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The following represents the bulk of the haiku I've written 
to date, with a small selection of free verse and prose 
poetry at the end. Most were written in my twenties, an 
age naturally inclined to poetry. 

 In many ways, these are unpolished and unfinished. 
Although sometimes they are unnecessarily dramatic, there 
is no grand narrative or epics here. They are small 
fragments wedged in between the cracks of an otherwise 
uneventful life. 

 Publishing this is mainly for myself, to keep and 
have on my bookshelf. Of course, I hope it appeals to a 
broader audience. As a card-carrying Cancer born in the 
Year of the Dog, I love attention, so feel free to drop me a 
line at my blog. 

 This edition is available in electronic form from my 
blog. 

 All the folk I've known over the years have 
contributed, in some way, to this work. I thank all of you. 

 Jeff Wyonch 

 Toronto, 2010. 
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Haiku 
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Sensei, student, bo 

The morning wafts through the day 

Victories won hard 

 

 

 

Skeletons walking 

Bringing forth the dance of death 

The wheel of life turns 

 

 

 

The sheafs of paper 

Knowledge condensed in parchment 

Wrinkled by its weight 
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Waiting for insight 

The halls echo with learning 

We gain nothing new 

 

 

 

Rain, morning, woman, 

Diamond droplets drench her body 

Her son on the beach 

 

 

 

Music crashes through 

The beat, distortion, tempo 

A beast I worship 

 



 

8 

 

 

 

The park lost in night 

The runner pacing his fears  

Never losing them 

 

 

 

Feel the breeze tighten 

Waiting in the grass, quiet, 

For me to hasten 

 

 

 

Music escaping 

Notes glistening in the dew 

Summer surrounds me 
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She crosses her legs 

Morning train fills with people 

Her smoky eyes yawn 

 

 

 

The meadow in autumn 

Russet, sepia and tan; 

Petals like snowflakes 

 

 

 

I pad through the room 

Her breathing is beside me 

Quiet surrounds us 
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Oil slick rainbows 

Slanting like gold off old cars 

I can feel the warmth 

 

 

 

Summer in her voice 

I bend to her neck and inhale 

Book-dust perfume 

 

 

 

Waiting for insight 

The halls echo with learning 

We gain nothing new 
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The park lost in night 

The runner pacing his fears 

Never losing them 

 

 

 

Alcohol dreaming 

Hazy bottles, smoky bar, 

Spinning darkness blues 

 

 

 

Library at night 

The caretaker in the dark; 

He reads, dust gathers 

 



 

12 

 

 

 

Our lives will fan out 

Like origami paper 

Folded together 

 

 

 

Spinning in snowfall 

Breath streaming far and away; 

Laughter goes with it 

 

 

 

The dreams of summer  

Shimmer in the glare of ice 

A happy mirage 
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Let it snow outside 

I am here in your room now; 

The hearth warms us both. 

 

 

 

Bird songs fill the night 

With clamor until I move 

Away through the park 

 

 

 

She moves through the street 

Passing under a dead tree 

Which covers her eyes 
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Shadows of her legs 

Pass deftly under her dress; 

Walking through the leaves 

 

 

 

Leaves fall across her 

Breasts as she exhales gray smoke 

Into the cold breeze 

 

 

 

She stretches herself 

Out over the subway seats 

And yawns with boredom 
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She walks along the 

Edge of the fountain slowly; 

Her ankles are wet 

 

 

 

Staring at the skyscraper 

I realize for the first time 

I am a grounded man 

 

 

 

Watching the office girl stroll 

Through the park with cool sophistication 

She wants more than me 
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The cigarette burns me almost as much 

As this longing 

I have for you 

 

 

 

Now I know why they called them 

“Camels”; 

They sure taste like one 

 

 

 

I’ve lost all my discipline 

In these quiet moments 

Thinking of you 
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The man circles the pond 

Unaware of the leaves 

Dappling the water 

 

 

 

The blue smoke trails out 

And spreads a blanket 

Across the room 

 

 

 

Every night he waits quietly 

In the wrong spot 

For her to appear 
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He brushes the leaves away 

To make space 

For a small notebook 

 

 

 

They coax the cat 

with “meows” and treats 

who patiently ignores them 

 

 

 

Black beauty on the subway train 

Tired of men watching her 

She can’t conceal her body 
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The sound of yesterday’s rain 

Dripping from the branches 

On the road home 

 

 

 

Late night coffee 

Keeps me awake 

For poetry 

 

 

 

His hat’s on backwards 

And he doesn’t care 

So why should I? 
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God trips the light fantastic 

Sending drops of perspiration 

Down all over 

 

 

 

Large breasted woman 

Prowling the streets 

Proud as a peacock 

 

 

 

Glass jar 

Floating in the pond; 

Happy to be empty! 
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Listening to the fountain 

Eases the stillness 

Of my pen 

 

 

 

Watching the gypsy girl smile; 

For a moment 

She is a woman 

 

 

 

Cracks in the pavement 

Are unfamiliar to me; 

I look around…lost. 
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Blue sparks bouncing off 

My lit match in the window; 

The night train goes home 

 

 

 

Dishwater hands run 

Over an old paperback 

In the late evening 

 

 

 

Numbers in the dark 

Chanting their pure syllables 

They dance in our minds 
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I pad through the room 

Her breathing is beside me 

Quiet surrounds us 

 

 

 

She moved in his breath 

Like the shed skin of a snake 

Pregnant with meaning 

 

 

 

His sandalwood breath 

Tanned leather voice, gruff and true 

In the desert sky 

 



 

24 

 

 

 

The form of the book 

Leaves of golden ecstasy 

Melting in my mind 

 

 

 

Music escaping 

Notes glistening in the dew 

Summer surrounds me 

 

 

 

Hildegard Bingen 

Walking among reeds at the shore 

Your silent prayer…still 
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Words fall from the page 

Mix with words sung at vespers 

 Dusk falls on paper 

 

 

 

Library at night 

The caretaker in the dark; 

He reads, dust gathers 

 

 

 

Midnight Picture show 

Weave shapes that come and go 

Like Magic Shadows 
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She pours some coffee 

Details dwelling in her mind; 

How hard to leave him 

 

 

 

The hour is late, 

The light flickers on and off; 

I wish you were here 

 

 

 

Catgut whispering 

On the last rays of sunshine 

The breeze stops to hear 
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She crosses her legs 

Morning train fills with people  

Her smoky eyes yawn 

 

 

 

Skeletons walking 

Bringing forth the dance of death 

The wheel of life turns 

 

 

 

The leaves of paper 

Knowledge condensed in parchment 

Wrinkled by its weight 
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Waiting for insight 

The halls echo with learning 

We gain nothing new 

 

 

 

Rain, morning, woman, 

Diamond droplets drench her body 

Her son on the beach 

 

 

 

Music crashes through 

The notes, distortion, tempo 

A beast I worship 
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The park lost in night 

The runner pacing his fears 

Never losing them 

 

 

 

The meadow in fall  

Orange, yellow, brown and red,  

Petals like snowflakes 

 

 

 

The haiku I wished  

To write has faded away; 

The morning haze lifts. 
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Summer has come late 

In the season once again; 

The grass grows darker. 

 

 

 

My window is darker; 

The moon rises silently 

Over the city 

 

 

 

Jazz is all we know, 

Hearing the musician play 

In our distant rooms 
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I hear you’re doing  

OK, out in the country; 

Can’t complain ‘bout that 

 

 

 

The ground shakes slightly 

As the train passes under me; 

Are you on it? 

 

 

 

Can you hear me now? 

Over the passing cars? 

Do you want to? Can you? 
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This ground feels strange and 

New after this long absence; 

Love, where are you now? 

 

 

 

This music filters 

Through the haze and alcohol 

Into the evening 

 

 

 

Quiet now this night, 

As the shadows move slowly 

Across her bedroom 
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Her laugh fills the air 

Of the nightclub with a mirth 

Solely hers alone 

 

 

 

The sax plays softly 

Against the plaintive singer; 

Syncopated beat 

 

 

 

Guitar plunges in 

As the harvest moon rises; 

Crickets hesitate 
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He takes a slow drag 

As the night gathers itself; 

He watches her dance 

 

 

 

The stubble grows hard 

On his chin in the twilight 

The shadows lengthen 

 

 

 

The breath of water 

carries salt inward to me; 

I inhale deeply 
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Ashes burning throat 

my shallow voice feebly lost 

I'm learning silence 

 

 

 

Beautiful woman 

whoever you lay down with 

in comfort is blessed 

 

 

 

A woman bending 

picking cherries at the grocers, 

her hands stained red 
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The jogger pauses 

stretching her legs on the fence, 

sweat slides down her cheek 

 

 

 

The tower rises 

Hazy day begins with calm 

Slowly she wakens 

 

 

 

The washer shakes and 

rattles in the dry basement; 

she hears the music 
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She folds the washing 

carefully in the morning; 

aware he's washing 

 

 

 

video games light 

up his room in the evening 

the birds sing along 

 

 

 

In his dying breath 

he calls her name to the stars; 

they listen sadly 
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The package wrinkles 

under his clumsy fingers; 

he pulls out a smoke 

 

 

 

mild cigarettes 

were never quite his style; 

strong like the women 

 

 

 

Organization 

like that can never really 

suit the dreamers so 
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The leaf burns slightly 

as the cigarette plummets 

to the hot sidewalk 

 

 

 

The bench is rough now 

against his back as he sits; 

a fly on his hand 

 

 

 

She sings the morning 

against the tenement side; 

barefoot on pavement 
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The silence speaks now 

to him in his apartment 

about many things 

 

 

 

electric wire 

taped to the wall in his room; 

painted many times 

 

 

 

the heat from the drink 

makes its way to my stomach 

slowly, seems to me 

 



 

   41 

 

 

 

The ravine echoes 

with rainfall, splashing, laughter; 

an ambulance wails 

 

 

 

the cursor flashes 

fitfully on the white screen; 

the letters appear 

 

 

 

dust motes chasing each 

other across the office; 

landing on my screen 
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the photo's edges 

curl in the morning sunlight; 

I touch the corner 

 

 

 

typing roughly now 

the keyboard sounds loud in the 

quiet cubicle 

 

 

 

loud creaking bedpost 

in the middle of the night 

interrupting sleep 
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the train in the rain 

travels past my closed window, 

stirring me from sleep 

 

 

 

The cool evening blue 

recedes in the summer sky. 

A single raindrop! 

 

 

 

A barking dog plays 

at the feet of a woman, 

busy with laughter 
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The radio plays 

the song of our first loving 

at our last farewell 

 

 

 

the busker plays long 

into the summer evening 

spare change in his hat 

 

 

 

idle night fades 

in sleepy wakefulness; 

a truck goes by 
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butts in the ashtray 

pile up 

in this waking hour 

 

 

 

the cars pass 

in the evening 

the tides recede 

 

 

 

he's all out of smokes 

and it's all he can do to 

keep his need in check 
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heartfelt on wind blowing 

a sax mourns 

 

 

 

heavy in the air 

the drunk bee 

wavers and stumbles 

 

 

 

the truck moves in distant neon 

zephyr sound arcing away into a 

radiator's hiss 
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feeling the balcony dust 

dig into my toes 

 

 

 

The car's engine starts 

outside my balcony 

 

 

 

The construction signs stacked neatly 

on the concrete island 
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a pen in hand 

does not equal poetry 

 

 

 

the laughing raccoon falls out of his tree 

after I fart 

 

 

 

chalk-stained shirt 

eight ball corner pocket 
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smoke curls around 

the waiting-room lamp 

 

 

 

gaslight puts the hard shadow 

between pen and paper 

 

 

 

trees in this park 

muffle an ambulance wail 
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wet grass at my feet 

a dog barks 

 

 

 

red hazed moon 

dancing in the trees 
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Poems 
and 

 Fragments 



 

52 

Swaying, lips held at the  

Microphone. Rocking 

Back and forth on his heels, 

As if casually making love. 

 

The applause falls like sheets of rain. 

 

Beaded, swaying, 

Corded, drifting, 

Taut, heedless, 

 

Talking to a front-row centre 

Memory of a woman who follows 

His career with great 

Interest. 

~March 27/94. 
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The Blues 

���������� �	�� ��
������	� �� ������ �	������ �� �
���� �����
hotel lobby. He listens to the glassy eyes and the trembling 
walls. He watches his breath curl away. The elevator music 
plays all night. 

~10/20/93. 

 

 

 

She Moved 

��e moved inside his breath like the shed skin of a rattler; 
pregnant with probable causes. 

~11/07/93. 

 

 

 

All This... 

��� ��������� 	��������� ���� ���� ���� ����� ����� ����	��� ��� ���
standing in the backwash of the stage lights, when he 
realizes, this has all been said before. His heart stutters to a 
third-rate drummer playing in a fourth-rate band in a dive, 
and his wits struggle with the cheap gin and his pen is 
poised to strike, but instead darts furtively to the margin 
and the curve of her breast that he can’t ignore, and all this 
has been said before. 

~March 27/94. 
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I was painting a self-portrait 

For my valentine. 

I asked her, 

Would you prefer it  

If I highlighted my face?  

 

She dwelled on me, 

Then chuckled, 

And said, 

 

Men. No. 

I would prefer it 

If you were  

Dark.  

~1994 
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Walking Home 

�������������	���
�� 

Off the old cars, 

And the city perspires 

Oil slick rainbows; 

Even in my age, 

My tiredness, 

My Brokenness, 

I can feel the warmth, 

The molten cups of amber 

From the children, 

The Cosmos’ children. 

~Toronto, 10/25/93. 
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RIOT MUSIC 

To breathe a scent of nostalgia in an 

         over crowded world, 

         one must ritualize. 

 

Death seep in, innocuous, sublime, claiming victory, 

         voiding your life, voiding your friends, voiding grey, 

         death sends clarity, visions, euphoria. 

 

You are only left with style, with stilted grace, 

         with a suicide that is painless, the suicide of 

         staying alive. 

 

Meaning only revealing itself in gnarled hands, 

         outraged fists, velvet breasts, soft hair, 

         rushing in waves, carving cliff face, 

         melding space, 

         fusing time. 

 

Meaning is hot flash orgasm, ice gut fear, knotted 

         intestinal agony, the tides of searing revelation 

         in pounding temples. 

 

The only reality in pain, until numbed in suffering, 

         the ritual begins. 

~May, 1992. 
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He’s got sweet Buddha belly, 

enriched fiber diet 

cigs, daddy-o, butts galore 

he can’t sit but thinking of you 

pensive and brooding 

Andromeda sky in his eye 

women in shirts, girls in skirts 

on his mind, all the time 

fool to please, hard to squeeze 

wowsers at sunset-baked day 

yowl for howl, deep in hare-brained thought 

why in this life of strife 

come to blows for boys 

and trains on methane 

comics, daddy-o, the art of mind 

chalkboard drizzle in Fairway 

mantra of women never wanting 

the drum days of streetcar going by 

I sigh 

listing and lazy 

blow on flesh whisper on canvas 

hands to lips what I said 

blitzed on chips, sugar and caffeine 

nico-teen? maybe older. 

prosody of word made flesh by hip dullard 

where does it go 

cotton over leather, no style for comfort 

ending in hymn of world beat all 

 mixed together 



 

58 

In the middle of the comedy the leading man bends over 
the leading lady, gently touching her cheek with a 
melancholy finger, and with a slight tightening of the eye 
(that is not of the characters invention), freezes the 
moment for me; and as he makes all the fools huddled in 
greasy gaslight round me erupt in laughter, I choose not to 
laugh. 

 

 

 

In the middle of the comedy the leading man bends over 
the leading lady, gently touching her cheek, and with a 
slight tightening of the eye (that is not of the characters 
invention), freezes the moment for me. 

 Everyone else laughs. 

 They missed it. 
 



 

   59 

Sweater 

�����������	��
����	��������������	��	����get but then 
you feel his arms wrap around you like an old sweater you 
used to like wearing at night. 

~10/25/93 

 

 

Have you ever finished a poem too quickly and then 
started another too fast on its abrupt heels then stopped to 
write this down in the lengthening confusion between 
stanzas, lines, rhymes? 

~March 27/94. 

 

 

�������� 

����	�������
�����������	������������	������	��������������
page. The margin veers up. The pen cartwheels away. 

~December 1997 
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14 syllables to contain a thought so small it keeps 

�

Wrapped up in a blanket, with mug and an old book; that’s 
all. 

 

Old summer smells carried across winter by a young 
breeze. 

 

The paper folds back, sheet after sheet; anticipation. 

 

Veins inside a leaf, fanning outwards like a peacock’s tail. 

 

The sound of rain pours out over my mind in drops of 
grey. 

 

The glow of shadows sends dancing sparks over glass and 
stone. 

 

She holds the pen, uncertain, to her lips, a moment lost. 
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She likes my shirt 

French flags painted on her cheeks, 

cherry red, vanilla white, berry blue, 

black hair, black shirt, black jeans, black nails, 

frilled in black, 

her cheeks the only splash of colour 

other than her smile. 

She laughed when she said she liked my shirt 

but even that was black. 

Later I sat down and ordered a coffee. 

"Milk, sugar?" the waiter asked. 

"Black", I said. 

"Black".  
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Do you believe? 

��� ���� �����	�� �
� ������ ���� ������ ��
��
� ���
� ����
overturned oak, brushing her hair to fly at odds with 
nimble step. 

 Hew shirt flew and spun, playing hide and seek with 
trees. She pirouetted around the knots in the wood. 
Occasionally an oak chip would come loose, launched into 
the sky. 

 Do you believe in hope, she said. Do you believe in 
fantasy? Breathless now, in her dancing. 

 Do you believe in dragons that read T. S. Eliot? Do 
you believe in gumdrops? Do you believe in haunted 
woods? In witches leaving great trails of mischief sweeping 
out past their brooms? In death that traipses after you? In 
green fairies whooping it up? In the light that plays across 
your eyes? In stones that offer precise refutations to your 
arguments? In the dissensions of rainbows? In lesser gods 
that dress up for the evening? In the flames that run flimsy 
across your hands when you brush her face? In secret 
knowledge that passes unnoticed in autumn breezes? In 
notes rising pristine over the bar? In jasmine? In magicians 
of the senses? 

 Do you believe in your funny bone? In abra cadabra 
and foofy and supercalifragilousexpialidocious? In the 
lightning arc that runs across a book when opened? In 
muggy dream tides that drift you back and forth between 
places and phantasms? In a purple ogre that only eats 
twinkies and only when it rains? In the sad dune line that 
paints grains of distance across your horizon? In a wish 
bone compass? In the freshness of clutter? In potions of 
love that make you jittery and tiptoe through the rain with 
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���������� ���� 	
�	������ 	��������� ��� ������� 
�� ���
�

gleeful murmurings and an umbrella of rose petals on your 
tongue? 

 She came to the edge of the log. She put her hands 
on her hips, twisted around on one foot, and hop scotched 
her way back over to where I was studying. 

 She pushed her face forward, and stuck out her 
tongue at me. 

� ������I���� 
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Do you remember? 
Do you remember his face? Do you remember the curls 
you always had to brush from his eyes? Do you remember 
the notepad he always wrote in? The one that made him 
feel like Jim Morrison? Do you remember his tongue on 
your wounded knee? Does your blood still taste like copper 
strawberries? 
 Do you remember cheeks pressed together in the 
snow? Do you remember when you didn't want to go 
upstairs? Do you remember the city whispering from the 
fire escape? Do you remember the bathroom's peculiar 
echo? Do you remember the stained glass window? Do you 
remember our shared interest? Do you remember the 
maternal instinct? 
 Do you remember the tantrums? Do you remember 
the grand experiment? Do you remember the subscriptions, 
the meetings, the clandestine attempt? Do you remember 
the empty phone static? Do you remember midnight, 
muffled against old bedsheets? Waking to a metronome of 
pulse and scent? 
 Do you remember that old time rock and roll? Do 
you remember his fingers snaking around imaginary 
chords, lips pursed in blue? Sudden insight splashing from 
a drunk chord? Colliding mouths under speckled dance hall 
lights? 
 Do you remember the stalking universe, crouched 
against our door? Do you remember incantations, 
recitations, enunciations? Do you remember the leather of 
his mouth, the tan of his voice? His words scented with 
sawdust, sentences parched dry by dust? 
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 Do you remember the infernal teasing? Just before 
pleasing? Do you remember the baubles? The talismans? 
The roll of the dice? Do you remember the perfect 
moment? Do you remember crushed velvet? 
 Do you remember? 
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����������	
� 

����������	
����ts my lips. 

The others fall to one side, 

Then the other. 

What Luck! 
 


