my poetry, short stories and photographs.

I

specialize in Japanese poetry and am working on the Haibun and Haiga art
forms.’
You can see more of Bastet’s poetry on her blog - Bastet and Sekhmet’s Library
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Like what you saw?
Get involved in The Paperbook Collective!
Submit your work to jayde.ashe@hotmail.com.
Fill in the submission form located on The Paperbook Blog, or simply send the
following information along with your piece.

Name.
Published name/pseudonym.
Country of origin.
50 word biography in FIRST PERSON format.
The Paperbook Collective is an independent publication that relies
entirely on your support, so jump online and share your love today!

Follow The Paperbook Blog.
Follow The Paperbook Collective on Twitter @jaydeashe.
Follow The Paperbook Collective on Instagram @thepaperbookcollective.
Like The Paperbook Collective on Facebook.
Purchase a copy of The Paperbook Collective Zine.

But best of all, spread the word! Share this magazine with your
creative friends, family or followers and help
The Paperbook Collective span the globe.

you’re now a raging success
it’s different
and
it’s
strange
But it’s a perfect space
for
independent
releases
an artists’ collective.
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