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Sandi Pray 
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Madhuri Pillai 
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Terri  L. French 
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Yesha Shah 
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Roberta Beary 
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Bruce Jewett 
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Michael Schepers 
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Mary Kendall 
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Elizabeth Alford 
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Christine L. Villa 
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big game 
he hangs his hat 
on an antler 
 
she falls 
asleep reading 
my mind 
 
shadow dawn 
I start to hate 
yesterday's poems 
 
hearing aid 
mom tells dad 
what I said 
 
 
Dave Read 
  



limbo 
another dream 
of lost friends 
 
my CPA 
lives his life 
between the lines 
  
divorce 
we leave the scene 
of the accident 
  
 
Gregory Longenecker 
  



meeting my father 
that night 
im a Goya woman 
 
 
Kashu 
@manwhosingsalto 
 
  

https://twitter.com/manwhosingsalto


 
 
 
Jesus Chameleon  
@JesusChameleon 
  

https://twitter.com/jesuschameleon


Transit of Venus 
his daughter sneaks back 
into the house 
 
at the edge 
of the geisha's skirt 
a samurai's dreams 
 
Sunday morning 
she opens a recipe book 
to fry an egg 
 
 
Ella Wagemakers 
 
  



coming to terms with dying thinking outside the box 
 
icy looks 
during the class reunion  
wind chill factor 
 
 
Devin Harrison 
  



strip mine this fear of dying childless 
 
snowmelt 
what could I've 
done better 
 
wind burn 
the years since I've 
visited my parents' grave 
 
 
Meik Blöttenberger 
  



bright moon night -- 
my old cat's shadow 
arches its back 
 
sound meditation 
a fly checks 
her third eye 
 
silent vigil 
we eavesdrop 
on the wind 
 
 
Ramona Linke 
  



bitter wind 
the protest 
postponed 
 
asking you to leave 
one bruised apple 
left in the bowl 
 
first date 
the beginning 
of the end 
 
lost for words 
I try my hand 
at origami 
 
 
Rachel Sutcliffe  



eighth day in icu 
back to square one 
on the menu 
 
recharging -- 
she reads 
beside the outlet 
 
poetry workshop -- 
men compare 
fountain pens 
 
dropping in . . . 
a layer of dust 
on the guest soaps 
 
 
Julie Warther 
  



in a fog 
a bird reaches 
for her song 
 
sirens circling 
the ring he never gave me 
 
spreading 
the hay 
between my legs 
 
these age spots 
lily pads 
without a frog 
 
 
Reka Jellema 
  



harvest over.. 
scarecrow taller 
than before 
 
dry lake... 
washing my hands 
in sand 
 
father's funeral.. 
the burden of pallbearers  
for awhile 
 
 
Mohammad  Azim Khan 
  



pretty pleas 
the judge fails to suppress 
his ego  
 
 
Elaine Andre 
  



recounting 
Goldilocks’ history 
forebears 
 
market forces under the counter currents 
 
dynamic haiku 
tossing the crumpled paper 
in a rubbish bin 
 
errorism … 
hoping to learn 
from our mistakes 
 
 
David J Kelly 
@motto_sakura 
 
 
 
  

https://twitter.com/motto_sakura


 
  



Here, There, Everywhere 
 
people  
still adjusting  
the globe 
 
I once read, "True contentment is not dependent on anything in this 
world." When this was taken to heart, I felt an incredible burden 
removed from my shoulders. 
 
And then I began to think about this jewel: I have learned in 
whatever state I am, to be content." Philippians 4:11 
 
distant traveller 
the stops & crossing 
down the page 
 
It seems to me, in every religion and belief for mankind to choose 
from, is it not something so rewarding that it uplifts us as this world 
spins on its axis? 
 
big bang 
so many gods 
up there 
I name one 
 
As we mature and grow older, we do not take as much for granted; 
we yield to the vital messages within ourselves for survival. 
 
the waiting room 
all the questions 
thought out. 
______ 



winter snow i build a family under the moon 
 
winter moon 
the sound of rain 
sinking 
 
blue winds 
that old tree still whistles 
at night to me 
 
 
Lovette Carter 
 
  



blind date 
the heightened taste 
of hummus 
 
just like that 
I start kicking 
another pebble 
 
 
Elmedin Kadric 
 
  



latest news 
the tv broadcasts 
an old war 
 

 
 
Ken Sawitri 
"Listen, The Spice Whispers" 
  

https://indonesiainmyhaiku.wordpress.com/


his long stare 
at the condom shelves 
Valentine's Day 
 
zen workshop 
the roshi answers a question 
with a question 
 
blind date 
cobra tattoo rising 
from her cleavage 
 
Valentine's night 
I sext with my wife 
for the first time 
 
 
Chen-ou Liu 
 
   



camellia buds 
a little girl sticks 
her tongue out at me 
 
departure lounge 
we compare 
our lifelines 
 
failed haiku 
the bad weather's 
fault 
 
first date 
he lights his cigarette 
at the wrong end 
 
 
Olivier Schopfer 
 
  



block party 
i end up 
with the dog 
 
blackbirds 
gathering the wind 
into a poem 
 
murky water 
my shadow seems so 
one dimensional  
 
'imagine'  
on the airwaves 
all the refugees 
 
 
Sandi Pray 
@bigmax722 
  

https://twitter.com/bigmax722


haunted -- 
my mother's ghost 
in the mirror 
 
bonsai -- 
pruning another word 
from a haiku 
 
war -- 
groundhog day 
again 
 
migrants 
unwelcome -- 
frozen lake 
 
 
Martha Magenta 
 
 
  



 

taste of cranberries 
I read poems 
in a foreign language 
 
 
Gergana Yaninska 

 
  



old friends on FaceTime  
the fine pixels  
of our wrinkles 
 
my daughter's book 
she chides me 
for the dog-ears 
 
 
Madhuri Pillai 
  



tried to catch a leaf 
the wind beat me 
 
without you 
I often wake up 
on the wrong side 
 
leaning against the church 
the vicar's bike 
 
putting up with 
the small portion 
restaurant by the sea 
 
 
Ola Lindberg 
 
  



photoshop 
the way your face changes 
day to day 
 
cotton candy 
he licks the sugar  
from her lips 
 
chewing gum 
their mouths move without 
saying a word 
 
closed umbrella 
getting drenched in the night 
and each other 
 
fourth of july 
she wants to lose 
her independence 
 
 
Catherine LoFrumento 
@Catherin03 
 
  

https://twitter.com/Catherin03


Muzička kutija a music box 
Miris jorgovana the aroma of lilac  
Stara arija an old chant 
 
 
Tatjana Debeljacki 
 
 
  



photosensitivity 
I blink he snaps  
  
lunchtime buzz 
a wasp  
hogs the menu 
 
 
Helen Buckingham 
  



French window … 
cutting my reflection 
into pieces 
 
blind date  
again I meet  
the same man 
 
 
Archana Kapoor Nagpal 
  



empty kitchen 
choosing my son's old cup 
for my tea 
 
 
Mary White 
@maryrenku 
 
  

https://twitter.com/maryrenku


his boxers 
in my drawer 
long night moon 
 
closing sale 
a truckful 
of naked mannequins 
 
 
Polona Oblak 
@cirrusdream 
 
  

https://twitter.com/cirrusdream
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Maya Lyubenova 
  



cheap pub lunch 
the poor paying 
at the pokies 
 
dumbwalking man 
his dog eyeballs 
sunset 
 
 
Lynette Arden 
www.LynetteArden.com  
 
 
  

http://www.lynettearden.com/


What would Freud say? 
 
Had a dream that I dropped my bag of coffee into a 
deep body of water. A nice fish pushed it up to the 
shoreline for me. But then a giant owl swooped down 
and snatched it up and took it to his nest. I had to 
climb a tree and scare him off to retrieve it. So glad 
my husband had coffee made when I got up. I really 
didn't want to have to work that hard for my first cup. 
 
Valentine’s Day 
breakfast in bed 
doesn’t quite make it 
 
 
Terri  L. French 
  



shadow of a crow 
skiing parallel slalom 
with the girl 
 
in the rapids 
at its own risk 
a swimming duck 
 
 
Nina Kovačić 
 
 
  



Y our 
 
I nquiries 
 
K eep 
 
E verybody 
 
S tunned 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Pat Geyer 
  



piano recital 
no hiccups 
but plenty of coughs 
 
plum blossom 
the pert grin 
of the Barbie doll 
 
between lectures 
the Chinese student 
uses a fork 
 
back on land 
a scramble of thumbs 
and devices 
 
 
Mark Gilbert 
 
  



phonics class 
he spells buzz 
with a triple z 
 
pondering over 
the dinner menu... 
zazen 
 
scrolling down 
the news feeds again 
epidural block 
 
canteen gossip 
new lecturer's  
pink chiffon saree 
 
 
Yesha Shah 
 
 
 
 
  



stardust 
the night to cold 
to be amazed 
 
winter-weary 
making peace 
with my shadow 
 
early spring - 
I make up 
a new word 
 
black ice 
no need to be 
somebody else 
 
 
Eva Limbach 
evamaria-limbach2.blogspot.de/ 
  

http://evamaria-limbach2.blogspot.de/


wood chips 
I’ll give him a piece  
of my mind 
  
haiku workshop 
the motel pool outside 
our door 
 
For H Gene Murtha: 
 
bare limbs 
not too macho 
for haiku 
 
 
Myron Lysenko 
 
  



Film of Familiarity  
 
A red doormat hangs on a black banister with gold 
filigree. Minutes before déjà vu sets in, my mind goes 
blank, then quickly shuffles its playlist of similar 
situations and undulating conversations. More often 
than not, it’s all been done before.  
 
spring rain… 
we apply a fresh coat 
of varnish  
 



 



 

 
 
Shloka Shankar  
@shloks89 
  

https://twitter.com/shloks89


global warming 
picking up a winter coat 
dirt cheap 
 
hospice-- 
my neighbor's porch light 
off 
 
drifting snow 
the surgeon draws 
his line 
 
colonoscopy 
putting on my makeup 
anyway 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Marianne Paul 
@mariannpaul 
  

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


night train 
an empty whisky bottle 
rolls to and fro 
 
 
Sandip Chauhan 
  



 
 
 
Roberta Beary 
@shortpoemz 
  

https://twitter.com/shortpoemz


high school friend 
posts an old photo of me 
becoming me 
 
endless rain 
a child dogs 
the cat 
 
frost heaves 
she makes something 
out of nothing 
 
getting up 
for the bathroom 
wolf moon 
 
the rite of spring 
how wrong  
i can be 
 
ampersandwich 
 
 
Sondra J. Byrnes 
@SondraJByrnes  
  

https://twitter.com/SondraJByrnes


after the funeral 
putting too much sugar 
in cold tea 
 
mum’s chair 
in our house 
full of shadows 
 
park wedding 
wind blowing promises 
 into she-oaks 
 
 
Duncan Richardson 
  



in my rear mirror 
I watch you put on lipstick 
then the light turns green 
 
 
Bruce Jewett 
  



at the tennis  
she gives him  
another serve 
 
seniors club  
a billboard reads  
'live dancing' 
 

Storm chaser 
 

Feather shreds and bones of shearwaters lie scattered long 
the tidemark. Iodine stings my nostrils. Dragging at my feet 
are tattered hanks of seagrass, faded dusty white like a young 
girl’s ribbons in a horror story. A stink of rot and a sigh of gas 
when I step on something un-nameable. Around the bluff 
driftwood skews into the cliff and in a rock-split a 
deep-wedged crayfish pot alchemises into mineral dust. Gulls 
cry as if they hurt. This isn't the healing beach stroll you 
promised — the calm after the storm. 

 
empty rooms  
her goodbye email  
bounces again 
 
 
Marietta McGregor 
 



early spring music in a mynah key 
 
hard to capture the moment 
in the moment 
haiku anxiety 
 
birth control 
my mother threatens 
to kill me 
 
out of surgery 
less of me 
to schlepp to death 
 
 
Bob Lucky 
  



maybes swarm 
I dip my feet 
in a stagnant pond 
 
 
Michael Schepers 
@fragranceofsage 
  

https://twitter.com/fragranceofsage


team building 
insisting on his way 
of doing things 
 
friday the 13th 
for the umpteenth time 
my wallet 
 
what the heart 
could see... 
saying it 
with flowers 
 
 
Willie R. Bongcaron 
  



Monday morning 
the bus is late 
…the rain’s on time 
 
billions of galaxies 
… my computer warns 
I’ m out of space 
 
 
Keith Woodruff 
  



retirement party 
the cake knife slices 
through my name 
 
aftershock 
my estranged son 
unfriends me 
 
first date 
we discuss the weather 
in Camelot 
 
baby shower 
wondering what size 
you'd be by now 
 
 
Joe McKeon 
  



quantum shift  
venus position's herself  
over jupiter  
 
red fish blue fish season of hubris 
 
 
Jan Benson 
  



european starling 
perched on its welcome sign 
indian reservation 
 
selfie the scars on her wrist? 
 
 
Matthew Moffett 
  



silent sunny morning 
eyes closed considering 
sandals or not 
 
be quiet! 
you are walking  
in my sleep 
 
 
Jens Petter Kollhøj 
@dglvd_txt 
  

https://twitter.com/dglvd_txt


 



 
 
 
birch bark canoe . . . 
pasted in a scrapbook 
strips of her life 
 
shore lunch 
the summer taste 
of rainbows 
 
 



snapdragons 
we pop corn over 
the campfire 
 
 
Debbie Strange 
debbiemstrange@blogspot.ca 
  

mailto:debbiemstrange@blogspot.ca


class reunion- 
old buddies share 
diet coke 
 
peau d'orange 
cupping my half moon  
one last time 
 
serviette— 
finally we fold up 
our affair  
 
 
Shrikaanth Krishnamurthy 
  



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



new snow 
my mind slips 
here and there 
 
hunger moon 
I give up snacking 
for lent 
 
 
Barbara Kaufmann 
 
  



 



 



 
 
bucket list— 
a theory full 
of holes 
 
a long blues night… 
picking his way 
through life 
 
 



shriveled fingers— 
the little boy wonders 
why fish aren’t raisins 
 
 
Mary Kendall 
http://apoetintime.com 
  
   

http://apoetintime.com/


night rain-- 
never too old 
for a lullaby 
 
puddles on red bricks 
my cracked feet 
fill with rain- 
 
 
Robyn  Cairns 
  



 
rolling thunder... 
tippy toeing past 
the sleeping dog 
 
smoke rings . . .  
when did I start  
counting the years 
 
 
Samar Ghose 
  



divorce final 
our son learning 
long division 
 
a hint of color 
through November fog 
remission 
 
report card day 
the bonsai 
a work in progress 
 
 
Steve Hodge 
  



 
fundamentalist 
coffee addict 
doesn’t believe in decaf 
 
ashtray in the rain 
the rising levels 
of addiction 
 
 
Elizabeth Alford 
Elizabeth Alford Facebook 
 

http://www.facebook.com/ElizabethAlfordPoetry


dark matter-- 
a new look 
at what I can't see 
 
scarecrow 
never more 
the family farm 
 
 
Jill Lange 
  



thunderstorm— 
our pillows strewn 
all over the floor 
 
as if his words 
were not sweet enough . . . 
cake layers 
 
new negligee 
he whispers another 
term of endearment 
 
 
Christine L. Villa 
blossomrain.blogpsot.com 
  

http://blossomrain.blogpsot.com/


zen poem… 
my phone screen 
goes blank 
 
sex museum 
the counter girl insists 
she's not part of deal 
 
baby boomer 
his dad drinks away 
the survivor's guilt 
 
asked what happiness is 
the guitar god says the name  
of his beer brand 
 
 
Roman Lyakhovetsky  
  



i try 
to forget about it 
mothers dementia  
 
lost 
in a summer daydream 
winter wind chill 
 
some day 
it will be my turn 
last cookie 
 

 
Mike Rehling 
‘Failed’ Editor 

editor@failedhaiku.com 
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