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A Flight of Haiku 
(less intoxicating than a flight of tequila, but your liver will thank you…) 
 
 
Gone 
 
The dope made him dim. 
She caught him off guard again. 
Stash, money, girl – gone. 
 
 
Perpetual Passion 
 
Stakes split the hands 
Thorns pierce the brow 
In weakness, I crucify Him still 
 
 
Twirl 
 
Blue leisure suit twirls 
pink polka-dot gown. Dancing 
on air with Daddy. 
 
 
Moon Rising 
 
Moonrise: your voice closed 
my eyes and parted my lips. 
You taste like sunrise. 
 
 
 Mountains 
 
Old, dry and withered, 
mangled twigs. 
But oh – Grandma’s hands have moved mountains! 

 


