The Eulogy For A Chicken About To Die Haiku Blues
Springs seems closer, then

farther — a yo-yo's shadow 

on the ground, high noon.

Spring seems closer, then

farther — a yo-yo's shadow 

on the ground, high noon.

A full eclipse last

week; four of five chickens

killed by a raccoon.

A father and son,

dressed alike, stay even; one

walking slow, one fast.

A father and son,

dressed alike, stay even; one

walking slow, one fast.

The boy's pocket bul-

ges with a toy; palpable
breath extends, retracts.

The horses stand still,

facing the sun — the chicken's

warble, dove-coo light.

The horses stand still,

facing the sun — the chicken's 

warble, dove-coo light.

All the morning's born,

the morning's dead — the chicken

died sometime last night. 
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