his shirts 
in a line -- 
the urge to hug
sweet grapes
the conversation passes
between friends
                         - Hilary Tann, Union College

old passport

the tug

of my father’s smile

- Yu Chang, Sch’dy, NY

Friday evening

the chip shop counter

worn by small change 
winter sickness 

my daughter tucks me in

for the first time
.......... Matt Morden, Wales
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haiku poets often create a 

collection of poems in honor 

of a deceased friend.

this haiku collection has been
created to celebrate the 

life of Arthur Allen Polachek,

who died on May 23, 2007, and 

who is much loved, admired and 

missed by generations of friends

in the Stockade neighborhood, in 

Schenectady, New York.
compiled by 

David Giacalone,
Schenectady, NY

                          July 4, 2007
You can find this collection online at

http://blogs.law.harvard.edu/ethicalesq/files/2007/07/artpolachekcelebration.doc 
the poems in this collection have 
appeared at David Giacalone ’s weblog, f/k/a,
http://blogs.law.harvard.edu/ethicalesq/, 
where you will find haiku and similar poetry by 

some of the very best English-language haiku
poets, as well as david’s alter ego, dagosan. 
Many thanks to all  the poets who have 

allowed their work to be posted at f/k/a.

copyrights retained by the respective poets.
a July 4th haiku  celebration in memory of
  ARTHUR A. POLACHEK              
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          (July 4, 2007)
day done, doors locked
the greengrocer

samples an orange

            ………………. by ed markowski
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  haiku and senryu by various   authors; all right reserved. 
 

sharp May wind - 

a too-warm coat

suddenly too thin
Spring arrives --

peeps melting 

in the market window

old dog and master

jostling

for the tiny spot of shade

 

that little grunt
dad always made--
putting on my socks         

across from the Indian

two cowboys with guns

and popsicles     
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 - David Giacalone, Schdy NY     

 
the nail sinking in–

my father’s hammer

in my hand

more darkness

more fireflies–

more darkness than fireflies

· Gary Hotham, AE
this summer night---
she lets the firefly glow
through the cage of her fingers
long after  [image: image5.jpg]



the fireworks

        a shooting star

· George Swede, Toronto, Canada
you squeeze my hand . . .

how still the sky

after fireworks 

· Michael Dylan Welch, Washington, USA
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small talk

at the end of a long day

fireflies

  the grounds keeper

  leans on his gravestone -

  Father's Day

   - Ed Markowski, Michigan, USA
fireworks

I close my eyes

for a second look

  night train

  the fireworks

  you missed

  - John Stevenson, Nassau, NY
frozen river - 

snow hides 

the elm's reflection
                                                - david giacalone







