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The phrase in line one of this haiga is a human one 
for sure. It usually means the 'direct route'. But 
this image shows us anything but a 'straight' path 
to the 'roosting tree'. There is a not so subtle 
reminder here that our manufactured reality is 
nothing like how the 'actual' world operates. The 
crows are doing what crows really do. They are 
circling and dipping to find 'their' spot on the tree. 
The image is pure wonder, but the poem had me 
relearning a sacred truth. I thank the poet for that! 
   



 

Editor's Forward 
 
When I write haiku/senryu I try to capture an experience/thought of 
mine about my world and save it for myself. Writing poetry is 
introspective by definition, with a form as short as we practice here it 
is autobiographical for the poet, a mason jar full of a moment, but the 
reader makes it their story. I catch butterflies, hold them in my mind, 
and then let them go. What follows are the butterflies of others that 
caught my attention and introspection, and I release them now to you, 
the reader of this journal. That collaborative spirit is at the heart of 
why I write these poems almost exclusively, and the reason I started 
Failed Haiku.  
 
When I read the poems submitted to me, having 'tricked' the poets 
into to sending me pieces of their lives, I try to start 'fresh'. To be 
truthful most of you have invaded my consciousness long before you 
submit your work to Failed Haiku. I have 'seen' you in other journals 
and in social media. I truly believe that I know some of you whom I 
have never met in person, never heard the 'sound' of your physical 
voice. I don't try to 'figure out' a poem, ever! I try to feel the words 
with a new perspective. MINE! In that sense, I step into the poet's 
moment, while simultaneously pulling their words into mine. Readers 
of poetry are as important as the poet in the process. I know that is 
self-evident but poets often forget this important distinction. 
 
Step into these poems. Own them. Make them yours! But know that 
this 'failed editor' has already 'beat' you to it! Celebrate the poets in 
the celebration of your own experience. 
 
Peace 
 
Mike  
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Robert Moyer - Poem 
Guntram Porps - Image 
"Last Bite"   

http://rosenberrybooks.com/hand-bound-editions/haiku/last-bite/


 

stranded 
in the airport lobby 
passengers reboot 
   
the kiss 
that’s not a kiss  
flu season 
 
 
William Scott Galasso 



 

lonely night - 
I wish I could 
turn off that moon 
 
 
Anna Maria Domburg-Sancristoforo 
https://ventodelgiorno.wordpress.com/ 
   

https://ventodelgiorno.wordpress.com/


 

boy watching 
his parents talk... 
sipping both straws 
 
making change-— 
the conductor shifts 
his toothpick  
 
long deposition— 
the lawyer’s 
“at the risk of repeating myself” 
  
his quiet funeral— 
a man who did 
most of the talking  
 
after a prayer for healing 
the president serves 'em 
red meat 
  
ah! to be with 
who I thought you were 
last summer  
 
 
Barry George 



 

 
 
 

 
   



 

 
 



 

 
 



 

 
 

Nika - Poem 
Jim McKinniss - Image   



 

gridlock 
the bus driver unwraps 
a tuna sandwich 
 
sunshine and coconut oil 
she takes me places 
I’ve never been 
 
 
Nika   



 

the quick freeze 
of nose hairs 
winter deepens 
 
black ice 
you never 
told me 
  
office silence 
a nearby mouse 
double-clicks 
 
seance 
the elevator phone 
rings 
 
weeknight 
the quiet bloom 
of a dog fart 
  
  
Esther Rohm   



 

 
 



 

 
 
 
John Hawkhead 
@HawkheadJohn   

https://twitter.com/hawkheadjohn?lang=en


 

even when signs say 
no hay entrada 
poppies sneak across 
 
it doesn’t snow here 
the moon pities us 
shades everything white 
 
 
Bruce Jewett 
 
 

 



 

 
 



 

 
 
 
Marilyn Ashbaugh   



 

the professor drones on  
in a toneless manner- 
lullaby 
 
 
Unnati Agrawal   



 

  slowly slowly 
     she undoes her braid- 
     spring flowers 
 
 
Mohammad Naieem Bhat 
   



 

beggar's bowl 
a coin dances 
on its sound  
 
after the rain 
a beak, dipping into circles 
and circles 
 
 
Muskaan Ahuja   



 

Vesuvius 
on the crater path 
you erupt 
 
summit stairs 
the conversation takes 
a fatal misstep 
 
buried skull 
hard to put a name 
to the face 
 
out of reach 
old book about 
rare orchids 
 
 
Tim Gardiner   



 

friendship 
with gloves onｰ 
hedgehog 
 
the jam 
past its use-by-date 
a forgotten haiku 
 
a bathｰ 
I stop the flow of water 
with my big toe 
 
 
Norie Umeda   



 

bending honeysuckle - 
mother's ghost 
comes to me  
 
high moon what remains hidden remains hidden 
 
sakura and peonies 
arranged in a vase: 
boiling yams 
 
hum of the a/c: 
age lines  
in the Noh master's face 
 
 
Matsukaze   



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RETROSPECTIVE SECTION   



 

family reunion 
she reminds me 
of my bad breath 
 
 
Adjei Agyei-Baah 
 
 
Family are the people who most often make use of the 
'free pass'! This is a simply funny moment without an 
extra syllable to the poem. Very nicely played! 
 
   



 

half a year  
after the chemo-  
breeze in my hair 
 
 
Maya Lyubenova 
 
I cried when I saw this one. Maya has left us now, but 
this poem of hers will give any reader a strong 
glimpse of the 'hope' and 'humor' she manifested 
while she lived. Her photos and poems always moved 
me, but the carefree moment captured in this poem 
matches the memories I have from interacting with 
her. Peace and good memories of a wonderful soul. 
She is missed.   



 

driving home-- 
nobody to hold 
the ashes 
 
 
Elmedin Kadric 
 
A wonderful example of a poet sharing an 
'observation' with the reader. I almost felt like saying 
out loud:  "But I am here"!!! Then again maybe I will 
be the driver some day. What a good poet can do is 
take themselves out of their own poem. This one 
works on many levels.   



 

 
 
Shloka Shankar - Poem 
Dwarakanathan Ravi - Photo 
 
This haiga has a poem that works all by itself. 
Events can carry through your day, but sometimes 
we just can't see the end of the day while we 
bounce through it. The photo of the shoes, minus 
their owner, seems to reinforce the idea of a 
disembodied poet carried by events out of their 
control. It is easy to relate to this image. A fact that 
I do not feel indecisive about! 



 

all our wars 
lost 
blossom wind 
 
 
Eva Limbach 
 
This one is a wonder of ambiguity. Is this about the 
personal 'wars' we all fight? Is it about the movements 
of armies? But for me it is the last line that struck 
home the hardest. The wind blowing the tree bare of 
blossoms. The loss of simple innocence, or the loss of 
innocent life? Wherever your mind goes while 
reading this poem you end up inside of yourself. It 
does not take more than seven syllables to create a 
stunning poem, and that fact is proven with this gem.   



 

sumi-e 
he paints the patch 
on the asphalt 
 
 
Gergana Yaninska 
 
The delicate and deliberate strokes of a brush on rice 
paper is contrasted with a person sweating over a 
shovel of asphalt on a roadway. The comparison is so 
striking and simple that it blew me away. Now the 
asphalt is black so there is no 'white space', but the 
rough patching of road and the deliberate efforts of a 
sumi-e artist are a million miles apart. The wry humor 
in this one makes it a great senryu.   



 

I have decided 
to replace you with haiku 
it never hurts me 
 
 
Rosemary Bryerton-Schiff 
 
Sometimes a 5/7/5 poem just works perfectly! As a 
poet I can tell you that haiku has its many uses. The 
last line in this poem just knocks the cover off the ball 
for me! Our own poems are a safe haven for many of 
us, and this well crafted senryu just hammers home 
that point. Very nicely played!   



 

last 
but not least 
death haiku 
 
 
Olivier Schopfer 
 
Is there a poet who does not want to toss off the 
masterpiece and then pass from this world? Gosh, I 
do! The worst thing that can happen is to have one of 
those "What will I do for a last line?" moments. This is 
just a priceless 'inside joke' for any poet.   



 

gentle rebellion 
writing in the 
reading room 
 
 
David J Kelly 
 
This reminds me of the NO U-TURN sign. One of the 
most ignored signs all over the world. If they put that 
sign up then you know the best/only way is to commit 
the crime. In this poem I would advise the poet to 
plead the fact that he has to 'read' his work while he 
writes it. In any case this is a truly 'gentle' form of 
rebellion. I would call it a victimless 'crime'.   



 

... too poemy. 

... too sentency. 

... just right. 
 
 
Mark Gilbert 
 
I am sure you see the trend by now. Poets are the 
most judgemental about their own work. Often that 
works against us as we move words around so 
randomly that we forget what we were trying say 
when we started. I love it when a poet creates a word, 
or uses jargon from an urban dictionary. Somehow 
this one just feels 'right'.   



 

church service 
a pair of stilettos  
on a balancing act 
 
 
Madhuri Pillai 
 
For the record I find stilettos a persistent mystery. But 
the poet has found a woman 'balancing' in church. 
What is she balancing? It might not just be her high 
heels. It could be that those shoes are signs of another 
dilemma she is managing. Sometimes humans think 
they are hiding something when all around them see 
the 'act' clearly. I would guess this is a moment for the 
reader to remember that 'we have all sinned and 
come short of the glory of God'.   



 

lung cancer 
the ashtray I made for Mom 
in the fourth grade 
 
 
Bob Lucky 
 
There is a real irony in this one, but it is also tragic. 
When I was growing up my family was full of 
smokers. I smoked for years myself. Ashtrays were 
something we made in 'shop' class too. This poem 
might be more mysterious to someone in their 
twenties today, but in my world deception and denial 
were just weaved into the fabric of our lives. I 
remember that I would buy cigarettes for my Grandpa 
when he played cards. It was my 'job' and I was proud 
of it. This poem played to my childhood reality.   



 

a pacifier 
for the crying child 
Memorial Day 
 
 
Bill Kenney 
 
Memorial Day is just that, a day remember those lost, 
to honor and remember their sacrifice. A day of silent 
tears. But here the poet has encountered a crying 
child. The adults have nothing but their emotions, but 
this young child at least has a pacifier, and of course, a 
complete lack of comprehension of the 'loss' the adults 
experience on this day. 
   



 

 

 
 
Chase Gagnon 
 
This haiga is a uniquely powerful in presentation. 
There is so much going on in the image and only after 
reading the senryu do you add several more levels of 
understanding. The look on the face of the homeless 



 

man, facing down and expressionless just hammers 
home his situation. And yet, he is 'blessing' the poet. 
The setting of a parking lot in the big city makes the 
thought of this man getting any real help look remote 
at best. He is walking, his world in a backpack. The 
poem would work all by itself but the image widens 
the personal nature of his situation for the reader. The 
church towers in the background adding another 
dimension to the haiga. If there is any 'hope' it may 
have to come from heaven. That could be why he is 
'blessing' the poet. Just keep looking at this one and 
you will find aspects that make it a triumphant view 
of the spirit of the people of the city, but the deceit of 
the 'system'.   



 

retirement 
tackling the mistakes 
of a lifetime 
 
 
Sondra J. Byrnes 
 
This one is a matter of fact observation by the poet. 
When you 'retire' you have 'time on your hands'. 
But the 'bucket list' in front of you is quite often 
filled with 'stuff' from the past. Financial 
miscalculations, children, parents, colleagues, and 
a dictionary of misunderstandings to 'tackle'. 
Almost makes you want to go back to work!   



 

 
 
 

Pris Campbell 
 
The old photo album is a ghost. You drop in and 
out of your own life, but is that really you? In this 
image the hand on the hip, a face in the shadows. 
We don't know what the poet remembers, what 



 

they see, but we all know the feeling of doubting 
that picture is really you. What was the person in 
the picture like? This haiga has captured all of that 
angst, but offers no answers, just mysteries and 
questions. 
 
   



 

never let go of your ghosts 
 
my successes are what i let go of first. my failures i like to ruminate 
on. not with self pity but just so i can round off the corners before 
storing them in my mind. i dont want to hurt myself with the past. 
what i really want to do is see things no one can see. a still mind 
reflecting a full moon from a special place in the universe. 
 

fog 
i leave myself behind 

at the tall pine 
 

____ 
 

implications in hello 
 
the older i get the more i read into everything i do or say. not a good 
habit really. letting go entirely is what we miss out on when we fear 
falling through our own empty spaces. i see the way hello fills those 
spaces for me. but every hello carries the implication of a goodbye. 
but still it is so nice to smile despite any implications. 
 

i give a salute as they pass... the path   where the deer disappear 
 

 
Mike Rehling 
‘Failed’ Editor 

editor@failedhaiku.com 
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