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Kris Moon (Kondo) Video 
 

Kris is a friend, and a mentor, not just to me but to 
many other poets over the years. Her work is unique, 
and I know without checking for her signature that 
the haiga are hers. Please take a moment and play this 
video of ten of her recent haiga. Best viewed in 
'fullscreen' mode.  
 
Thank you Kris for all you have done for us in the world 

of haiku and senryu! 
 

  

https://youtu.be/1bYFfkWGq1w


 

QUILT 
BY ANITA VIRGIL 

(and friends) 
 

http://www.haikuhut.com/QUILT.pdf 
 
 

Note:  This is a collaborative piece with poems by 
many of your favorite poets. I have presented it here 

so that it maintains the beauty of the piece as 
intended by Anita Virgil. Please enjoy it by clicking on 

the link above. 
  

http://www.haikuhut.com/QUILT.pdf
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after Christmas 
 
post Christmas... 
the cling-clang-clunk 
of the recycling bin ssh 
 
new year sale 
shoppers hip and shoulder 
towards bargain bins mh 
 
sweltering heat 
our only show of snow 
in shop windows ssh 
 
this still summer day 
mobbed by gangs of flies 
no relief in sight                mh 
 
glimpse of red 
of bottlebrush blooms 
the only cheer              ssh 
 
trees twisting 
in mirage shimmer 
waiting for sunset         mh 
 



 

dozing off... 
watching Oliver Twist 
for the umpteenth time ssh 
 
the rumble 
of a garbage truck 
missed the film's end, again mh 
 
 
Samantha Sirimanne Hyde & Marilyn Humbert  
 
  



 

harmattan haze 
too many confused minds 
in Parliament 
 
merry-go-round 
the dizzying spell 
of my son's first smile 
 
 

Celestine Nudana 

 
  



 

cooking channel 
mom's cooking becomes 
less frequent 
 
water bill 
held by 
the camel magnet 
 
 
Nikolay Grankin 
  



 

the dog stops 
at every tree’s shadow 
90-degree heat 
 
the train of clouds 
couple   
and uncouple 
 
after Tchaikovsky  
we argue 
more spiritedly 
 
 
Jim Krotzman 
  



 

sugar detox 
30 days in, getting 
a bit salty 
  
morning coffee 
drinking the bitterness 
from her lips 
 
 
Kelly Sauvage Angel 
 
  



 

in a stack 
of condolence cards 
the one signed Priscilla 
  
for Haiku Elvis... 
 
acid reflux 
there iv'e  said it 
again 
 
artificial light 
the mortician preserves 
a memory 
 
 
Michael Henry Lee  



 

stethoscope ... 
my self-diagnosis 
falls on deaf ears 
 
broken toe 
he steps on my 
reaction 
 
afternoon nap 
I mark my page 
with my chest 
 
dry season 
I carry the burden 
of my canoe 
 
midnight ... 
the moon not where 
I left it 
 
 
Dave Read 
davereadpoetry.blogspot.ca 
 
  

http://davereadpoetry.blogspot.ca/


 

euphemism 
wrapped in plastic 
and called cutlets 
 
the cat’s tail 
the dog’s tail 
different dialects 
 
theology the infinite in so many words 
 
 
Simon Hanson 
 
  



 

blind date... 
falling in love 
with the crooner 
 
i leave her 
in lotus position 
... morning rush 
 
tech savvy 
the #_ misses 
sometimes 
 
 
Willie R. Bongcaron 
https://www.facebook.com/AoSuzume/ 
 
  

https://www.facebook.com/AoSuzume/


 

new year's day— 
cleaning the dust 
settled on buddha 
 
 

Salil Chaturvedi 

 
  



 

 mid winter 
electric toothbrush 
        counts down time 
 
foreign haiku 
     their names 
                 longer  
 
 
John Parsons 
  



 

another year gone  
still your favourite bookmark  
in the half read book 
 
deadline tomorrow 
the birdsong suddenly 
too soon 
 
new tenants 
the sound of starlings 
gossiping 
 
snow melt 
so suddenly 
your tears 
 
 
Rachel Sutcliffe 
  



 

Basse-clouds 
a drone is confused 
between white geese 
 
in the disco 
eighteen year- 
music and whiskey 
 
 
Angela Giordano 
  



 

white butterfly my good intentions . . . 
 
October ghosts 
flapping in a tree 
gray Walmart bag 
 
 
Anna Cates 
 
  



 

Ave Satana 

  
 Dear Fiend, 
Thank you for your New Year greeting. I enjoyed The Satanic 
Verses,you sent. 
Did you enjoy The Omen novels I sent you?More later, 
xyz 
  
Wolf moon – 
a blue ice curtain hangs 
from the eaves 

 
 

Angelee Deodhar 

 
 
  



 

Catching Waves 
 
My husband calls. It is a friendly, “miss ya, honey” call. I miss him 
too. But I’m in the middle of a Scandal episode, and Jake is about to 
unbutton his shirt. I pause anyway and ask him how’s it going. He 
says it’s going well. His colleagues are nice as usual, his students did 
great on the last test, and today for lunch he had the best noodles. 
 
He asks what I’m doing right now. I answer that I’m ironing. It’s 
true, I usually iron while watching TV. This reminds him to show me 
the new Hawaiian shirt he bought the other day and he turns on the 
camera. Flowers threaten to jump out of the screen. I laugh, “You 
would never wear this.” He disagrees, “It is the perfect shirt for a 
backyard barbecue, … when no one else is coming, of course.” We 
both laugh. 
 
During the next few minutes we cover the bills (repeating a few 
things from the last time we talked), the freeze (yes, I left a dripping 
faucet last night), the new neighbors (no, I still don’t know if that 
other woman is a grandma or a nanny), and the grades of both kids. 
 
What about tomorrow? We’ll talk at the same time. But I shouldn’t 
worry if he’s not online. He’s going surfing with a bunch of people 
and he may be late. Sounds like fun. I send him kisses. 
 
snooze button in and out of a dream I’m not partial to 

 
 
Tzetzka Ilieva   



 

Chinese New Year 
the wait staff performs 
a lion dance 
 
nuclear fission - 
signing 
the divorce papers 
 
 
Valentina Ranaldi-Adams 
http://stardusthaiku.blogspot.com/ 
 
 
  

http://stardusthaiku.blogspot.com/


 

milk into coffee 
the elusive dream's 
naughty details 
 
super moon 
my daughter wonders 
about cramps 
 
pulling weeds 
that argument 
from last summer 
 
 
Agnes Eva Savich 
@agnesevasavich 
 
  

https://twitter.com/agnesevasavich


 

city square  
the homeless in the comfort of 
the stone hero 
 
a long life 
the growing weight  
of my genitals 
 
firing range  
the stockbroker’s poor  
markmanship 
 
 
George Swede 
  



 

In Passing 
 
Music always sounds better in passing: in the hallway outside the 
cheap theatre, from a restaurant as you pass in a snowstorm, from 
the headphones of a mysterious person on the psych ward. When 
you look up the song on YouTube later it never hits you the same. 
 
city in headphones ... 
ice fog 

 
 
Marshall Bood 
 
  



 

yet to decide 
the colour of baby’s socks 
trimester scan 
 
housewarming 
my neighbour gifts 
a rat repellent 
  
 
Archana Kapoor Nagpal 
 
  



 

in a stack 
of condolence cards 
the one signed Priscilla 
                   for Haiku Elvis 
 
acid reflux 
there i've said it 
again 
 
Christmas eve 
a homeless camp disappears 
in  the snow 
 
unseasonal warmth 
the came and went 
of a luna moth 
 
artificial light 
another quiet night 
in the morgue 
 
inmate work crew 
a chance to see how 
the other half lives 
 
Michael Henry Lee 



 

gallery contest 
a boy paints his 
alien buddy 
 
 
Tsanka Shishkova 
 
 
  



 

in the fountain 
buddha sits 
attended by deer 
 
fast-fwd sex scenes 
no need to dwell 
long winter nights 
 
tangerine peels 
kleenex by my pillow 
winter's progress 
 
 
Bruce Jewett 
http://brucejewett.wordpress.com 
 
  

http://brucejewett.wordpress.com/


 

 



 

 
 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 
 
 
Alexis Rotella 
 
 
 



 

wet blanket   paper covers rock 
 
weak after an illness   still life 
 
deep autumn  
you show me 
your true colors 
 
virtual cemetery 
my deceased 
facebook friends  
 
sleepless night 
the sheep 
exhausted 
 
 
Olivier Schopfer  



 

sun spots ...  
my cigarette burns a hole  
in a maple leaf 
 
up the hillside 
every haiku written 
by the wind 
 
 
David He  
 
  



 

tombstone: 
the name overgrown  
by forget-me-nots 
 
screensaver -  
holiday dreams 
set on repeat 
 
 
Helga Härle 
www.haikurymden.se  

http://www.haikurymden.se/


 

The Sine Curve 
 
The cracks run like aged veins on the peeling wall. A part of the roof 
has caved in, leaving its marked boundary on the adjoining surface. 
The sun and moon create shadow-play in the interior of the house. 
Some doves have settled their families in flimsy nests. 
 
Curling tendrils of an ivy grip the goosebumps-texture of the wall, 
stealthily making its way upward. Two monochrome pictures : my 
young mother cradling a newborn me to her bosom and my 
handsome dad, my handsome father with five-year-old me, against 
the backdrop of a painted photo studio curtain; are the first to be 
devoured. 
 
 Strengthened, it slithers up to the sepias next… a school award 
function, tenth birthday celebration, a candid pose in the tulip 
garden of Kashmir ... an antique clock, a silver key holder ─ it seems 
to have an insatiable appetite. 
Eventually it devours my heart by getting a stranglehold on that last 
photo. 
  
fractured enamel…  
spiders knit 
our wedding frame 
 

 
Yesha Shah 
  



 

my ex – 
solving for x 
in an algebra exam 
  
dandelion sprouts – 
looking up roots 
of words 
 
canning 
nearly forty pounds 
of autumn air 
 
 
Tanmoy Das Lala 
tanmoydaslala.blogspot.com 
 
  

http://tanmoydaslala.blogspot.com/


 

line drawn 
in the sand 
your view of my point 
 
sharing 
two skype beds 
third deployment 
 
emptying 
her bucket list 
hospice silence 
 
frosted cake fire‒ 
gathering 
his second wind 
 
 
Jackie Maugh Robinson 
@Rhyme_Rhythm 
 
  

https://twitter.com/rhyme_rhythm


 

center court— 
    my neck at 
    124mph  
 

 
 
 
Samar Ghose  
 
  



 

spring cleaning 
watching her throw out 
unused condoms 
 
text message 
the Egyptologist wonders 

at  
 
morning after — 
I remember another 
comeback 
 
 
Raamesh Gowri Raghavan  



 

beach glass -- 
the shimmer of even 
cloudy memories 
 
performance art the toddler’s tantrum 
 
caroling party 
the cocoa spiked 
with peppermint schnapps 
 
 
Angela Terry 
 
  



 

fish market - 
staring eyes  
the octopus 
 
 
Margherita Petriccione 
 
 
  



 

winter gray 
a full-spectrum lamp 
for my half-assed mood 
 
another pay day 
father slurs  
his apology 
 
city park 
strangers talk 
to each other’s dogs 
 
dirty cuffs 
of the preacher’s shirt— 
altar call 
 
February 
a sinkhole 
in my brain 
 
on the road— 
hoping not 
to meet the Buddha  
 
 
Terri French 



 

The Feast of St. Patrick 
 

We’re standing on the corner waiting for the parade. Our green 
school cardigans are unbuttoned and we’ve both taken off our 
tights. It’s that warm. I want to tell Kathleen that Spring came early 
this year even if it’s still three days away. But I don’t. Kathleen’s in a 
mood. I can tell because her eyes flicker from blue to green. Father 
Flynn, our parish priest, is known for the same parlor trick. Which is 
weird and a bit creepy. Speak of the devil. Here’s Father Flynn, 
walking this way. Kathleen scowls. Don’t look so fierce, I add. You 
know he can get you into Georgetown. Kathleen looks at me, daring 
me to say more. I think about telling her. Saying those two words. I 
know. I don’t though. I may be her best friend. But I’m nobody’s fool. 
 

shamrock day 
a green balloon lifts 

the sky 

 
 
Roberta Beary 
 
  



 

cracking walnuts a cringe inside my skull 
 
kokedama – 
   I bind the planet 
      with multi-coloured string 
 
sunlight through the crack a sainted spider 
 
a sideways glance 
at the bride’s belly – 
gibbous moon 
 
starry night 
a standing ovation 
of goose pimples 
 
 
Lorin Ford 
 
  



 

arabic) َعَربْي ) 
writing it I also learned to draw  
 
 
Antonio Mangiameli 
  



 

downpour - 
on market stall 
discounted  primroses 
 
cold fingers – 
chocolate chips 
inside plumcake 
 
incurable- 
in group photos 
the horns 
 
 
Angiola Inglese 
 
  



 

Sequence 
 
my student’s death 
I want to hold all of them 
a little closer 
  
another teacher comforts: 
welcome to the club 
no one wants to join 
  
candlelight memorial 
the week 
before the election 
 
after the election 
watching my students 
another kind of mourning 
 
new semester 
still these loose edges 
trying to close 
  
watching the news 
organizing soccer, swimming, wall-climbing 
what we can do 
  
women’s swim day 
their hijabs off 
all of us laughing 

 
 
Kristyn Blessing  



 

country choir 
sheep and cows join in 
from the back pews 
 
 

Catching my Eye  
  
My friend has an endless cache of jewellery; beads, brooches, rings, 
pendants, large, small, garish, modern acrylic, old-world classics, 
expensive and op-shop treasures.  All colours shapes and styles. 
Every time we meet a different accessory. 
  
stitched 
beads and ribbons 
a ballet dancer pirouettes 

 
 
Marilyn Humbert 
  



 

AA meeting 
the stony silence 
after I used to be ... 
 
her smile 
framed in a white lie ... 
wedding photo 
 
biting cold 
I swallow all those words  
said to my wife 
 
paper anniversary 
my wife's kiss 
on the post-it 
 
laid off 
the long walk home 
with my shadow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

New Life 
 
on the hospital 
road sign 
Trump hat icon 
 
therapy session: 
the patient 
trumping Trump 
 
 
Chen-ou Liu  
http://chenouliu.blogspot.ca/ 
 
  

http://chenouliu.blogspot.ca/


 

his  forgetfulness 
his  wallet   full  of 
 outdated  coins 
 
 
S.Radhamani  
  



 

divorce - 
even the cat 
is gone 
 
 
Antonio Mangiameli  
 
  



 

fruit flies dance above an apple core – 
                      here I sit 
                  pen in hand 
 
E. M. Forster’s famous novel 
           A Passage to India - 
          a kitchen’s new bulb 
 
 
Michael Canfield 
@michaelcanfield 
 
 
  

https://twitter.com/michaelcanfield


 

mid-summer sun 
by a field of dozing cattle 
a new McDonald’s 
 
Louis Vuitton, Paris 
a leather suitcase costs 
more than our holiday  
 
visiting the in-laws 
he overrides the shortest route 
on the satnav 
 
wildlife sanctuary 
armed with smartphones 
tourists hunt animals 
 
 
  



 

 
This flame called neighbourly love . . .  
 
I run into our new neighbours at the bank. They are recently retired.  
 
‘How are you settling in?’ I ask 
 
‘It’s very quiet in the neighbourhood,’ she says. 
 
‘Oh, there are quite a few families with children,’ I murmur.  
 
‘Hardly seen anyone since we’ve moved,’ he says. 
 
Too embarrassed to ask when did they move into the house down the road I find 
myself inviting them for a meal at the weekend. 
 
‘What would suit you, Saturday or Sunday?’ I smile whipping out my dog-eared 
notebook of scribblings which will never become poems as I can’t decipher the 
squiggles. 
 
They look at each other and for a moment I think they will decline the invitation. 
‘Saturdays we go shopping; Sunday early mornings we visit the monastery but 11 
is fine,’ she says. 
 
’11 a.m?’ I echo already hearing the family’s vehement protests. ‘How about 1 
o'clock?’ I suggest. He shakes his head and says, ‘that is our nap time and then I 
like to listen to the afternoon programme on the radio.’ 
 
‘What kind of food are you going to prepare?’ she asks. 
 
I conjure a menu quickly. ‘I could make a Thai …’  
 
She cuts in, ‘we don’t like chicken, I don’t eat mushrooms and he can't stand 
cabbages, beans or peas.’ 
 
‘We don’t use mustard greens or garlic. Too strong,’ he adds. 
 
She nods and says, ‘I like the rice fluffy and light not lumpy and hard.' 



 

 
Later that evening he calls, ‘Oh, I thought I should let you know I drink only beer 
not chang or ara.’  
 
'What are we, the local take-away?’ my husband rolls his eyes. 

 
harvest offering  
all night wild boars  
gorge the paddy 

 
 

Sonam Chhoki 

 
  



 

twenty-first birthday-- 
an ache 
in her twenty-first tooth 
 
another Christmas 
mother promises 
and fails 
 
 
Emmanuel Jessie Kalusian 
  



 

fixer upper– 
he works on the house 
she works on him 
 
our talk 
about the big picture– 
art museum 
 
two dimensional– 
the cardboard beer girl 
anything but flat 
 
 
Bryan Rickert 
 
  



 

penSIEVE 
 
failed haiku 
sending poems 
to editor’s private address 
 
freeing myself at last 
from my fart— 
elevator door opens 
 
no easy walk to fatherhood 
my son wobbling 
in my shoes 
 
 
Adjei Agyei-Baah  
 
  



 

 



 

 
 
 
Debbie Strange 
debbiemstrange.blogspot.ca 
@Debbie_Strange 
 
 
  

http://debbiemstrange.blogspot.ca/
https://twitter.com/debbie_strange?lang=en


 

some days 
it's the little things ... 
jujubes at the grocery 
 
wanting not to 
say that word 
even in pinochle 
 
mah jongg 
I feel lucky--- 
second margarita  
 
 

Jill Lange 

 
  



 

weekend away— 
a spider in the camping chair 
comes with us 
  
last round 
of chemotherapy 
empty bed 
 
masturbation – 
being faithful 
to myself 
 
funeral service 
we line up to kiss 
the widow 
 
the now 
of then suddenly 
gone 
 
 
Myron Lysenko 
 
  



 

expediting his visit 
he backs into 
the proctologists office 
 
just married - 
home is where 
your parked at 
 
breakfast ... 
asking grandpa 
if his wrinkles hurt 
 
new carpenter ... 
asking the clerk for 
a hole remover 
 
bachelor party . . .  
"you're right, sex for money  
costs so much less" 
 
bored... 
the kids baptize Barbie 
in the new toilet 
  



 

 



 

 
 



 

 
 
 
Carol Raisfeld 
 
  



 

 



 

 
 
 
Ramona Linke  
http://haiku-art-rl.blogspot.de/ 
http://www.haiku-art.de/home  

http://haiku-art-rl.blogspot.de/
http://www.haiku-art.de/home


 

new day 
old wounds 
on the butterfly 
 
 
Rebecca Cowgill 
  



 

over the noise 
my dentist asks me 
if I meditate 
 
after meditation... 
clicking OK to resume 
activity 
 
walking meditation 
a fly bumps against 
my temple 
 
a monarch 
pumps its wings  
above Gold's gym 
 
 
Brad Bennett 
 
  



 

baby! don't cry 
let the butterfly 
do its job 
 
hiding in layers all the tears my haiku 
 
 
Srinivasa Rao Sambangi 
  



 

a fortune teller 
in the palm of my hand 
all that's left 
 
homeless – 
the table scraps 
with a stray cat 
 
 
Eufemia Griffo 
https://ilfiumescorreancora.wordpress.com/ 
 
 
  

https://ilfiumescorreancora.wordpress.com/


 

        sun sets 
the faraway fugue 
   of village lights  
 
     “now, when I were poor…”  
the crisps she adds to her sandwich 
        complete the sentence 
 
          my dog 
the tall grass moving 
          her tail 
 
 
Danny Blackwell 
http://dannyblackwell.blogspot.com.es/ 
 
 
  

http://dannyblackwell.blogspot.com.es/


 

only the wind biting 
the angler sips spicy 
bean soup 
 
campfire dousing 
space junk flames 
our first night 
 
horn blast 
the car with the peace sign 
cuts in 
 



 

 



 

 
 
 
Cynthia Rowe 
www.cynthiarowe.com.au 
 
 

http://www.cynthiarowe.com.au/


 

conversation veers 
to politics again... 
I rock the boat 
 
grandma's photograph  
at my age 
older than me 
 
 
Madhuri Pillai 
  



 

she decides 
he’s her kind of guy: 
he used an em dash 
 
such hosts— 
in the guest bathroom 
a rubber duck 
 
before throwing  
the pen away 
clicking it closed 
 
every day 
hundreds of latte drawings  
gone in a gulp 
 
closing time 
the waitress filling  
ketchup bottles 
 
 
David Oates  
Wordland 
Sunday 8pm Eastern on 91.7 FM and 97.9 FM Near 
Athens, GA 
Streams on www.uga.org 

http://wuga.org/index.php?/programming/show/wordland
http://wuga.org/index.php?/programming/show/wordland
http://wuga.org/index.php?/media/radioplayer


 

midnight 
through the cat-flap a cat 
that’s not our cat 
 
rain at last 
a burst of applause 
on my umbrella 
 
 
Jan Dobb 
 
  



 

reality show 
my wife says those 
can't be real 
 
mother and daughter-- 
putting on make-up 
for opposite reasons 
 
birthday presents 
nothing beats 
the bubble wrap 
 
I don't have the will 
to finish it-- 
motivational book 
 
mailing my tax return 
I raise 
the red flag 
 
men's clinic 
"this medicine will make you 
great again" 
 
 
Ian Willey 



 

the morning haze 
a smell of rice tea 
from a memory 
 
day of the dead 
my shadow dancing 
back from a grave 
 
 
Guliz Mutlu 
 
  



 

Only silent musicians 
Play no 
Bad notes 
 
New bookstore 
Smiles from 
Strangers I know 
 
 
Adam Rehn 
@adamrehn 
 
 
  

https://twitter.com/adamrehn


 

depression 
keeping my black dog 
on a leash 
 
he builds up 
to the big moment 
Higgs boson 
 
paper snowflakes 
on a window pane 
only child 
 
roadside wreath 
my eye on the speedometer 
 
the sun 
on her French plait 
our argument en route 
 
 
Lee Nash 
leenashpoetry.com 
 
 
 
 

http://leenashpoetry.com/


 

divorce 
his side of the bed has more  
room than mine 
 
Alzheimer's 
she buys another 
snow globe 
 
mini skirt 
the wind whistles 
through the arcade 
 
I caress his body 
in a spirit of ecstasy 
Rolls-Royce Silver Cloud 
 
 

 
  



 

Elocution lessons 
 
Elocution lessons are a necessity for a strict upbringing.  
 
The posh tutor made us recite the following until we were catatonic: 
 
"Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepper. If Peter Piper picked a 
peck of pickled pepper, where's the peck of pickled pepper Peter 
Piper picked?" 
 
We wondered if it was all worth the wacking wad she wanted for 
her wages. 
 
 
stiff upper lip 
father's welsh accent 
slips past the guard 

 
 
 
Martha Magenta 
https://marthamagenta.com/ 
 
 
  

https://marthamagenta.com/


 

nuclear football 
holding it 
like a loaf of bread 
 
costume party 
she looks away 
from the vampire 
 
 

Ken Olson 

 
 
  



 

unwatched growth 
the looming mountain 
of laundry 
 
wine country 
our company trip 
blurry 
 
ice skating 
first flight 
of a seagull 
 
one part of me 
still not broken 
porcelain cat 
 
 
Christina Sng 
christinasng.com 
 
  

http://christinasng.com/


 

  

facebook 
the friend number 145 – 
my ex 
  
winter conspiracy 
all the kittens 
in black-and-white 
 
 
Polina Pecherskaya 
 
  



 

another sip 
of my latte 
and she's gone 
 
he empties the sail 
and the boat swings round 
smartly, ducks 
 
her first leather jacket 
a gothic heart 
forever 
 
 
Mark Gilbert 
  



 

toohottodothehouseworktoohot 
 
bushwalk — 
deep in a tunnel 
of cicadas 
 
at Christmas 
ham and family gossip 
recycled 
 
the ants 
know something we don’t — 
rain tomorrow 
 
 
Keitha Keyes  



 

busker singing 
the same old songs 
no change 
 
heavy dew 
the words you never said 
to your mother 
 
in bed 
you stroke your iPad  — 
lost touch 
 
 
Louise Hopewell  



 

spring flood 
the strength 
of the force 
 
small hours 
a man on the night bus 
claims he's vulcan 
 
tv dinner 
he asks why aliens 
speak only english  
 
winter funeral 
to infinity 
and beyond 
 
 

Anna Maris 

 
  



 

Distraction-101 
 
I accompany my daughter to the surgical center in predawn 
darkness. My three year old grandson is scheduled for a procedure. 
He wants a drink of water, which is not allowed before anesthesia. 
He is very focused on his need for liquid.  
When we leave the house his mother points to the moon, still high in 
the sky.  
 
He  asks, " Mama, can we drive right under the moon?" 
 
"Sure, Bud," says his mom. He stops asking for a drink, the 
unpleasantness of his thirst forgotten for the moment.  
 
rock star- 
all eyes turn 
to watch 
 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 
 
Barbara Kaufmann 
 
  



 

after years 
her grey hair 
in my cold soup 
 
the face 
in my frosted mirror 
somehow looks familiar 
 
 
Vishnu P Kapoor 
 
 
  



 

 
 
 
Art  - Vasil Simeonov 
Senryu - Radka Mindova 
  



 

baby shower... 
my pink lemonade blends 
into their pink gin 
 
melting snowman... 
grandpa returns buttons 
to the scarecrow 
 
 
Maria Laura Valente 
Komorebi 木漏れ日 
(https://marialauravalente.wordpress.com) 
 
 
  

https://marialauravalente.wordpress.com/komorebi-%E6%9C%A8%E6%BC%8F%E3%82%8C%E6%97%A5/


 

in the bathroom 
minding my business 
a woodpecker knocking 
 
in the light 
of her window 
his doghouse 
 
eyeing the menu 
at a sushi bar 
black goldfish 
 



 

 
 
 
Rick Hurst 
 

 
  



 

scent of brownies 
resolutions on hold 
upsizing 
 
the furnace 
switches on 
old love letters 
 
mid-term elections 
in the wind 
waning moon 
 
concentric circles 
rise to the surface-- 
we reach a truce 
 
 
Sharon Rhutasel-Jones 
 
  



 

judge sam’s funeral 
a felon smiles at the 
sentence imposed 
 
a pickpocket 
lifts the jeweled crucifix from 
the cop’s coffin 
 
high school debate 
fake news refutes 
alternative facts 
 
 
Tyson West 
 
  



 

fake news 
the King of Sweden 
under the bed 
 
the tidy side 
of the kitchen table 
divorce papers 
 
 
Garry Eaton 
 
  



 

New Delhi sequence 
 
new year  the peacock struts through a junkyard  
 
crows cawing in trees above the empty swimming pool 
 
first Indian breakfast... 
its unknown ingredient  
'drumsticks' 
 
from the chuk chuk 
between buildings and trees - 
a flash of full moon  
 
Birla Temple: 
marigolds on marble  
carved swastikas 
 
under an archway  
a girl appears semi-naked - 
Great Mosque 
 
India Gate  
memorial to those who fell - 
small bubbles rising 
 
afternoon birds chirping  
over her last walkway - 
Indira Gandhi house  

 
 
Maeve O'Sullivan  



 

tying shoelaces 
the acts which 
cannot be 
undone 
  
summer turns to autumn without 
  
isolation ward 
nothing but the 
sound of contagion 
 
  



 

 
 
 
David J Kelly 
@motto_sakura 
 
  

https://twitter.com/motto_sakura


 

wedding banquet 
that way to feel hungry 
for reality  
 
our endless 
c o n v e r s a t I o n 
cherry blossoms 
 

 
 
Lucia Fontana  



 

blue note 
what cool breezes do 
 
Lambrusco 
I give her my sacrament 
 
incense smoke 
finding each other 
through the night 
 
light mist 
the barfly goes home 
by himself 
 
evening calm 
grandma cutting potatoes 
near the empty chair 
 
 
Gabriel Bates 
gabrieljbates.wordpress.com  

http://gabrieljbates.wordpress.com/


 

convocation of eagles 
so many ways 
to connect the dots 
 
MVP 
kissing his own lips 
silver trophy 
 
drone controversy 
two drops of maple syrup  
on the Times 
 
 
Gail Oare 
@gailor1 
 
 
  

https://twitter.com/gailor1


 

5:01 pm 
his stubble 
a little pokier 
 
border crossing 
the brownies 
really kick in 
 
winter afternoon 
frosty is half the man 
he used to be 
 
used car dealer 
in the rearview 
test-driving a smile  
 
several beers deep 
the drunkards begin writing 
self-aware haiku 
 
Sunday mourning the loss of a Cheerio 
 
 
Nicholas Mathisen 
 
 



 

alone with friends sweat on the beer glass 
 
steaming manhole— 
he tells me how  
she feels 
 
caught in the laugh track winter doldrums 
 
affirmations 
if only that’s all 
i had to do 
 
another birthday— 
watching the long ash  
on the incense 
 
home alone  
taking up too little 
space 
 
 
Sondra J. Byrnes 
 
  



 

slow night . . .  
the slug on my porch 
decides to leave 
. 
making its rounds 
the old wheel on the 
prison library cart 
 
mosquito ! 
tired of our struggle 
I let him  
 
 
Steve Smolak 
 
  



 

That One Unforgettable Song 
  
 What does a person do after his song is recorded, banned, then 
re-released, and becomes a Top Ten hit?  What if the song concerns a 
man driven insane by his dog?  They’re coming to take me away, ha, 
ha, he sings. A studio concoction, so politically incorrect, only Dr. 
Demento will touch him. 
  
If this song is your legacy, you now entertain at children’s parties. 
With guitar and harmonica, you breeze through your repertoire, 
keeping up a sardonic commentary.  Remarks meant for the parents 
present, and your self-respect.  Because once you’ve been taken 
away, it’s hard to return for an encore.  But a second act?  Now, 
that’s possible. 
  
Not until the party passes do I unmask you.  Too late to ask about 
your song. That one, unforgettable, song.  
  
distant relative 
far enough away 
the name escapes me 

 
 
  



 

Immurement 
  
Start poking into the walls and ceilings of a structure and you’ll 
uncover the practice of immurement. 
  
 A skull in the floor or under the hearth, to bring good luck to the 
inhabitants.  The coins from other countries under the slab, wisdom 
from around the world embedded now in the house.  Modest 
gestures when compared to those of the Pharoahs.  No one is sure if 
removing the items will jeopardize the intention set for the house. 
  
 Superstitious or not, most skulls return to the same place once 
renovations are complete. 
  
renovation 
resetting the bones 
of old haunts 

 
  
Peter Jastermsky 
 
  



 

No, Officer 
I didn't deface anything 
I autographed it 
 
 
Billy Tuggle 
http://ello.co/billysince71 
  

http://ello.co/billysince71


 

fifty five selfies  
mirror 
her only partner 
 
 
Munia Khan 
Website 
 
  

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/6552863.Munia_Khan


 

walking a mile  
in another’s shoes 
thrift store 
 
steel cut oats 
the dry details 
of my will 
 
 
Dan Curtis 
  



 

halfway through my news her soft snores 
 
the city 
where it was 
before the fog 
 
spicing up the stew - 
she hands me coriander 
in that dress 
 
 
Rob Scott 
 
  



 

tax season – 
writing off 
and on 
 
finding a woman’s sock 
in his gym bag 
not my own 
 
wearing lipstick 
on a hike -- 
no foundation 
 
new lingerie – 
taking off 
the tags 
 
 
Kathryn Bold 
 
  



 

epiphany 
her ashes where she wants to be 
 
spring rain 
the soothing sound 
of mister coffee 
 
autumn 
my internal clock 
runs back 
 
flashback 
the click of his key 
in the lock 
 
Veteran's Day 
young again he salutes 
the flag 
 
matchbox 
sliding the lid closed 
on the hamster's coffin 
 
 

Barbara Tate 
 



 

News of terror  
folded sails a puddle:  
origami boat.  
 
 
Ruth Asch 
 
  



 

white teddy 
the sincerity of 
an apology 
 
morning coffee 
old ladyfingers 
getting cold 
 
 
Anthony Q. Rabang 
@bigbangthony 
Short Pauses 
 
  

https://twitter.com/bigbangthony
http://web.facebook.com/ShortPauses/)


 

winter trees 
expose 
abandoned houses 
 
I hate raking leaves. 
I hate raking. I hate leaves. 
Sometimes I hate trees. 
 
 
Janet Patton 
 
 
  



 

tears in her eyes 
she talks about starlings 
in the vineyard 
 
Valentine's Day 
in a girl's eyes 
snow sparkling 
 
 

Zoran Doderovic 

 
  



 

 
 
 
Gergana Yaninska 
 

  



 

 
this need 
to cuddle 
cat cafe 
 
the sheer joy  
of drifting 
thistledown 
 
____ 
 
 

Trapped, Again 
 
I’m in a dreamy train-journey daze of knowing where I’m headed 
and how long it will take. Right then, you gesture at the empty seat 
beside me, raising your eyebrows. I nod, you sit. Unpack your laptop 
and phone with neat moves. Another eyebrow flick. This time, a 
wordless request to plug your phone into the socket under the 
window. I nod again. You need to reach right across me, your right 
arm brushing my left breast. I’m stuck in this seat with a white wire 
looped over my legs, staring at the free-wheeling landscape. Too 
intimate, this connection. I’m over-reacting... my vivid imagination. 
  
memory of rain—  
bridal creeper chokes  
the tree canopy 

 
 
 
Marietta Jane McGregor 
  



 

valentines day 
the pierced lips  
of last year 
still stinging 
 
fish supper 
putting the waste out 
to the sound of bells 
 
college hospital 
wiping the blue sky back 
into the monet 
 
 
Robert Kingston 
 
  



 

open coffin . . . 
the suit he always wore  
to weddings and wakes 
 
lunar new year . . . 
I give my resolution 
one more chance 
 
old pond 
the sound of 
my own voice 
 
undocumented – 
he shows me pictures 
of his family 
 
Race: 
feeling vaguely guilty 
as I check White 
 
 
Bill Kenney 
  



 

 



 

 



 

 
 
 
Susan Burch 
  



 

sleeping in the room 
with grandmother’s ashes 
shhhhhhh 
 
writing under 
a blood moon 
paper cut 
  
streetlight’s rattle 
six more weeks of winter 
 
 
Scott Wiggerman 
 
  



 

A Game of Gossip 
  
another bite of the apple… 
her cell phone 
on vibrate  
  
these things always come 
in threes   
  
the witches’ cauldron 
on full boil… 
a game of gossip  
  
writhing in the pit 
flick 
of a viper’s tongue 
  
the bitter taste 
of last night’s wine 
  
working its way 
through the crowd 
this uneasiness 
 
Angela Terry 
Julie Warther 



 

flow - 
my father always said 
what's the hurry 
 
 
Kerstin Park  



 

love handles 
more of me than 
you asked for 
 
dot to dot 
this disconnect 
between us 
 
gluten-free muffin 
it might be a fad, but 
it's my fad 
 
bad hombres 
the kids in the schoolyard 
play President 
 
 
Marianne Paul 
  



 

beyond my hospital window 
the city sinks into shadow 
a pretty nurse walks by 
 
close shave 
looking in the mirror 
reflecting on my laminectomy 
 
the writing's on the wall 
alas I fear 
God's illiterate 
 
once she starts 
an old record 
the needle stuck in a groove 
 
 
Robert Witmer 
 
 
  



 

date night... 
lipstick stain 
on the toothbrush 
 
(n)early spring... 
sparrows 
leaf tree 
 
 
Nancy Brady 
www.nbsmithblog.wordpress.com 
 
 
  

http://www.nbsmithblog.wordpress.com/


 

EKPHRASTIC 
COURTAUD GALLERY 
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emerging from swirling paint a face emerging 
  
sunlight 
illuminates 
the tilt of his paint 
  
stabs of yellow 
on stalks of green 
still life with vigor 
  
deconstructed 
war-torn hotel in paint 
reconstructed 
 
 
Robert P. Moyer 
  



 

chikenbones 
have more sense than me 
tearing a lottery ticket in two 
 
IMPORTANT PEOPLE 
            THIS WAY>>>> 
slipping out the back door 
 
fate 
of the moon 
blown away by a cloud 

 
 

Mike Rehling 
‘Failed’ Editor 

editor@failedhaiku.com 
 

( all work copyrighted by the authors ) 
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