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john tiong chunghoo(Jan 21,1960)

Thank you for visiting this page. John is known more as a haiku poet though he
is as passionate in writing other forms of poetry and equally good at them. His
poems have been used by universities, colleges and schools in various parts of
the world. Some have also been used for the internationally recognised GCE and
the American International Baccalaureate Diploma examinations.

John has been published by the Oxford University Press, Oxford University
Campus Poetry Magazines, Marshall Cavendish Education Singapore, Yomiuri
Shinbun, Mainichi Shinbun, Asahi Shinbun, World Haiku Review, the Times of
India and many other online magazines and journals.

The universities that have used John's poems for various arts and english
programs/modules/courses include the University of Chicago, University of
Southern California, University of Virginia, University at Buffalo, University of
Texas, San Diego State University, Padang State University Indonesia, the
Makerere University which is the the oldest university in Uganda, Batangas State
University in the Philippines etc.

John's poems have also been used in Christian newsletter/journal/sermon in the
United States and Canada.

You can take work here to use as course material, examination purposes, include
in your city's newspapers, campus magazines, poetry magazines, personal blogs
or read them on radio, television, poetry workshop and poetry slam but please
credit any work used.

I have written many many poems including the real bad ones but without having
written the bad ones, i wouldn't have arrived at the good ones.

HAPPY READING EVERYBODY! !'!
signature poems -

young women, old women

in their heart

despite the years
the yearning to be beautiful



young women, old women

they look at each other

one with envy

the other with fear and contempt of the wrinkles, old age

young women, old women
they look into each other
one for a mother

the other for a daughter

Dreams

hold on to your dream

it sweetens all your nights

brightens up your days

because dream is a compass

that shows only one aspired direction -
success, success and more success

Ulek Mayang

TO UNDERSTAND BETTER THE POEM PLEASE WATCH AND READ THE
FOLLOWING:

https: //www.youtube.com/watch? v=IzRuFOwaUxO0, https:
//en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ulek_mayang

seven leaves
swept asunder in
a tumultuous
and roaring wave

a sea of longing
is played, replayed
this emptiness of night

the moon and sea are
a pair of star crossed lovers
in a futile grasp of reality

they hold onto the flickers
of thoughts in each other's
bosom; an unrequited

love swept in a luminuous



tide of make-believe - -

the moon reposes in a sea

of hope, the sea lets its fate

be guided by the light - - it holds
onto the tail of the moon in

a dance of grief that has

for so long crossed their way

the leaves grovel in

a churning wheel of fate
under the gentle glow of lace
spun by the moon

they are taken out to sea

again and again in a ferocious tide

that whispers, whistles, sighs and roars
to broadcast a destiny

torn and swept in separate ways - -
never to be seen again

john tiong chunghoo
Reading Pleasure

words take up the space

in the quiet of his mind

images sprout like whispers

a heart is stirred like the

rustle of bamboo leaves

in a garden of solitude

the writer is a world away

as we walk the lanes of

reality and dream admiring the
flowers and fruits of knowledge
taking the curves of alphabets

GARDEN OF EDEN -
what is this body

but the Garden of Eden
and the senses, God's apples



enjoy all, except the tree
of knowledge and death
dont be the master of
things beyond you

dont eat that apple

this body is not yours
Listen listen

let's the spirit run
without doubting its sustenance
there...is eternal life
there is the tree of life
there is....the Almighty

STOPPING BY THE WOODS ON A SNOWY EVENING

a squirrel runs across

frosty evening on a plain

of white carrying a cosy

warmth i would love to have

light greyish coat impeecably
patched and stitched for the season

time runs across space
mindless as a clock which
has forgotten to crawl

everywhere the trees

gently whisper sweet nothings
and cavort away the evening
baring skeletons and bones

to the heavens to swear their love

snow falls like mannas

onto a million stretched hands
that grovel to receive every
trace of divine providence

breathless, breathless

the white glides and bounces
in an evening that holds onto
everything like forgotten time



snow falls like mannas

onto a million stretched hands
that grovel to receive every
trace of divine providence

breathless, breathless

the white glides and bounces
in an evening that holds onto
everything like forgotten time
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Conscience

conscience
the path to heaven is
lighted by it

on the road you
meet angels, snakes
scorpions and demons

the dimmer it gets
the harder it is to find
your way there

conscience is the lamp
you show at the
Gate of heaven

the fully lit ones
with rainbow cheer up

the house of God
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Nature Is
painting Me
--- Inside Out

our art is what nature
wishes us to paint

we are what nature
himself wishes to paint

to make sure each stroke
speaks of his well
intentioned endeavours

taking us through
the rough and tumble
world of his master plan

the colours of the gamut
of emotions -- joy, pain
sweetness are spread
over religiously

over each day

sweet yellow
youthful green

a depressed grey
dangerous red

and a calm blue sea

they all represent

so much of ourselves
and the colours

of the inner landscape
we carry between
each beat of the heart,
each stirring

stroke of the brush

to get the image nature



aims for -- the swift
cheerful and sad
burrowed lines,

light and youthful smiles,
solemn dashes

of depression,

heart rending

flow of tears,

infectious laughter,

--- colours that

speak of nothing

but the depth and layers
of our the experiences
nature wishes us

to go through as he gets
the best part of us out
on his live canvas

we are doubtless his
best depiction

of us as he works us
through each day

dont complain of
the diffucult times --
dont complain

think of the final

art piece that is

the best of you

from there is born
the intensity and profundity
of our own art

the art of twin experiences
painted religiously with --

or without the hands
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Nature Poem:
nature Throws To Me A Body

i inherit a piece
of nature -- this body to
chart nature

nature dissecting itself
through the
human mind

creating time
and space to realise
the truth of itself

nature ---- throwing me
a body for self
realisation/enlightenment

this mind
large as the universe
and more

the focus --- a body
with a choice

of peace and war (delusion)

john tiong chunghoo



Nature's
hand

nature has an unseen
hand that helps play out
its script for the universe

the director in the
dramatic lanes

of the conscious snd
the sub-conscious

so much of his antics
sadist and masochistic
rings are strewn

sometimes it gets a car
to knock somebody down

sometimes it helps someone
write that number to win
a million in the lottery chase

sometimes it ties up two
hearts to create that
sweet love story echoing
down the aisle

also casts that sadist hue
to get a black widow

to chew up its lover

after a hot estactic outing
between tangled legs

and sometimes to dress up
an old palm tree like this
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As The Wind Blows

as the wind blows
the rain beats down
the nose picks

up scents that

give way to little
sweet inklings of
yesteryears

the person could'nt
really remember
the flitting joy

of being there

and not there

the flitting joy

in the coruscating
flight between

the sparkles

of diamonds
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A Footballer

In a movie
one is cast
in a role like
a footballer

to kick the ball
to lose or win
as scripted

in real life one
is cast

in a role like
a footballer

to kick the ball
as one wishes
to lose or win

one is fighting
to look like
a real hero

the other is
fighting to be
a real hero

one is fighting
a battle to be
like the other

the other is
fighting a battle
with himself

to be the best
of himself

one is acting real
the other just to
be a real hero



they are fighting
different wars
to show the best
of themselves

like a footballer
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Poem On Japanese Society: Midnight Train

Tokyo, the last Sobu train

midnight tokyo sobu train

the obese pumpkin shaped mama

speaks a chilly tale in the

disturbing winter quiet

her thick mascaras unmask her age

in a funny way, cartoonish and sad

they feel like putting red lipstick on the backside of a baboon
her wrinkles work lines on her thick pallid makeup

age builds up pressure in the female kind like steam trains -
they chug, run to their destinations shrilling and wailing
leaving behind dreams billowing in

a column of diminishing smoke

the years are locked in the

ounce of accessories

on her face, on her white

velvety dress and her thinning hair behind a rigid thick wig

that sends out the message that she would stand

on her own - even when life has been this tough like this deceiving crown of
fake-dom

she looks for the yen with its cranes where every zero

is an extra asset to carry home

the large turquoise ring on her finger seems to be the only comforts exuding
from her forlorn personae echoing in the spacious

last train of the day

she looks here, there, empty minded, tired and blue in spirit;

all these nights of

entertaining middle age men talking sweet nothing to

cheer up their monotonous existence

she smiles to herself that she could do this this well - dont these men know she
is as hardout as they are? desiring for a space of her own to breathe for love?

the electric train is painfully
familiar now; it is always running to a destination - like her
the only difference is hers is forever illusive as chasing rainbow



John Tiong Chunghoo
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Poem On Japanese Society:
the Midnight Train

Tokyo, the last Sobu train

midnight tokyo sobu train

the obese pumpkin shaped mama

speaks a chilly tale in the

disturbing winter quiet

her thick mascaras unmask her age

in a funny way, cartoonish and sad

they feel like putting red lipstick on the backside of a baboon
her wrinkles work lines on her thick pallid makeup

age builds up pressure in the female kind like steam trains -
they chug, run to their destinations shrilling and wailing
leaving behind dreams billowing in

a column of diminishing smoke

the years are locked in the

ounce of accessories

on her face, on her white

velvety dress and her thinning hair behind a rigid thick wig

that sends out the message that she would stand

on her own - even when life has been this tough like this deceiving crown of
fake-dom

she looks for the yen with its cranes where every zero

is an extra asset to carry home

the large turquoise ring on her finger seems to be the only comforts exuding
from her forlorn personae echoing in the spacious

last train of the day

she looks here, there, empty minded, tired and blue in spirit;

all these nights of

entertaining middle age men talking sweet nothing to

cheer up their monotonous existence

she smiles to herself that she could do this this well - dont these men know she
is as hardout as they are? desiring for a space of her own to breathe for love?

the electric train is painfully



familiar now; it is always running to a destination - like her
the only difference is hers is forever illusive as chasing rainbow

John Tiong Chunghoo
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Moon Shine

moon -- how much of
earth and us taken
by your moods?

moon child
bearing tide and waves
of lunar shine

your smile
my smile

our smile
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Queen Elizabeth Ii Demise Haiku

the Queen's breath
Our bated
Breath
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Good Morning
everyone

morning

afternoon and

evening are divine gifts
they are delicious
cakes, the more

you say they are good
the more you feel

their goodness

going into your mind

as each day comes
with its own moon like
phased blessings --
the Sun arching

over the heavens--
you become the
blessings and emblems
of the divine presents
--- always imbibing
the sacred quality

of each phase

of the nuanced day ---
morning, noon and night.

You carry the aura and
essence of each

part of the day -- the more
you cheer up yourself and
others with a good
morning or afternoon

or night the more
awakened and refreshed
your mind becomes.

You become the goodness
of it all, the goodness and
essence of the day! !



john tiong chunghoo



God's Language --
nature

The almighty
Speaks to us
Through nature
Cos it's an

All powerful
Language
Packed with
Real images
Real puzzles
Real 10Ds

Real scores
Real figures

To teach

To illustrate

To test

To experiment
And which
Doubles up

As a cane
when one refuses
To use one's brain
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Chinese Calligraphy:

Chinese calligraphy:
i hear wolf howl
goat bleat

deer grunt

and cock crow

in the forest of words
flowing from

the grace of brushes
melding

the romantic

noble sacrifices

of animals

with

scholars'

wild and

over the top
ambition

diligence
intelligence

and

fantasy
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Waking Up
from Death

death - we go on
into another dream
another place

till we are only bone
glowing in
white magic

living out tales
of all imaginable magnitude
big and small

a cat, a mouse, a murderer
an angel, a lady boy
an Arab, a king, beggar

real life characters
floating in realms and rims
of dreams

on and on
a succession of dreams
we call death

a deception
behind rows of petals
of deception

somebody's
superintelligent
games?

death - a renewal
a new beginning

a waking up

so that one day



we can tell stories about
ourselves to oneself

about how
nature is obssessed
with life

and spin real life tales
blood, sweat, tears and all

at its fingertips
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Haiku 2021
first Snow

first snow --- looking into/
the mirror for a better time/a geisha
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What If Creation Is A Game

What if creation is a game

And we each takes turn to be

Animal; a cat, a dog, a bird, accroc, snake,lion, centipide, millipide
Two legged, four legged, six legs, eight legs, a hundred legs

We slither, we swim, we jump, we fly, we hop, we gambol, gallop, we crawl, we
prance, we leap, we glide, we slide and somersault all in
The name of a game

What if creation is a game and

We each takes turn to be animal

Filling the world with our songs

In the sea, in the river, on the mountain, in the forest, jungle path, in the sky,
and clouds

We croak, we crow, we bark, we quack, we growl, we howl, we talk we meow,
we bleat, we bay, we moo, we oink,we screech, and we
twit

What if creation is a game
And we take turn to be every creature feeding and eating
each other up

What if creation is a game
And we each take turn

To be animal...
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After Enlightenment -The Stillborn

on our back
nature plays out
the music of life

last life, this life, next life,
next next life
marching us on

we sing, we bleed,

we cry, we cruise,

we fight, we fly, we flee
twirl, slip and we fall,
die over and over again

we pick ourselves up
to swirl along

the groove where
it / nature loosens,
sprinkles magic with
a wand for fairness

we enter and exit
with what we carry
in our hearts

intentions of deeds
could light up heaven's path
or fan the flame of sufferance

every inch is scoured
with a flair for
what is fair

happiness and rewards
spring from there
what you think

you become

- on nature's
juggernaut terms



to the kind hearted
their graces blossom

in everybody's garden
roses, camelia, tulips -
all the heaven's flowers

to the not so gracious

or generous, nature draws

out their existence so they survive

as common, staid or dull blossoms
plants at the edge of the roads

and to the woman who bears

nothing but vengeance

towards her wrong doers

even cursing one to have

a stillborn for her first child

nature minces no word

and speaks right to her core
&quot;Alright alright next life she will be
your mother and you - - her stillborn."
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Nature Walks

everything is tuned

up and assigned by nature
even the cockroach you bump
into in the bathroom

it talks if you care to listen
tune into your universal ear -
heart and soul

its goal? - live on - and it

will be revealed to you -

with the glitters of stars

and glares of the sun

the moon translates its secrets

john tiong chunghoo



Remember......Remember

remember...

the spring buds inched
profusely on the whole tree
and now they inch

through the memory

to take the soul to

a different height

a great time machine

that brings back the scent
the warmth and the love
the garden breathes delight,
tender rapture and joy

remember....

the dizzying summer songs

on Taipei street

the cicadas' infatuation with

the the city uninhibited

a few weeks each year

to swear their love to each other
before everything is committed
to memory, taken by the trees
and earth, as the sun promises
to bring them back next year

if you care to come back

to the city for another session
of passionate steamy love songs

remember....

the autumn rain and the persimmons
10 for only a dollar

when everything began to slow down
while nature offered its sweet fruits
for us to rest with pleasure

the poets penned a thousand things
of their heart as the trees turned
yellow, red, brown before
performing their last dance

in the winds for our pleasure



remember...

when everything turned so cold
we had to bundle ourselves up
with a thick warmth

even then the thirst of love

laid naked through the eyes

as bare as the white of snow
that swirls to take us off our feet
two conduits of emotions

no season could take away
spring, summer, autumn or winter
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Jenny Joseph The Haiku Poet With Her Warning

warning

putting the nerves into
the unnerving
golden years (john's lines)

warning -
do you want to be:

striking the remaining years
with a stick
along the public railing?

pressing the alarm bells
too late
in life?

an old woman
in purple with a red hat
which doesn't go?

spending pension
on brandy
and summer gloves?

and buttering a lie
you have not even money
for butter?

spending the retiring years
on pavement gobbling up
samples in shops?

perhaps memories of
youth will rain to comfort

the heart

like:



wearing slippers in
the rain to pick flowers
in neighbors' gardens

learning to spit
and wear terrible shirts
growing more fat

eating three pounds
of sausages
atago

surviving on
only bread and pickle
for a week

hoarding pens and pencils
and beermats and things
in boxes

reality sets in now
to set a good example
for the children

to not swear in the street
clothes, rent, friends,
dinners and papers are prerequisites

a tall order - it's time
to practise
for the golden years

so people won't be
too shocked seeing an old woman

wearing purple
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William Wordsworth The Haiku Poet - Lonely As A
Cloud

the bliss of solitude
my heart with pleasure
dances with daffodils

lonely like a cloud
i float
o'er vales and hills

a crowd, a host of
golden daffodils fluttering
dancing in the breeze

the stars
on the milky way stretch
in @ never-ending line

along the margin of a bay
ten thousand tossing their heads
in a sprightly dance

the waves beside them dance
outdoing the sparkling waves
in glee

in jocund company
I gaze -
and gaze

thinking little
of the wealth
of the show

on my couch
they flash upon
that inward eye



the bliss of solitude
my heart with pleasure
dances with daffodils
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Poem About Poetry - Poetry The Blood Of My Soul

poetry
the blood
of my soul

john tiong chunghoo



Save The Trees, Save Ourselves

the trees that grow to a wise old

age are full of compassion and health and serve

as a doctor -live near them -and soon

they'll send healing elements by day and

by night through the air -hug one every day and

it will begin to heal you - - knowing how far your body has gone
astray from its natural path- - concocting out of its

own constituents - elixir to help your body heal the natural way,
draining it of poisons and pollutants that have gotten into it

by air or water or food - the trees and the man

are mutual saviours - extensions of each other-

one can't live without the other -they evolve to

help each other come to life -spicing each other up

in ways only they know how
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Dying - I Heard A Fly Buzz- Dying Is The Bliss

i will do it a million times

coming back just to get a feel of

the last seconds of death -

the bliss, the joy, the giving up

of the seconds and the minutes

and be unframed - the total freedom of existence -
waiting for the day when they can charge you a fee
just to have a fling with death, take you into it till

you get to its sacred sanctuary, its hidden unspoken luxury
then let go to take you back again for drudgery
leaving death like the slippers at the door forever
accommodating and spacious enough to transport you
leisurely into places of your imagination

john tiong chunghoo



Forever Is Composed Of Nows - A Second Is The
Same As A Million Years

a room in all white

or a cave carved out of nothing

can be a sacred thing -

they can let you be forever -

here a second can be a million years
when you set your clock the other way
the needles chasing away the seconds,
the minutes, and the years

while you remain untimed; eyes closed
like the cosmos in its gleaming darkness
and glittering bliss, like a buddha
husking the nuts of enlightenment

to chew on the wealth of nothingness -
void in the mind, void in the thought,
void in existence -there is nothing to
measure the space of thought - -

you are forever the world revolves

the needles of the clock

run around you -chasing away

the minutes, the seconds

framing you up as forever -

when you can close and open your eyes
and say it's a second, it's a million years
it's a trillion years -there is

no gap between them

rewritten from

a room in all white

or a cave carved out of nothing

can be a sacred thing -

they can let you be forever -

here a second can be a million years
where you set your clock the other way
the needles chasing away the seconds,
the minutes, and the years



while you remain untimed; eyes closed
like the cosmos in its gleaming darkness
and glittering bliss, like a buddha
husking the nuts of enlightenment

to chew on the wealth of nothingness -
void in the mind, void in the thought,
void in existence -there is nothing to
measure the space of thought - -

you are forever the world revolves

the needles of the clock

run around you -chasing away

the minutes, the seconds

framing you up as 'forever' -

you can close and open your eyes
anytime and say it's a second, it's a million years
it's a trillion years -there is

no gap between them
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The Road Not Taken

you walked away taking your race with you
and we walked away taking our people with us
the decades that we walked became

the bridge to see wisdom of the choice

our buildings and streets gleam bright as
the smiles of our people, nation

we have not only thrived but have

become a model for the world for

progress and clean government

our dreams have turned into reality

there is nothing more gratifying

than walking together as a nation

that all hands have built without anyone
having to pour, serve or taste bitter tea
we are proud we can build a nation on

this ground of mutual well being

that's why we celebrate the pride

of our lion choice

we have thrived by putting

the nation's dreams first - they spread out
like the victorious mane of a lion

sang nila utama's lion, ever so mysterious
and powerful

written by Rick, a Singaporean friend
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Supermoon Haiku - The Bride

supermoon - the bride
cheers us up basking
in the love of her mate

supermoon - the bride
cheers us up basking in

the light of her love
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Latino,
Latina, And The Blacks

donald trump donald trump
lies, lies, lies,
doesnt know he is lying

clinton clinton
to and fro, to and fro
the server rings a bell

server server
doesnt serve
very well

Trump win or lose, win or lose
take a confession
the priests are all behind you

clinton clinton

latino, latina and the blacks
hip and hop, reggae and salsa
to the White House
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Hillary's
Email Server

(senryu - humour haiku)

Hillary's server
serving donald trump's ride
to the White House

donald trump's women
ferrying hillary to
the White House

donald's latinos, latinas
swinging with Hillary to
the white house

donald's mexican wall
blocking his way
to the White House

donald's lies towering
over Hillary

polls give donald better
honesty over hillary
echoing between the walls
of Trump Tower - our eer
eer eer

white house can be bought
and sold? comey's last minute
server revelation

final stretch
hillary hip hop her way
to the White House
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Sleaze
Grabs Trump By The Balls

final stretch
a tide of sleaze graps him
by the balls

final stretch
sleaze grabs him
by the balls

final stretch
he fights to stay afloat in a tide
of sleaze

dead heat over palm beach
he keeps himself cool
in the breeze

dead heat
with a nasty woman

trump tries to flip the polls
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The Mind Has A Mind Of Its Own

the mind has a mind of its own

it lives in the higher plane of your being
helping you pump your heart and perk
you up in ways it thinks suits you best

the mind has a mind of its own getting
you to grow your beard, your nails

and renew your whole physique

through the rough and tumble of the years
the mind has a mind of its own that can
bend all rules to prove its existence

like bending a spoon or burn a bush

to talk to you about the holiest of its plans
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Divinity Is A Bank

divinity is a bank

a bank of love

i withdraw from

to make each day divine
i save some by
signing in prayers
for the less fortunate
to earn interest

in graces

for heaven's gate

to open wide

when it's time

for me to pass
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Trump
Courting The White House

Trump Courting the White House
a clumsy bachelor out
on his first date
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Travel India Haiku - Winter Ganges Cremation

winter ganges cremation
children rush for
leftover embers

winter ganges cremation
children scramble for

leftover embers
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Little India Brickfields, Ki

spiritual grace - my sun
rises with the azan, temple bell
and gayatri mantra

(can hear this every morning, first the azan, then the buddhist temple bell then
the hindu gayatri mantra....all in the space of one hour at where i stay in little

india brickfields kl)
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Penang Hill Top

penang hill top
tying a string round a tree
to make things whole
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If Dowager Tzu Hsi Could Sing, She Would Prefer
Jazz

i think if Dowager Tzu Hsi could sing
she would prefer jazz
scintillating jazz

the shine of her divine pearls
on her imperial shoes

as she strutted and sang

tra la la al la la..

all the men that i love

all the men that i killed

and all the eunuchs

that i wish were men they
what a broken heart

this palace is

packed to the brim

with a broken dream

let them men study
confucius all nights long

for me i would water

the lawn with my tears

that the the palace wont come down
before the five clawed dragon
on the pillars fly away

before the five clawed dragon
on the pillars fly away
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Dont Worry Nature Will Make Room For It

no way to live in the water

dont worry nature will make room for it
gills, fins, swim bladder, sacs

that help you float and go into the waters
with a tail that can propel you anywhere

no way to live in the sky

dont worry nature will make room for it

wings, feathers, a spread of navigating tail and

eyes that can help you catch that tiniest mice or chick
on the land

no way to live in the earth

dont worry nature will make room for it

a slimy body that can cut through

its bowel, a digestive system that

can devour earth itself making it

fertile and just right for your friends with feet

no way to live in the driest of desert

dont worry nature would make room for it

a body that can store water for a hundred years
and make food from its light and fend away
heat like water in the river

and spikes to turn away creatures that

come to steal your wealth

no way to live on land

dont worry nature will make room for it

hands, legs two, four, eight or a hundred of them

to help you move over its vast terrain

and those that cant, leaves to make its own food

and for humans a brain that can work out the

most daunting jigsaw puzzle for survival here and beyond

no way to live in the thinness of light (another realm)

dont worry nature would make room for it

a body thinner than light to blend

in with everything so that a human cannot see you anywhere



and a system that works on a different sets of survival
nature provides

no way to live after death

well if you are so adamant to see it as death
and be misled by nature's camouflage

dont worry, there are countless other things
nature is hiding from you

like the nectar in the honeycomb

the invisible lunar energy that

propels the ocean into a powerful force of life
well, nature would make room for death too
a soul that knows no time in its womb of love and care -
the nectar in the skeletal honeycomb
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Haiku - Man A Part Of The Divine

man an imperfect part
of God He wishes
to perfect
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Battling
Two Men

battling a never-say-die and
an ignoranmus' overriding ego
a woman's journey to the White House
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Hillary
Rips Trump Over His Foreign Policies

denuding trump's big ego
baring all his empty talks
hillary rips trump inside out
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Orlando
Massacre

gunning for the president post
donald falls flat
on his nose
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Let
Trump Build A Wall Round Himself

never mind let Trump
build a wall
around himself
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Summer Drizzle Haiku

summer drizzle
warm scent from the mown field
elevates his libido
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Labuan 2016

tee off with nature

she swirls and turns

to catch the golf ball

(at Labuan International Golf Club)

in the silence of the field
a line of poppy flowers
labuan war cemetery

all the unknown soldiers
she has prayed for
labuan war cemetery

she found a peace
beyond peace
labuan war cemetery

fresh fishes jump
into our lap
Labuan Central Market

Labuan Peace Park
walking round and round
a stray kitten with swollen eyes

Labuan Peace Park
from the crossover mound
a white Angel emerges

now something light
from the sky of labuan
a husband and wife

patau patau water village
cementing our friendship
their smiles and their ambuyat



Labuan ferries me
back to the
roots of nature

Labuan Chimney Museum
between corroded tools and wine bottles
the cold coal years

Labuan Chimney Museum
pigtails are my guide to

the era of coal mining here
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Poem About Poetry - Giving Birth To A Child

a poem may take a moment to conceive but years to write
more laborious than getting a baby out into this world
every word has to be at its right place; a hand,

a leg, two eyes, feet, nail, hair and the ears

the idea is driven like the wheels of a cart

while words try to catch up in enthusiasm like little seeds

in the breeze, twirl, swirl, until each is assigned

their rightful place: two hands, two legs, a head, ears, two eyes

and given a smooth birth to greet each of us with a broad cry of accomplishment
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Brussels March 2016 Terrorist Attack Haiku

Paris, Brussels...
on the terror list a blank space
that equals world's fear
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Super
Tuesday 2

hillary clinton
five states ferry her
to the nomination

marko rubio
throwing in the towel
on the sunshine state

kasich
ohio ohio ohio rises
with its true blue son

trump
confidence and reputation

wins
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Nancy
Reagan Funeral Gaffe

Hillary's Nancy Reagan gaffe
the never buried
HIV deaths

Hillary's Nancy Reagan gaffe
HIV deaths ring

so many bells

john tiong chunghoo



2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Trickled
Down Economy

trickled down economy
trickling
down lead

"it is raining lead
in Flint, Michigan" - Hillary Clinton
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2016 American Presidential Election Haiku - Black
Tsunami

a black tsunami
carries a woman
to the White House

john tiong chunghoo



2016 American Presidential Election Haiku

the republicans
trickling down rages
trickling down lead

trickling down
lead on the american people
the Republicans

Donald Trump
dumping down all the rages
on the world

Donald Trump
trickling down
the rages

Donald Trump
Hillary's trump card
to the White House

American 2016 Presidential election
a woman caught in between

high flying ambitions
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Festival Haiku - World Braile Day

feeling touched
for the visually handicapped
world braile day
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Choosing God

god is too vast

too vast too vast

too vast

larger than existence

too much for the human brain
to understand

you wish to know

more about him

get near him

well now here is God narrowed
down for you

into drips of heavenly nectar
for your being

he is compassion, fairness,
love, and friendliness

that can be exemplified

in the human form

or any form that has it

pick up that abandoned cat

in the drain

help that blind man cross the road
stop that crazy man from
slaughtering that pitiful dog
dont have compassion?

then dont talk about God

talk about other things instead
because you dont even know the dust
of things yet
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When You Left

then you left
leaving behind a heart cast asunder
in the emptiness of things
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Blue, Green Or White

i don't care whether you are

blue, green, or white

what i care about is the light

in you - whether it is still

burning bright or has been blown out
waiting to be rekindled again by love
red, blue, green and white
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Buddha's Feet

the best place to sleep
is at the buddha's two feet
it is full of peace
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Festival Haiku - Mid Autumn Festival

mid autumn festival
the monk's chant rounds up
SO many moons
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Visit Malaysia Year - Langkawi A Poem

andaman sea

the emerald expanse of the sea beckons

the thick rainforest breathes mystery

the weight of five hundred million years

of fairies, waterfalls, bewildering karsts and caves
homing bats, triumphant eagles,

windswept rocks carved by the years,

skeletal with its hardest parts grasping onto time
tight as the day they had come about

my heart is carried away by the rhythm of creation
here and there and the legends that it sings

the monsoon brings on the mists

thinly veiling the mountain ranges

pregnant lady, old village papas mat cincang

mat raya, the inlaw quarrel that spilt hot water,
soup, and flying crockery that broke into

a thousand pieces of mindboggling tales

torrential rain and the monsoon winds

work the karsts like candle wax into abstract forms
every artist craves to have a mastery over

they evoke the sacredness and the patience of time
its ever working and crocheting fingers in
following through its designs

andaman sea

for centuries sweeping love, history onto shore

the traders, the warriors, the preachers,

the wanderers, the friends and the enemies

and to to top it all a woman who shedded white blood
andaman there the sound of roaring waves
uncompromising in their march

following nature's order in carving

an isle of rare beauty and legends- langkawi
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Travel Brunei Darussalam Poem - Bandar Seri
Begawan - 2

bandar seri begawan is a blend of the old and new -

smart roads, heritage buildings, mosques,handsome parks, and

a jungle produce market by the river where everyone could mingle

for fun, for the produce and friendship to bring home

but it is not the town that revs one's spirit up

it is the humblebrunei river that flows by it

that can really cheer one up, make a tourist stay

there is even a little oil station on stiltsright in the middle of the river

they threw down a little bucket for the boatman to payafter he has filled up his
tank

and all the way we saw how the magnanimous and caring heart of the richest
man on earth Sultan Hassanal Bolkiah flows

our boat led us right into the heartland of the people and their lives, culture,
heritage, floral and fauna

there were schools the sultan built for his subjects, big buildings over the river,
some on stilts where tudong cladmalay schoolgirls in long white blouse and
ocean blue skirt smiledandbleary eyed boys inwhite shirts and

dark green long pants looked at usas if we are from another world

but yes we are - we pay income tax for every dollar we earn which

the bruneins need not

we even heard the sultanfoots in for their housing

our boat ride had started after anewly wedded couple inresplendent
traditional baju melayu went up their boat and sped away -

to their new nest andhome

the school children carriedmy heart away when i saw them

got down from their boats and rushed, their rucksack behind them, back

to their wooden houses - home sweet home

aSharifah Aini song came on air while the warm breeze blowed

almost reminding me of a paradise on earth,peaceful with a contented populace
human aside the brunei river thrills

the guide pointed out to us the graceful egrets which gave colours

to the picturesque river

the malays call them banggau which areof two species

onewith black bills and legs and the the otherorange

the river also afforded us the sight of the probosics monkeys

that love to stay away from people

theyhad always intrigued us with their long flabby nose,



humanlike faces and the males' extensive harem

the malay prefer to call them monyet belanda or dutch monkey

the sultan's palace crowns one end of the river

here too is heard stories of waitors getting many thousands

in tipsand taps and cutlery made of gold

the man with the songkok i saw on the blue dollar notes during the younger days
has really fascinated me for the trip

the man who helms one of the oldest malay sultanates

which gave away Sarawak - my beloved state - to the British adventurer
James Brooke and which latter became a Malaysian State

at the hotel i was surprised to see one of his younger picturesand

had asked the receptionist if it 's the sultan

she promptly replied 'yes it's he.'

i laughed that i almost could not recognise him

and the lady was quick to show me an offended face
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Haiku - New Day Pale Bride The Moon Bids Goodbye

new day
pale bride the moon
bids byebye
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Travel Brunei Darussalam Poem - Bandar Seri
Begawan

Bandar Seri Begawan weds the old and new -

roads, heritage buildings, museums, mosques, parks,
a market by the river selling jungle produce

and of course the Jerudong Amusement Park

where late Michael Jackson performed for

the Sultan's 50th birthday - - almost 20 years

before the release of his last album, That's It

it is not the town though that revs one's spirit up
but the humble Brunei river that flows by it

the river opens one to the heart of the Sultanate
here you could see the gleaming Sultan's Palace
the oil kingdom's diverse flora and fauna

as well as the way the Sultan's subjects live,

oil fuels the movements here and everywhere
sampans, motored boats go up and down

the waterway

there is even a little oil station on stilts

right in the middle of the river

for the boatman to fill up their boat tanks

the most poignant here are the

smart young generation during sunset hours- -

tudong clad malay schoolgirls

in long white blouse and ocean blue skirt

bleary eyed boys in white shirts, dark green long pants
with rucksacks on their backs get down from their boats
and rush to their wooden houses - home sweet home

a newly wedded couple

in resplendent traditional baju melayu
hold each other, smile and speed
away in their boat to their new nest

cococnut palms sway and
a Sharifah Aini song goes on air



while warm breeze blows
reminding me of a paradise on earth,

the egrets both the orange and black beak species
add grace to the to the picturesque river
the Malays call them banggau

I also have the Brunein luck to spot the
proboscis monkeys- monyet belanda

with their long flabby nose, humanlike faces
the males moving with their harem

at one end of the river the Sultan's Palace

where cutleries are made of gold

and waiters get thousands in tips

glistens over the waters

there also I could visualise the smile of the

man with the songkok on the blue dollar notes

the man who led one of the oldest Malay sultanates
which gave away Sarawak - my beloved state to the
White Rajah
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International Yoga Day Haiku

international yoga day
they hold onto the
chakra of hope

international yoga day
all their faces
beaming bright

international yoga day
to get the body into the mind
the mind into the body
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Travel China Haiku - Yuanmingyuan

Yuanmingyuan
bits and pieces of
a disturbing past

Yuanmingyuan
bits and pieces of
humiliations

Yuanmingyuan
heavy in their flight
the giant magpies

Yuanmingyuan
waiting for butterflies, birds
and the emperor's peonies

Yuanmingyuan
still as fascinating
the giant magpies

Yuanmingyuan
bits and pieces of
colonial shame

Yuanmingyuan
waiting to be mended

sins of the west
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World Famous Artwork Haiku:Alberto Giacometti's
Man Pointing

linear beauty
a man epitomises
grace

linear beauty
a man points his way
to world fame

one thin line between
art and the real world

how you see every thing
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Picasso's The Women
Of Algiers

every nook and corner
men's wild fascinations
and imaginations

the men's world
driven by

the female forms
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Leonardo Da Vinci's
Salvator Mundi

Christ
a crystal ball
for us

Crystal clear
Leonardo's
talent

a forehead
that inspires love
Christ

the power of love
into two translucent eyes

my soul melts
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Paul Gauguin's When
Will You Marry?

window to the soul
a pair of desire
boil over

window to the soul
in two eyes
a canvas of desire

window to the soul
in two eyes
a sea of bias

window to the soul
in two eyes
a sea of questions

window to the soul
between the eyes that speak

the artist's own
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Total Lunar Eclipse April 4,2015 Haiku

total lunar eclipse
the temple
hurriedly closes

total lunar eclipse
the temple
deserted

total lunar eclipse
hoarding the news

the copter crash
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Kuan Yew Tribute Haiku

two men - Sang Nila Utama
who saw the lion and kuan yew
who makes it roar
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Dreams Lost In Water

we weld together so many dreams
in the sky of hope

so many of them; for ourselves
for others, for friends

our enemies as we strive

to right and mend karmas

they call to us like

our children for a better life

the summer winds that bring
the comforts of warmth

to a vision often spliced like

an over ripe pear

they sigh in the triumphant
leaves, that filter the light

of our plans to help us see
more clearly the road beyond
they howl in the storm, as

the rain sweep furious

in all directions - a ballet dancer
lost in her steps - and we have to make
sure we stand firm in the midst
of all adversities

life duplicates art

and art duplicates life

and the puppeteer plays

its game in the most selfish manner
kicking us aside, when it

has had enough, to cloth

to start a game anew

our dreams are carried away

in water shedded by the

closest at heart, and we know
nothing in the world

can really be saved except by

our own conviction in the heart

to reach out to the eternal fountain
where we can dream and drink



from it the water of life
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Festival Haiku - Atlanta Ramen Festival, March 23

atlanta ramen festival
a long slurp
away from home

atlanta ramen festival
a chance to learn use
chopstick too he says

atlanta ramen festival
rows of slurps
greet our ears

atlanta ramen festival
the couple dig into
each other's bowls

atlanta ramen festival
they exchange their bowl! of noodle

for the second time
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March 28 Earth Hour 2015

earth hour
let the stars have their say
of tomorrow

earth hour
in the darkness
the twinkles of hope

earth hour
our future might be
just out there

earth hour
in darkness our hearts
shine as one

earth hour
letting nature have its say
of rest

earth hour
a click that saves

the years
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P Ramlee Tribute Haiku

p ramlee movies
so melodiously i got ferried
into the malay world

p ramlee movies
so easily i hitch a ride

into the malay world
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World Poetry Day Haiku

world poetry day
shakespear, du fu, basho
sadly missing

world poetry day
she wonders what really has
fueled her in this art

world poetry day
the famous poet confesses he
started out with the vanity press

world poetry day
SO many pseudonyms
he has used

world poetry day
he looks at the globe
and narrates a poem

world poetry day
he writes a love poem to a poet friend
at the other end of the world

world poetry day
just finished and the poem

is in front of thousands
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I Choose The Mountain

i choose the mountain
because it is there

it drums up my spirit

i choose the sea

because it is there

it takes us to yonder land
for fun and waves

of memories to dive and revel in
i choose you

because you are there

with your smile

lightening the task of day

i choose the sun because

it brightens up the universe
gives us life and hope

i choose the moon because
it beautifies night

and fills us with the

grace of procreation

our ethereal shadows

move across the wall

under its glare

ebb and flow with a

tide of passions

i choose this country
because it is here and has
what we all desire to make it great
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Partial Lunar Eclipse

he lays his lips
tenderly on hers
partial lunar eclipse
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Death Haiku

in the end everybody
puts down their mask(body)
be themselves and meet God
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I Tied The Knot With Loneliness

i tied the knot with loneliness

and found out that she can be

quite a companion when left on the loose
i would recommend her to anybody

for her never say die attitude

when it comes to nudging me

to fill out the day with

something memorable, physical,

cultural or evangelical

she is constantly on my heels

so that i can keep my heart empty
to learn things anew

so that i can browse those

library shelves for books

we could forget each other in,

while entertaining and enriching ourselves
likewise we walk the globe searching
each other's boundaries

looking for friends be they

dark, yellow or white

she rings the religious bell

in the heart too, so that

i would never forget there is more
to man than just the man,

head, body, limbs and and hair
and that one day she will be
nothing more than a mass of

white and brittle heartache to lie
down with earth for an eternal sleep
while i will fly away to be another being,
a dove in the sky,

a worm in the soil or a doggie

on the neighbour's patch

or be another man, this time
married with a sweetheart to
sugarcoat and cheer up

every hour of the day



i am married with loneliness

and we love each other's

temporary companionship to death
because we are both fierce

lovers of life - we never allow any hour
to pass by without doing something

to make the day sustainable,

enriching to the mind and soul

we love the quiet and when we walk
we love to tiptoe so that we dont
disturb anyone with the wish that
no one disturbs us

me and my loneliness sing a love song
to each other everyday as we reflect
on each other's back - the meaning of existence

we never tire of each other's input
to help our soul smell and experience

life to the full
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Love (True Meaning Of Love)

the sun is but all light

when the day is in full bloom

it is in the early hours

when it is born that you can

see the strain slowly piercing

the darkness of womb with the
excitements of creation pouring away
like good luck charms

- give your ears to the bright cockerels
and the variety of birds on every tree - the day falls
onto our lap, like a baby cherishing

to be hugged, kissed, showered with care
and tenderness so that it grows into
what we wish it to be; healthy, robust
and full of love like the strength of light
that oozes from the disc in the sky

to radiate back to the world

the intensity of love growing in his heart
for love is a seed that grows and grows
until it cannot be covered;

it smiles with us, it cries for us,

it is mysterious but open like a book

it even apes a chameleon sometimes
hiding behind hatred with the illumined
wish to give way to what it really is

- the day that blasts away every day
with new promises of love weighed

in the strength of light

rewritten from

the sun is but all light

when the day is in full bloom

it is in the early hours

when it is born that you can

see the strain slowly piercing

the darkness of womb with the
excitements of creation pouring away



like good luck charms

- give your ears to the bright cockerels

and the scintillating variety of birds

on every tree - the day falls onto our lap,
like a baby cherishing to be hugged, kissed,
showered with care and tenderness so that
it grows into what we wish it to be; healthy,
robust and full of love like the strength of light
that oozes from the disc in the sky

to radiate back to the world

the intensity of love growing in his heart

- for love is a seed that grows and grows
until it cannot be covered;

it smiles with us, it cries for us,

it is mysterious but open like a book

it even apes a chameleon sometimes

hiding behind its opposite, hatred,

with the illumined wish to give way

to what it really is - the day that blasts
away every day with new promises of love
weighed in the strength and comfort of light

rewritten from

the sun is but all light

when the day is in full bloom

it is in the early hours

when it is born that you can

see the strain slowly piercing

the darkness of womb with the
excitements of creation pouring away
like good luck charms

- give your ears to the bright cockerels
and birds on every tree - the day falls
onto our lap, like a baby cherishing

to be hugged, kissed, showered with care
and tenderness so that it grows into
what we have visioned;

healthy, robust and full of love



and radiates back to the world

the intensity of the light

growing in his heart with love

as a seed that grows and grows

until it cannot be hidden away

it smiles, it cries, it even apes

a chameleon hiding behind hatred
like the darkness of night

but soon gives way to what it is really
the day blasts away every day with
new promises of love in the strength of light
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Stakeholders

you look into space to look
into your own mind,

dark, boundless, mysterious
and so full of energy

they sparkle

you are the alter ego

of the universes,

stakeholders of a destiny

the puppeteers - they hold out
like stars, burning bright, and
charge up the skies of existence

the speaker in the physique
is born of a space in time
the heavenly bodies

line up to send him off

to take up one beautiful role
in their well bound creation

usually he ends up awed by

his own frame - an astral diamond
carved by the thousand

and one universes

so huge that he feels trapped

and has to learn how to fit himself
into the jigsaw puzzle

scattered all round him

as he speaks, the others

throw doubts at him like stones
stoic, cold, and hard

as he speaks, you could hear

his heart beat,

as he speaks, you could feel

the earth shake in the intensity
of his disorientation of the
stakeholders in his frame,

his designated role, the universes



that make him up, and why

they are always a veil of darkness,
quiet and perplexing

the astrologist has to

pack his chart to help him

walk the planets and stars

he and his other selves

feel like eons apart

the eyes look at the ears
and nose and wonder about
the stakeholders responsible
for the rendezvous

he ends up bowing to

all the universes

his brain, his mind, his senses
all the fun and surprises

they put him into,

body, soul and all

especially the stakeholder

who on occasions would

take him on a tour of a dreamscape
filled with blackholes, universe
within universe, the milky ways
and how they always converse

with each other - through him
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Then You Left

then you left

the moon was hardly round

the sun took us through an eclipse
and the migratory birds started
disappearing one by one
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This Is The Family Life

poetry in progress

one soul cuts through the universe
come light, come darkness,

the father would fend like a tiger
for its other half and young cubs

in the cave of existence

its roar could be heard in the forest

at dawn and the dead of night

it is a roar of love - for its young

it is a roar of fear - for its young

it is a roar of the uncertainty of existence
it is a roar of the courage to roar

that there will always be light stealing
through the foliage each and every day
for the little snail to see as it moves

its pad over a patch of leaves,

for the mice inching its way through

the floor of sprawling roots



from the four feet to the footless

slithering over hills and mountains

the forest exhibits the toughness of existence
with each tree standing tall - roots,

trunks, and canopies come shine or rain - -
and throws a challenge to life in the sky,

on the ground, under the ground

the lives below its green green crown

that whine, that bark, that meow, that neigh,
that howl, that croak, that moo, that hiss,

that oint, that shriek, that shrill...

the forest is a vast orchestra
that trumpets a existence
through thick and thin
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Twin Shadows

the shadow follows my body
the body follows me

the tangible and intangible
that make up this world

i have two shadows

my body with its dark companion

who is on a constant run on the floor

when light is bright like a candle

the shadow darts around the body

in a joyous disposition

the body too darts around me in a happy mood
when well fed and happy

a light burns bright to feed all the cells

the light burns out the shadow when it burns out
the body burns itself out to leave me without any more shadow
to pamper, to love, to have fun with

i am left all alone out of the universe

a shadow holding onto the creator for a life
praying with conviction that i am not a shadow -
like what the sage has said - chasing a shadow
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Festival Haiku - March 12 World Kidney Day

let the water flow, let it flow
so that i can clean you up
thoroughly

i come as a pair

to give you a fair chance
to your left, to your right
dont miss the chance

to be fluid,

in thoughts, words

and biological functions

i am the lowest if your body
has its communal caste system
handling all your dirty work

so that you look good

as a prince

even then be good
to me

dont let me dry up
you idiot

or you will be
hanging high and dry

spare me, spare me too
dont let me have your herbal
and unspecified medicines

dont take too much salt
and eat enough seaweed so that
i can be thoroughly cleaned

check me every six months
to see whether i am still working
on your every waste

and sure you will know i still
stand tall with you



sincerely

your dalit
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Just Beyond The Sunset

we have rushed so that
we won't miss the sunset
the cafe is open and we
make sure we get seats
close to the waves

the sun sends its

evening glory and hope
promising another great day
before dipping into the bosom
of the sea

beyond the horizon,

beyond the sunset,

is @ dream cherished,

blazing forth in the last hours and
corouscated with the warm breeze
every dream is a treasure feeding
the heart its vitality

after all the hard work,

leisure is the sea and the sun

in @ wondrous nerve soothing show;

a dizzying shimmering orange sings its shine
while the whispering breeze and carressing leaves
convey our admiration and

prayers of gratitude

in the most angelic manner

the sun and sea meet to prove

that things are seldom impossible
the positive notes and vibes roll

all over our nerves and cells
laughters join the srges of the waves

the light tinkers like a mozart:
faint, warm, hypnotic,

skillful and brilliant with a
distinct fervour running on



every note before the 10 dancers
big, small, lengthy

and stumpy at the ivory bars
leap into a frenzy to showcase

a heavenly grace

a top tenor, a top artist, a top model,
a top musician, roar, roll over

and are swept onto shore

we all chase our ambition

with the passion vast as the sea
nothing could stop a dream

from becoming a reality here

the waves keep repeating the golden message
as they send their good wishes

over and over to reaffirm us what
ceaseless work can do; they have bore
a hole right through rock

this fine evening, we have rushed to the beach
just to make sure we dont miss the sunset

we drive, we hurry, we arrive and we cheer
and clap
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All Seasons Are For Love

winter is an aphrodisiac

it sends them reeling

for each other's warmth
usually with a piping hot coffee
filling the air of their rendevouz

spring sends them running in
the sunflower fields

to crown each other with the

gigantic little petalled sun

the real sun smiling from afar

the neighbour's garden are slowly
coloured with new blossoms

they feel like its landlady

coming to life again

rosy cheeks, limpid blue eyes

and light pink lips

the whole garden seems to be
speaking through her face

she relives her youth again
through the season

nothing can be better remembered
than love with bouquets of roses
to cheer everything up

summer is reserved for youths
the thirst for love runs through
the body with sweat

the warm scent of the field after
a bout of rain sends
his libido rising high

their eyes are cauldrons of love
heat up by the temperature
of the day



the moon and the sun are eyes

that eagerly witness this

heaty spice of life

the flame of youth just couldnt be doused
dog summer day

autumn sends them scouting for

the best fashionable wear in the mall
and of course the season's

sweet fruit juices that abound

autumn comes in so many shades
- of orange and yellow

they find it hard to match

without coming to terms with what
is playing in their heartstring

the breeze tears the leaves away

to reveal the thirst of the life underneath
the thirst for love

for winter is love's best aphrodisiac
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Emerald And Black Diamond

black diamonds
they sparkle almost
reluctantly

someone who loves
you to the core

but fails to express it
all to you

emerald
they have to be deeper
than grass

and they need to sparkle too

a tall order on both
solidly sealed mouths

if the latter
could give its
transparency
to the diamond

and the diamond

its solidity

to the emerald

there we would walk
down the aisle
cheerful with love

unconditioned

john tiong chunghoo



Maya Angelou Comes Alive

she walks the streets of new york
like a celebrity, her shoes tipped

to lift her in the air and her body,

a coveted curvy and light china, has
lightened up to her tune of ambition

her gracious eyes move in the grace and
love passion of cleopatra, the
translucent limpid gems that had mark
anthony swooning after every fancied
facet of her youth

her lips shine a bright red and her hair

is a regal top and mop of the city flair
every strand is taken care of to illuminate
their worth to crown the fair

tonight, she feels like she has just had
the miss world accolade under her belt;
her hip sways like a top model in

her first cat walk; so precise and

self assured is the execution

of her sexuality; eyes, legs,

buxom and all, she turns all eyes

on her budding robust frame.

her tight short skirt works a twist to

reveal the alluring mechanics

of her two glorious thighs -

she is tall, she is black and she

is going to use all her assets

elevated by the high heeled prada at her soles and toes
the iresistible chanel no 5 perfume

that fuels her already superb aura,

jimmy choo pert and golden clutch,

and alexander mcqueen's fashion bent

to make the city rock ala angelou's phenomenal woman

tonight is her night and she longs to



make it her best like a perfect ballerina
her shoes cup her confidence and

she proudly strides forward

to produce those admirable

clean and clearcut steps and poise
everybody loves to bear witness to

night like this doesnt come often

and she knows she has to make that
perfect 10 impression; a mona lisa smile
to take the heart and holds it there

for a thousand thousand years

so light was the effort to produce it

but so excruciating to translate it

on the canvas

she walks on and on knowing

what she should do to be her own triumph
and as she walks every head turns
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Trees Trees

it's okay if nobody reads

i will bind them

keep them

pray for somebody to burn them
when i am gone

it's okay if it doesnt bring money
people pay for fun
i do it for almost nothing

re reading, redoing, each
for a thousand times

thank god there is now
the computer or my works would

gorge down quite some trees
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Lembah Bujang, Kedah

lembah bujang
over the temple grounds
a state of nothingness

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Lundu, Sarawak

at a bus stop
behind me

a grave

one being
forever
waiting

in silence

bone and all
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku; Bau, Sarawak

no more foul smell
only a haunted lake to reflect
on its brush with gold

the tourist gude says
sorry we cant bring back its
smell for you

bau
at a haunted lake
its golden past

bau
a haunted lake collects
the town's golden past

bau
i left behind some cropped hair
at the barber

bau
now only the smell of durians here
is memorable

the glitters of her bangles
awakens me to
bau's golden past

bau
borneo's

san francisco
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Are We Still Friend?

you came in the midst of hope
in the youngest days when

our eyes sparkled like diamonds
and laughters rang like the
freshest notes of dawn

the birds between the flowers
complementing each other
gracing the first light

with promises we wished to
bring to fruition to honour

our guardians - our feet ran on
their support and our sweet dreams were theirs too

the day ran into a storm

the sun was lost in the clouds

and our laughters were pierced in

the glint of a second under the sharpest knife
and my heart roared against the ego

- the lightning that split

and plundered like thunder the attention

and friendship between us

throwing us into the mode of the setting sun

there is a faint breath between the light
as we tried to wish away the
impedements, the darkness that follows

we walked the roads that had

brought us together and found

many common grounds except your ego
that tears like the teeth of a spear

cold, unforgiving, unthoughtful

a plunge that goes right

through the hearts that had

lighted up the friendship

between two gentle souls
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Miss

missing a life

the sky speeds away
like a jaguar without me

my legs measure the
pace of the days
in drudgery

the stars're my solace
in the darkness

they console one's soul
like diamonds
sparkling

and revving

up every minute
giving them the zest
to be had

forever mine

never to be lost
snug and warm
in the heart

every cell of mine sparkles
lighted up in their

light and subtle

banters

bright wishes

that straddle

every facet

of the day

there is hope

there is hope - to life
a diamond

that sparkles

lighting up

the sky



of your wildest dream
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In The Dark..

limbs grow in the dark to obstruct

the chariot that ferries the heart,
which now runs in a maddening speed
so that it loses its noble direction

to heaven to hell to heaven to hell?

menacing trees lull like spirits and

wave forlornly, outcasts of a life spent in

the fearful dungeons of feuds, mistrust, hatred,
tears and jealousies

the broken windows of a haunted house

sprout eyes that stare for sacrifices of souls
birds and bats flap in the wings of the full moon
to cast flickering shadows that run on the lane
full of nightmarish tales of curses and evil

in the stars the hymns of heavens tinkle
to break through the thickness of night

the angels wait in earnest to liven up the sky

with music and prayers, clasped hands at the heart
thumping to chase away anything ominous

to give the soul a second chance

and trapped in the broken windows with eyes growing dim
the devil heaves and sighs
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Travel Nepal Haiku - Baudanath, Kathmandu

oregnant with
wish granting
baudanath

full with
compassion
baudanath kathmandu

round and round
we walk our wishes
baudanath

our wishes go
round and round a dome
baudanath

baudanath
following every of our steps

two watchful eyes
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World Leprosy Week

World leprosy Week
an uncle she only knows
by name and ailment
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International Holocaust Remembrance Day Haiku

international holocaust remembrance day
the scar that never could be seen
that never heals

auschwitz visit
the holocaust survivor shows a scar
from an escape bid

auschwitz visit
the survivor says there is a scar

he cannot show, one that has never healed
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Shadowsss

it is a shadow buddha
insists an illusion

on the toes of self in pain
in ease, in sorrow

a shadow in a mind game

why is it following me
every little cell that

sits so alien to me

insisting that they
are my life

as the dog lying there
is mine.
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Najib Mahathir Fallout

Najib-Mahathir fallout
not enough mud for their
mud slinging 'fiesta’
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Daffodil

cusp of youth - dextrous, lustrous

firm, pearly, and enviable

filtering cups of twilight romance

a dazzling golden skein of spring

that dutifully holds the breasts tightly

to the king of generosity and providence

in carresses of whisper and a blessed doting shine
she graces the field of sensual delights

unleashing the solid poise, love, and humour
growing in her in voluminuous folds
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Charlie Hebdo Haiku

this winter's row
candlss light up
paris streets

this winter's row
chilling
to the bone

this winter's row
the prophrt's image

spells death
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Festival Haiku - Us National Blood Donor Month

national blood donor month
we are both o
the couple tells the nurse

national blood donor month
winter's first outing

to the hospital
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God's Breath

he breathes into me and i become perpetually

a part of him, body and soul

this whole soul is of spirituality

i breathe the breath of god and

take on his spirituality as my own,

for there is the almighty

where one could rest one's soul

his bosom where heaven and eternity are stationed

john tiong chunghoo



Cruising To Eternity

reads like Emily's but it's mine:

i take a sunset cruise to eternity

set everything down and leap headlong

into the coppice heavens where they say

there is no end and beginning

i hope i wont be recorded for entry

so that i could feel privileged of eternity

- with no beginning to my being here

mortality is quickly left on the other side

without even a door between us for that

would also constitute a fault to my cherished eternity
that boat fanned by the sails of five senses

to afford me here would be left to sign its

way out in wriggles, shimmers and glimmers

every inch of the corrupting remains would

be swept clean to reveal its tenacious hold onto life
that ressurection would not be another white lie.
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They Dont Know Anything

they dont know
- - anything
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This Body Is Made For Love

this body is made for love
this body is made from love
for love to love

love, love, love

the only downers are jealosy
suspicion and hatred, buttons
on the switcbboard of red dismay
the bad feelings are migraine
insomnia and cancer

taking over the senses
impaling one's whole soul

this body is made from love

for love to love

the charms of ying and the yang

the coloured of love spiralling

head and tail onto each other
embracing

there is no escape for two

made for each other

everything is sealed in black and white
taking on the best in each other

black is most stunning with white at its side

this body is made from love

for love to love

so we dont sit around and moan
we groan for the pleasure of love
the ying and yang

the opposite halves

coming fittingly

into each other

warm, snug and wholesome

as a key and its lock

this body is made from love
for love to love

so let's us give love, takelove
and love love love



for the better senses of the world
you and me

love love love

till the sun goes down

and the moon comes up

for love is a circle game

that will never end
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The Unfinished Poems

the unfinished poems
they are like corpses
piled up in a mortuary

- waiting for resurrection
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First Encounter - Tan Sri Clement Hii

Clement Hii
the young entrepreneur dispenses
a lesson in copyright
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First Encounter - Marina Chin

marina chin
time has passed like
a 100m hurdle race

saw her for the first time recently
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Dust Unto Dust

dust unto dust
dust unto dust’
dust unto dust
never is hope
weigh less
dust unto dust
dust unto dust
between them
a divine secret
covered in dust

john tiong chunghoo



Lost Love

it is like something
trailing the leaf

and you know that

it is gone and unredeemable
the warmth of love in the
absence and presence

of one's admiration

in and out of bed

- the silence and quiet
one feels so at home now
after all the pain is a
pearl slowly finding

its place in a shell

it is a beautiful soul
waiting for someone to
break the spell to claim
its magic
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First Encounter - Siew Yong Gnanalingam

zest of life
the puan sri writes me
her name
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Eat My Foot

stilettos - my memory walks on shoes

- the 60s platform shoes, the high heeled ones,
those floating on cork, the click clacking clogs,
and the rest that propel our fun out of the
cruise of our feet on the dance floor,

ballet twirl, on a mountain slope in getting

that life saving grip, in the arctic and

as one walks down the aisle to a life of bliss

the memory lines up thick on the house shoe rack
where we chucked our school going ones

as soon as we reached home

they were always near the stairs wherever

we had stayed - ever ready to oil our pirouttee

as we turn like angels seeking out another life
walk us into another wonderland.

the shoes were interspearsed between aunty's

and mom's more adventurous ones

when she was out on a limb on the bridge of life

lack clack clack, thud, thud, thud,

the way mom and aunties had always wanted to sound
proud on the harsh ground of the street

clack, clack, clack,

on the verandah and when I was braver -
I was only three or four -

clack, clack, clack

how light the body was

in some of the fancy shoes

stilettos especially that lightly put me
on a flight to another world

on their steady solid stumps

nobody could deprive me of

these other worlds

if really someone had taken me
by the hands and



rolled them off my little feet
i would have kicked a fuss
so that those shoes walk the ceiling

and i would shove my

little feet in again

while rubbing off the tears

that had rolled down my cheeks

clack, clack, clack

the echoes of childhood
where the weight of the body
is lighter than sound

the world colourless
borderless and unisex

my body and soul kicked
in the sky of thoughts
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First Encounter - Italian Trumpet Maestro Mauro Maur

even without the trumpet
the trumpet maestro
takes one's heart

in the handshake
the sparks of

music and poetry
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First Encounter - Sharifah Amani

in the mother's womb
under the office tables and now
on the stage, a movie queen
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Mh370 A Haiku

mh370
we too are groping in the dark
for parts
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First Encounter - Khairy Jamaluddin

khairy jamaluddin
a young man is a young man
minister or not

at the sri paandi restaurant in brickfields
21.10.2014
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Festival Haiku - Deepavali

deepavali
they shine so brightly too
the printed lamps
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Poetry

poetry is
nature
flowering
in

words
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Chinese Characters

pictures that have morphed

from realist, abstract, surreal,
impressionistic, futuristic, modernist
to cubist flair even before the West
fell head over heel over these

the pictures infused with the strokes
of the heart and mind twirl and swirl
to the wide ranging ideas of beauty,
and morality that pervade every age

the brushes of all sizes fill out

the space to give it the shades of
emotions that flow like wind,
charge up the nerves like lightning,
strike the ears like thunder and

fall like rain

they are still waiting for the best brains
to effect another breakthrough in art -
the thousands of Chinese characters

they occupy the archives of art and
literature like the Chin Emperor's
terra cotta and the great wall -
always fluid, meandering through
the dynamics of the mind even after
ten thousand years
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Travel China Haiku - Yangshuo Mountains

they pose all around us
like old friends
yangshuo mountains

challenging us to
unrival their true forms
yangshuo mountains

all in a dance
the mountains, waters, willows
and our hearts

in the lake
the calmness of the hills

and awed faces

john tiong chunghoo



Travel China Haiku - Chengdu Spices

Chengdu spices
molten lava on
the dining table

chengdu spices
they bite the tongue
like molten lava

he says he doesnt want
his noodle too spicy and

walks away with a shiver
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Travel China Haiku - - A Wealthy China

a wealthy china
the dogs too walk with a
brighter coat

wealthy china
the dogs too carry
a brighter coat

wealthy china
the dogs too carry

a heavier coat

people walk around with all kinds of exotic dogs. i really love them. they are so
well groomed these pets.
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Travel India Haiku - The Story Behind The Taj Mahal

the story behind taj mahal
cold as the rajasthan
marble walls
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New York

but I think the city is under our feet

the sounds of dream and determination

charge every inch of the streets,

the well polished shoes that shine

the well orchestrated walk

articulated diction and words

they slice through the walls of the skyscrapers
to make them less threatening, more reachable
so that we walk tall

as in america and every of its cities

there is nothing too grand to be had...ask Obama

if you have a dream, you have it half made

the rest is how you walk the dream

go to the subway each morning and there stand quietly
to listen to the walk of each as they go hunting

for their voice and place in the city

the city where you may fall a thousand times but each gets
you tougher than the last, your heart pumping more
excitedly to get you into the acts

- because in New York

you are measured by how you walk to turn around

each disappointment, how you sow the seeds

of your success

listen to how they walk from the subway all the way
to their private offices..each step is so solidly
hammered by a pair of well polished shoes, green,
brown, black or red....they echo a heart that

is all ready to trounce challenges like messi

they bite like appetisers in the banquet

of work, dream and accomplishments

new York new York the city that never sleeps
or lets you down except when you yourself decide to quit
to hand in your ticket half way round the subway system
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Being With You

the cock crow melts down

the dark and dormant hours

the stars are right with the twinkles

of hope; the sun starts to grow limbs

in the sea, river and streams

the clock runs with undivided steps

measuring each second, minute, and hour

with equal passion as if it has something grand

to catch up with; like ants on the summer wall always in
the act, as if it will run out of time,

that the world would pass them by

the second pushes the minute, and the minute the hour
as each tries to give the other the edge of the day

one, two, three, four, five o'clock and the race

never ends passing the baton here, there

to add up the age of the day
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A Smile To Remember A Haiku

a smile to remember
under the leaves and shrubs
the river flows
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Geometry

a circle is life

the sun, the moon

and all the planets

my eyes, your eyes,
we are looking through
circles of eternity

a merry go round
takes us through

these perpetual
questions -

do you really know
where you are?

who you are?

and why you are drawn
into this circle game?

a rumbling thunder
none could hear except you
and the colourful wooden horse

a triangle weighs

a Himalaya -

two arms
stretched over

the sacred sanctity
of the crown

to offer the heart
and soul to the divine
- a pyramid with

a temple of the
heart to boot

a cube is the
coming to terms
with ourseves

six equal parts

of the six senses
rallying to the point



that one has to think
out of the box to crack
the jigsaws encircling
the head and universe

a rectangle is

an enlightened self
who has cornered
the four pivots

of earth for a
boundless existence
boxed you may be
but you are able

to grow out of

the boxed in cube
without the rigidness
of a square

a semi circle is sanity
out on a limb with

the conviction to grow
into a full moon so that
the world could glow
and imbibe its splendid
intelligence

infinity is mortality
crossing a double line
you take leave
knowing you would
never meet this physique
again -

the vehicle that has
all these years

taken you on a

circle game

never telling you who
you really are

or why you are here
and where you will
you will be going to



you are just boxed in
and taken away in

a last ritual with all
your questions in tow
they run, wet and warm
our delicate cheeks
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Births

my liver is meditating

my little belly is meditating

my heart is meditating

the mind of my mind is meditating

the lake is meditating too
in the morning light

the sun is meditating..

in the lake of dawn light
azure sky, the breeze and
verdant bright green forest

the moon is meditating
on the rushes of the sea
the glitters of the stars
and the darkness of night

the night is meditating
on the intellectual
leaning of the moon

the sedated health giving
glow of the sun

the rain is meditating on

the pitter patter ballet

a finale of a rendevouz 10,000 feet
from where it has started out

the sound of rain is meditating

on the slanted gait and descent

of its circle game

the agile world tip toes in perfect wonder
this bodice and its components

it is an overcrowded apartment

of consciousness

I am the gall bladder pushed to



a little quiet corner, friendless, bitter,
clothed and fed on a divine shine
that glows in dark green

i let the others do their sacred will
the liver, the stomach, the eyes
ears, lungs and so many other glands

this bodice is a cave that echoes
things seen and unseen

where every little crevice is

an opportunity for life

these meditating selves that might become
flesh and bone of mine again
given a mouth, eyes, ears,

hands to feel, two feet to run
and a heart to harness and magnify
the greatness of love

i would love each of them so dearly
I would name them my heart, my soul,
my spleen, my love, my other self,

they run, waltz, and play with a self
that once sat, prayed and chanted
with them in a meditation retreat
spread over a sea of consciousness
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I Dreamt I Went To The Heavens

I dreamt I went to the heavens
and sat down to dine and
talk with beings there

and what struck me are

not their divine state

but that they are more
human than us humans

they laughed, they talked
they smiled each time hoping
I could make them feel

good about themselves
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Van Gogh's Facebook

what if van gogh

had the facebook
instagram?

would he have gone mad?
no, of course

would he have sold
more than one painting?
yes, of course

there were as many
crazy people as artists
who think hell

is in the sky

and heaven

under our feet

and would he

have produced just
as many paintings?
200 in 12 months
no of course

he would be

too busy tackling

friends who wanted to know
why he should be painting
the way he did - -

in his facebook
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Van Gogh's The Potato
Eaters

the potato eaters
at every grim corner
the artist's genius
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Rousseau's Tiger In A
Tropical Storm (Surprised)

riotious jungle growth
equally bountiful in energy
a tiger

tiger in a tropical storm
a roar echoes in the 'heart
of our heart'

dream - ensconced in
the luxuriant forest
a voluptuous belle

dream - a fitting sendoff
to rousseau
to the other world

the sleeping gypsy
two animals on the opposite ends

of time

john tiong chunghoo



World Famous Painting Haiku - Henri Rousseau's
Carnival Evening

carnival evening
rousseau walks out of the forest
of obscurity
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Who Is The Greatest Poet In The World?

and behind the

thick black curtain

they saw him and heard

him enquire...

mirror mirror

who is the greatest poet

in the world?

who is the greatest poet

in the world?

daylight suddenly turned into dusklight
and two mouse ran helter skelter
into the other room

the boy next door cried

and two parrots blathered

who is that?

who is that?
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How Many Ways Are There To See The World

how many ways are there to see the world
the images that the world affords
revealed and hidden

how many eyes do i have

two below the brow

and some more that prod me

to do them favours

there are so many worlds

beyond this world

and there are eyes beyond

the two eyes below the brow
close your eyes and you know
what i mean

a new world of vision unfolds

it prods at the heart

whispers to the ears

and knocks at the

closed windows of the mind
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World Famous Painting Haiku - -Rousseau's Vision
After The Sermon

Vision after the Sermon
a slew of paintings that help us
see another world of art
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Ode To The Morning Glory

morning glory - what

a colourful, delicate,

quiet and humble outing

at the first shine of day!

transience adds a soft and

subtle touch to its layers of beauty
today is a dance in fragrant,

luscious and wondrous suits

tomorrow is but a round of

withered selves making their exit

as gracefully as they had stepped onto
the recuperative glare of the finest hours
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A Plaque

and see what I pick up in this marathon

through the universe - a plaque on

the tooth and root of existence

and IsayIlovelIlloveitl love it

like the diamond on the finger

the joy, the love, the sweat,

and the tears it spills on the colourful,

faceted and heart trundling ride

there is this seasickness

that cast a hynoptic shroud over

the various selves

we are never one

a part is taken in by

this great friend that becomes one

with one part

while the other parts swirl, swirl

through the universe in the wish to find a common self

the conscious friend I am wakened up to for company day after day
and the unconscious a hidden mountain

with all its winds, streams, stones and creatures

the quiet and the unknown beckon - an emptiness

that echoes a voice larger than this consciousness to fill out
the outer coat rests on a magic ball of electrified selves
that spill the seeds of joy but is hooked to the noose of the hangman
the conscious part is triggered by the plaque

the way it causes the stabbing pain on the rotting tooth
the conscious friend that overwhelms is never large enough
to jolt the other part of me to its insignificance

a plaque is a plaque is a plaque

and it soon corrupts itself into bits and pieces of foulness
not worth even crying over

there is no need even for a dentist to come over

the room is empty and it is too large a crevice to fill out

john tiong chunghoo



Prize Winning Haiku - Chip By Chip New Chick Cracks
Open The World

chip by chip
new chick cracks
open the world

honourable mention
at itoen 25th international
haiku contest,2014

http: //www.itoen.co.jp/new-haiku/en/25/index.html
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Visit Malaysia Year Poem - Kuala Nerang, Kedah

kuala nerang

he drives me through a

rural Malaysia transformation
the row and row of posh houses

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Inspired By Altantuya

altantuya
between the fragments
a broken promise

altantuya
fragments of truth
fragments of lie

altantuya
a beauty and
the beasts

altantuya
unearthed - fragments of
a lurid story

altantuya
between the fragments we try to
keep our sanity

altantuya - the fragments
she leaves behind for
the Malaysian sense of justice

altantuya
fragments that remain a thorn

on some conscience
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Haiku Inspired By Teoh Beng Hock

total lunar eclipse
the mother prays for a light
on son's death
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Fifa World Cup 2014 - Germany Versus Argentina
Final

of blood, a smart looking man
and a nation's pride
determined by - - a ball

GERMANY! I 1'1
MESSI? ? ? ? Don't kick us around
SEE YOU IN FIFA Russia 2018

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute Haiku - Nadine Gordimer

Nadine Gordimer
the atheist jew turns around
man-made apartheid

Nadine Gordimer
justice is neither
white nor black

it's the light
that lets us
see them both

it's the light
that lets us
see through their world

Nadine Gordimer
giving black her heart and soul
to a fairer homeland

Nadine Gordimer
giving black a mouthpiece from

the bottom of her white heart

john tiong chunghoo



Lanes

1960s -

once I walked my country lane
with friends all over

we talked and laughed

played marbles and

shared our love for

movies and songs

1980s -

then everything varnished
as we grew up

we moved to live

in a city where

we chased after

dreams and ambitions

after the day's work
everybody seems to go

their own way

they hid themselves in home
and places so hard

for us to penetrate

we met each other

without really

knowing each other

we laughed and cried to ourselves
in @ concrete jungle

that kept our heart so cold

1990s -

these days we walk

the country lanes

of the universe

at the tip of our fingers
sharing heart and thoughts
with people we hardly know
we go to sleep alone

daily wondering who our



friends really are
we seem to have friends
everywhere and nowhere
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Manet's A Bar At The
Folies-Bergere 1882

she waits for the
goodness of life in between
the intoxicants

manet's emphathy and intelligence
drip from
his brushes

a bar at Folies-Bergere
everybody has a dream beyond
the music, women and wine

a bar at folies-bergere
in her eyes - the reality
behind the superficialities

a bar at folies-bergere
a blossom waits for

the tender touch of love

john tiong chunghoo



World Famous Painting Haiku - Manet's Execution Of
Maximilian

execution of maximilian
louder than the bullets
innocence

Execution of Maximilian
so clean the way
to kill an emperor

Execution of Maximilian
the sunlight, the shadows and the shots
that reverberates in the soul's ears

execution of maximilian
the quiet ones

quietened
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Mh370 Humour Haiku

mh370
we too are groping in the dark
for parts

john tiong chunghoo



World Famous Painting Haiku - Salvador Dali's Melting
Clocks

salvador dali
my heart is too
melting for you

salvador dali
my heart too melts
like a clock for you

salvador dali
my heart melts
for your clocks

Melting Clocks
if time would walk round me
and show me how to walk

Melting Clocks
the struggle of time
in the haunting silence

Melting Clocks
how many ways can
time be bent

Melting Clocks

every second

a million seconds

every second

a break of a second

a second in a second
the convergence of time
a lake shimmering with
the jewel of time

its timelessness

in the millions

of seconds that settle
into the emptiness of time



its essence
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Atheist

like God i would try
to be an atheist

- with him holding on
to my shoulders

john tiong chunghoo



The Day When We Were One

let me cut through
the edges of your life

let me cut through
the moment of moment
of your life

in the sunshine i breathe
breezing through the time
when we were merely
breeze upon breeze

of ourselves, light upon light
thought over thought

until they settled down

to become you and me

john tiong chunghoo



World Famous Painting Haiku - Henri Matisse's Red
Studio

the red studio
so many things waiting
to be filled

the red studio
bits and pieces of dreams
in @ dream

the red studio
art is the red hot passion

flowing through art
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Modern Art Versus Realist Art Haiku

Modern Art
giving the brain its space to
breathe, cry, argue and live

Modern Art
putting the real man
back into his art

Modern Art
making love with reality
in all the ways possible

Modern Art

giving back the brain its lane
of communications

on and away from the painted

Modern Art
giving the brain all the ways
it wishes to live

Realist Art

sealing the moment with
a dead certificate

of beauty

Modern Art

where the past and future say hello
one to reminisce

and the other

to create a lane for its
future

a lane for the brain

that refuses

to be terminated

by the deadening concept
of realism



john tiong chunghoo



Famous Painting Haiku - Picasso's Guernica 1937

Guernica
so hard to hold grief
together through a brush

Guernica
from a cube
grief flows

Guernica
picasso cries meticulously
through a brush

Guernica
the tears of Picasso
crystalised

Guernica
itself too

battered

john tiong chunghoo



American National Day Haiku

happy independence day to all
my american friends

fourth of july
50 stars and 13 stripes

all the places i wish to be

john tiong chunghoo



This Body

this body is like a

newly bought machine
there is so much to learn
about how to use it

it takes a whole life

and how not to use it
it takes so many mistakes
just to find a cure for flu

the only difference

with this body is we have
to live with it whether
we like it or not

and while we can write

the script for the body to live by
it will determine where the

full stop would have to be

each day we tread the
ladder of mysteries
cast by the body

a soul seaching

a path between
darkness and light

in between

the sun and moon
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Fifa World Cup 2014 - Portugal Versus Ghana

Portugal 2 Ghana 1
Cristiano Ronaldo
the ball rolls like vowel

into the goal post

john tiong chunghoo



Another Enlightenment Another Enlightenment

it is an abode

where the spirit dwells
over the fingers

in the caves

under the ground
waiting to be born

the gem encased
and sparkling

they are the birthplace
of the spirit

that goes into

the body to

let them shine

and breath

they either guide
or destroy

the gem in the caves
under the ground

or just between

your fingers
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Fifa World Cup 2014 - Argentina Versus Nigeria

Nigeria Versus Argentina 2 - 3
the nigerians were slick as oil
Argentines helter skelter as cattle

well still a goal makes all the difference

john tiong chunghoo



Fifa World Cup Poem = The Real Ball Is The Players
On The Field

the real balls are the physiques

which are filled full with the air of desire
ever ready to spring to action

to show their invincibilities

for a patriotic goal

they can gravitate in a million ways
grab, pounce, shove, slip, slide, glide,
sommersault, slither, twist and turn
and even with legs up when it comes to
giving that grabber at the pitch

a slip of his responsibility

the real field are the million things
the ball can get the mind to conjure,
a green plain of fascinations, and
inspirations, longings charged up

by the million of fans that send
hearts aflutter with wild ecstasies
when every nerve a burning passion
ball rolling, dashing, swirling to a goal

john tiong chunghoo



Fifa World Cup 2014 - Italy Versus Uruguay

fifa world cup
you can bite your way
to a goal

fifa world cup
you can throw somebody
off your way

fifa world cup
but a goal is a goal
is a goal

fifa world cup
Uruguay Uruguay Uruguay
see you at the final

Uruguay Italy match
hungry tigers fighting

over Cinderella

john tiong chunghoo



No Blood In This Part Of My Physique

no blood runs

in this part of my physique
and it is the main

like bones that

make it all stand up

and dream

no blood runs

in this part of my physique
and it is the main

it is like the core

of the earth that

directs the spin so that
it does not tilt all over
and there we are
together while it

directs and holds on to

a dream and goal

since time immemorial
onto a physique

that is a shell of a dream
that spins from

the centre of the earth
day after day

night after night

the dreamer

cannot tell his

head from tail

no blood flows in this part
of the physique

and there it changes

its clothes they
conveniently

call death

john tiong chunghoo



Fifa World Cup 2014 - Russia Versus Belgium

the field is large as Russia
but a goal is all
that matters

the goal the goal
heads bang triple bang
legs crash as time runs
without a care

to the finishing line

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Tan Sri Lee Lam Thye

the fierce energy
driving the man - the desire to be
an excellent man and a good Malaysian

john tiong chunghoo



The Created

the intelligence that
created the world
now looks through
the eyes of all created
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Fifa World Cup 2014 - Argentina Versus Iran

Iran that play
shrunken balls crashed
at the 90th minute

john tiong chunghoo



Fifa World Cup A Poem

the real balls are the physiques

which are filled full with desires

ever ready to show their invincibilities
they can turn anyway as desired
bounce, turn, twist, shove, slide, glide,
sommersault, or run with the legs

up in the air

the real field are the million things

the balls can get the mind to conjure,

a plain of fascinations, imaginations
fueled by the roars that lift the souls and
hearts - a a million ecstasies sweeping through
the nerves after the success of a goal

in life, we are always on the run
on the field of goals
everywhere people are on the run
chasing after a dream

and in the process get a field

of everything of life -

sweet, sour, bitter, spicy soups
we down either with pleasure
or with a pinch of salt

in life, we are always on the fun
on a green green field

slip, fal, slide and rise

to take on life challenges
thrashed from all sides

every now and then

when the stars cross path

and do not shine bright

cry in the silence of night

when things did not meet well
crashed at the ego

patted on the back

on the illuminated stage

held shoulder high

kissed in the limelight



in life we are always on the run
either to life

or away from it

either to a goal

or away from it

fifa fifa fifa fifa fifa
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Fifa World Cup 2014 - Italy Versus Costa Rica

headball
football
costa rico goal

Italy lost to costa rico - -0 - 1
in Brazil

john tiong chunghoo



Spice Of Life

a dish cooked up

under the hot sun

in the winter cold

the rain, the shine

and the heat of

human relationships

a pot, a pan, a ladle

a turner, a spatula

steame cooked, charbroiled,
parbroiled. poaching,
barbecuing, a kick, a slap, a pat,
a kiss, a tango, a waltz,

a tear, a laughter

a yell, a moan,

a broken heart

the man is slowly cooked
slow cooked

sweet, sourt, bitter

are the years stored

in the cooker of miracles
that hears, sees, and

talks on the lane of creations
a vintage treasure

ever to spill its beans

into the cauldron of

hearts livers and souls

they are the spices
that sting the buds
sweat the cells,

cheer up the soul,
blacken the hair, brighten the eyes
and sweeten the voices
the drivers that

release the sparks

as we melt in each
other's eyes

a divinity's recipe



served to every cell
in this physique

here i am a powerful
delectable dish cooked up
for good, for bad for the ugly
a turtle, a tiger, you,

me, a prisoner, an angel

a saviour, everybody

I would love to be the
tiger, the cheetah,

the elephants, monyet
the dreamed steak
the red hot chillies

in everybody's life

- all my friends, pets
and what have you?

and the red hot oven is still

on - waiting for more spices

to be sprinkled onto

the cuisine everybody is wating for
a cuisine to bee served

walking, running, climbing

and heart to heart

john tiong chunghoo



Fifa World Cup

SEE YOU IN FIFA 2018

dance dance dance

shake, sing, hold your hands high up
for the power of the foot

and the crowning of the ball

colour the faces bright
like a lion
in red, blue and white

shake, shake, shake

the world roar

to the might of the thighs
feet and the power

of the finite brain

pushed to a corner
seeking its veracity

in the bouyancy

of a ball

like an ocean crashing
onto shore

headball
football
costa rico goal

bossa nova, a Brazilian hall and
ball of stinging spices

that make the heart beat and
skip every two minutes

slip, fall, slide, collide, bleed, kick,
crash, kneel, bite, fold palms (to madonna) ,
hugs, tight hugs, tears, cry, goal



32 countries roll on a field of dreams

it's the confluence of high fantasy,
where a ball takes centre stage

and dances of expectation are topped off
with smart muscular and slick physiques
signed with years of bruised tendons,
overstretched thighs - in a cauldron

of hope boiling and spilling over

on a green green field

fifa world cup - this month

where eyes will grovel on

fields, iconic faces, legs and between
those things that make those legs triumph
- balls that dribble, jump, hop,

bounce, richochet, fly, and careen

to a home that either makes or

breaks one's heart

the world cup
those excited roars again
throughout night

this is the month where ball

is the code word for fun

those little globes that dribble, jump, dash, hop, fly,
twist, turn and careen with score

that either makes or breaks one's heart

Fifa fifa on the run

in life, we are always on the run
on the field of goals
everywhere people are on the run
chasing after a dream

and in the process get a field

of everything of life -

sweet, sour, bitter, spicy soups
we down either with pleasure
or with a pinch of salt

in life, we are always on the fun
on a green green field



slip, fall, slide and rise

to take on life challenges
thrashed from all sides

every now and then

when the stars cross path
and do not shine bright

cry in the silence of night
when things did not meet well
crashed at the ego

patted on the back

on the illuminated stage

held shoulder high

thrown up in admiration
kissed in the limelight

in life we are always on the run
either to life

or away from it

either to a goal

or away from it

fifa fifa fifa fifa fifa

a ball of a bossa nova and samba fun
fifa world cup

this month when eyes will grovel

all over the Brazilian fields -

on faces culled like jewels from the
world's vast continents

well built physiques,

on powerful legs and between those things
that make those legs triumph

- balls that dribble, jump,

fly, richochet, and careen to

a home that either makes

or breaks our heart

the real ball are the physiques

which are filled full with the air of wants
and ever ready to spring to action

to show their invincibilities

for a patriotic goal

for that they can turn a million ways



grab, pounce, shove, slip, slide, glide,
sommersault, slither, twist and turn

and even with the legs up when it comes

to the honour for anyone fit enough to claim
in the wide wide field

the real field are the million things
the ball can get the mind to conjure,
a green plain of fascinations, and
inspirations, longings charged up

by the million of fans that send
hearts aflutter with wild ecstasies
and every nerve a living ball

rolling, dashing, swirling to a goal

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku....Red Earth Festival Remington

red earth festival
a new home for the lost
and displaced

john tiong chunghoo



In Memory Of The Tiananmen Square Incident

Tiananmen Square
the same Mao
smiles
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Nature Is A Loving Soul

nature is a living soul

we share a heart a mind a breath
a couple whose proximity

and love are beyond words

and when she does bend

down to talk to us, she does it
with moving pictures we can watch
even with our two eyes close

so that no world could disturb our
rendevouz in the midnight air
there she lays down all her cards
and in a shroud of mysteries she
cajoles, horrifies, foretells,
humours, educates her other
self hanging by the sleeves

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Alfian Sa'At

looking beyond home
to moor his heart
alfian Sa'at

john tiong chunghoo



Maya Angelou Tribute Haiku

the caged bird sings
'still i rise' and disappears into
the eternally clear blue sky

still i rise

the caged bird sings and
disappears into the eternally
clear blue sky
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No Man Is An Island

let me tell you no man is an island
the moon is full tonight and

the asylum is louder than usual

the mind seeks its company through
thin air, the moon pulls him

to her shroud to keep him company
because man is lovable by his

very nature, like the moon

that wanes and waxes through
every possibility and impossibility

in the quest for friends and company

let me tell you no man is an island

all alone like the moon, he spills

verses to the world, and the world

talks back to him in between the

word of each line, uttered or unuttered
he is an all rounder when it comes

to keeping company - he speaks

to the world, speaks for the world

and in between sits between the worlds
cheering it up like the moon that
appears every night luminous with

a new appearance rounder or slimmer

a sickle in the heaven to help everybody
clears the overgrown bushes and weeds in his thoughts

no man is an island and he flies

over the heaven seeking company

a moon glancing between the clouds
for a heart to share her thoughts

a banter and tonight the moon is round
and she is looking for company

the tide throws a path to her

throws itself with all intent to

be her friend, grieving and sighing

again and again at its own crushing futility



our thoughts beats a path to her,
even though not a word she has spoken
in all the ages, there in all the pages are her words

for the sake of company because
no man is an island

and between all the words

the real hearts of the moon
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The Unborn

the mind is vaster

than the body

the mind is an eye of

a larger entity

the born and the unborn share
a single umbilical cord
savouring each other's presence
without the privilege of sights

they live in each other's eyes
whatever that may mean.. fire, ice,
water, air, the moon, stars or flesh

the mind is vaster than the body
a repository of the past stamped
in a frame to tie it down to earth

there, they - the mind and body
welcome each other

faking birth and death to

find their common self

a blindfolding game

to and fro, to and fro

the body is an umbilical cord

to birth, whatever that may mean
here and beyond...

every other day -

whatever that may mean -
twenty four or fifty four hours

or 10,000 years

death whatever that may mean
a deception fabricated

by the body to let the

larger self take birth
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Poem About Poetry - Dancing Down The Alley Of
Hearts

some poems take leave from the page
to dance down the alley of hearts
between each beat a metaphor

to carry them to places where
sometimes the sun is seen as a god

and the moon a princess and

the poet their mouth in the universe

i hope they stay there and make

a heaven out of the mundane and smiles
from the faces of the deprived

like some faraway seeds that have

flown from hundreds of miles to find
root on an idle land and in time to come
to blossom away and cheer up the hearts
of all around or birds from the north that
take leave to find a place of warmth

in the tropics, mate and roost

and fly home to the new season

with their new ones to warm

and cheer up everyone

john tiong chunghoo



The Thought Comes In Seven Colours

meditation

every cakra a realm

a different light

every stage is a realm
a different movement

meditation

every stage a different breath

the thought comes in seven colours
it is stationary

like a tree

ever ever peaceful

moving with the time

legless waiting to be legged

in its own realm of quiet

and serenity

the thought comes in seven colours
it is flying in the sky

with the birds

estatic as rainbow

seeking self sustenance

in tranquillity, joy and nirvana

the thought comes in seven colours
moving with the snail

one padded, ever so slowly

to where it can survive

the thought comes in seven colours
it is in the sea

reflecting the sky and the sun

to us; how many realms

one can go in and out

along the rigours of creation

the thought comes in seven colours
it is with the angel
moving from realm to realm



the thought comes in seven colours
in the ice, in the fire, in the rain

in the vapour that rises

in the clouds

meditation every cakra

is a world to explore

every cakra is a world
moving from movement

to the stationery

from time to the timeless
where the thought is at rest
for eternity
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Walking With The Dead

I could feel them -

a whole hill of merriment
quiet laughter
reverberating in the

last dusklight and

an evening breeze

that speaks to the

bone of its chill,

longing and age

my heart races

between goosebumps
and the archaic letters
on the tombstones

feet cold and nudging
like a winter solstice
silver moon negotiating
its way through the clouds
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Poem About Poetry: Blossoming Mind, Blossoming
Verses

it blossoms away like a flower
and us opening a new book
petal after petal, line by line
we live through them

each breath till the last

so well constructed

it takes a short

circuit or a lapse

of the mind to help

reality come forth

a recital is best without
ourselves instructing

each finger move

between them

death slips to and fro

until its final moment comes
out of the shell comes

a struggling chick

wonders where

the world it has

popped out from and into

a lapse of the mind

is timed for reality to set
life into tune

to and fro we slip

between the fingers

of the creator
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First Encounter - The Royal Professor Ungku Abdul
Aziz Bin Abdul Hamidungku Aziz

professor ungku Aziz
under the veins the
ideal malay man

nice
friendly

always approachable

john tiong chunghoo



Famous Quote By John Tiong Chunghoo

Compassion. If we dont have compassion for our enemies, friends and animals,
we should not think about going to heaven because we will defintely feel out of
place. We should seek other places. Heaven is all about compassion for all
beings. From there is heaven born.

john tiong chunghoo



How To Pray

let me tell you how to pray

your inner self should occupy

the sanctum of God like the

pistils in the most complex

of flowers, the orchids

in every line of the flowers

is the stamp of creation - God's

signs as to where he is and

and what he gently does by the minute
by the second and our prayers should
fill the path where divinity walks -

they light up our way in the light

of dawn and the darkness of night
they grows into a peace where God's
voice could be heard without

us lifting our ears, and the holy

grace of silence that could only be God's

let me tell you how to pray

it has to trail the source of life

like the morn light that streaks

through the vagueness of sky

to find the sameness of our being

that same source which awakens

the divinity in us the first thing

in the morning - the crow of

the cockerels touching the minutes

the clock crawils till the light of day is done
the tilting of the lily as the day

blossoms through its petals

the twinkle of the stars ala the

octopus' tentacles in the deepest ocean
showcasing the tightness it holds sway over the day
there it is divinity speaking

through the minutes of the day

keeping our hearts tight to each other
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Obama Malaysia Visit Haiku

a child steps out once again
into @ muslim world

john tiong chunghoo



Famous Quotes By John Tiong Chunghoo

There she goes into a sea of mediocrity where her talents are foams evaporating
into the thin air of shine.” - John Tiong Chunghoo

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Aizat Amdan

the AF fat all gone
a clean feel like his
music and songs
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Total Lunar Eclipse Haiku

total lunar eclipse
the chinese bride veiled
unveiled
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Quotes By John Tiong Chunghoo

1.

poetry is the space where the voluntary and the involuntary mind meets, says
hello, pirouettes and dances away

john tiong chunghoo



Design

it blossoms away like a flower
and us opening a new book
petal after petal, line by line
we live through them

each breath till the last

so well constructed

it takes a short

circuit or a lapse

of the mind to help

reality come forth

a recital is best without
ourselves instructing

each finger move

between them

death slips to and fro

until its final moment comes
out of the shell comes

a struggling chick

wonders where

the world it has

popped out from and into

a lapse of the mind

is timed for reality to set
life into tune

to and fro we slip

between the fingers

of the creator
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God's Design

it blossoms away like a flower
and us opening a new book
petal after petal, line by line
we live through them

each breath till the last

so well constructed

it takes a short

circuit or a lapse

of the mind to help

reality come forth

a recital is best without
ourselves instructing

each finger move

between them

death slips to and fro

until its final moment comes
out of the shell comes

a struggling chick

wonders where

the world it has

popped out from and into

a lapse of the mind

is timed for reality to set
life into tune

to and fro we slip

between the fingers

of the creator

john tiong chunghoo



Anwar Anwar Haiku

anwar anwar
are you the new mahsuri?
are you wronged?

anwar anwar
are you the new mahsuri?
is your blood turning white too?

so bad so sad
things never worked out
a blessing is your wife

always solidly behind
against all the
world's charges

anwar anwar
go chill out in langkawi
it should be your favourite island

two full moons singing
to each other
bringing on the tide

mahsuri, anwar
you have things in common?
the sea sweeps the answer ashore

the beach shimmers

the eagles screech and I heard
pretty laughters

from a distant shore
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Mh 370 Plane

mh370
god wants to show us
who is really in charge

suspense
is skyhigh
MH 370

MH370
real life puzzles fly from
every direction

mystery deep
as ocean
MH370

MH370
the world taken
through storm

MH370
find the plane first
let them cry

MH370
tears suffocating
like the sea

'A' grade plane
now a mere needle
in the sea

MH 370 (whereabout)
we too are
lost

fifth day



and not a trace
the sound of a 777 rocks the sky

MH370
the world puts

their act together

john tiong chunghoo



Earth Is Rarer Than Diamond

the Earth
it's rarer than
diamond

rare too
humans in

the cosmos

john tiong chunghoo



God's Promises

god's love becomes the enchanting flowers

in the fields and on the mountains

his tears become the rain that falls as graces

to the birds, the grass, animals and us

god's anger is the thunder, storm and lightning
that send each of us fleeing for shelter

and his promises are the rainbow which is sealed
with his assurance of our salvation crowning

the heavens in seven wonderful colours

john tiong chunghoo



Presence

the needles - on the clock -
that keep telling us - - our share
of the everlasting - present

the needles - on the clock -
that show us - our trespasses

of an everlasting - presence

john tiong chunghoo



Heaven Or Hell

the chicken eaten
cannot come back
to tell us how it was
slit, emptied out,
braised and roasted

the man who died
cannot come back

to tell us how he was
buried, gone to
heaven or hell

john tiong chunghoo



Lililputians

these hundreds of
uninvited guests
crowding round
would fill a hall

if our size

and the noise, pretty sure
they would be the same
like when we hover over
a yummy turkey

during Christmas

but would I like them?
the company only perhaps yes

I have better learnt
to be with myself

the party goers are
now in the bin and
there they continue
their fiesta, paper
cream, icing and all

the blessings of size

a quiet room as usual

and it can be deafening
and bit the heart

even with hundreds of
little guests you can swing
from door to door

table to floor at will
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Travel India Haiku - Bodh Gaya...The Light

bodh gaya
a youthful enlightenment
fills the air

in seven colours
the morning sun over mahabodhi temple
on my pictures

am i humble
buddha says so
there are so many worlds

bodh gaya
woken up by
the azan prayers

mahabodhi temple
a muslim burial ground

near its doorsteps

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Bodh Gaya Tallest Buddha

Christmas with the Buddha
his navel
my halo

(a picture taken where his belly area crowns the head like a halo)

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Bodh Gaya Bodhi Tree

tree of enlightenment
the branches hold strong and tight
all the directions

john tiong chunghoo



Dedicated To Buddhists

namo tassa bagavato arahato sama sambuddhasa
buddhan saranam gaccha mi

dharma saranam gaccha mi

sangah saranam gaccha mi

arahan, arahan, arahan, arahan, arahan

the buddha's mind is in my heart
the buddha's mind is in my heart
the buddha's mind is in my heart

the buddha's intelligence fills my spirit/pervades my spirit
the buddha's intelligence fills my spirit/pervades my spirit
the buddha's intelligence fills my spirit/pervades my spirit

the buddha's heart is my sanctum for meditation/nirvana
the buddha's heart is my sanctum for meditation/nirvana
the buddha's heart is my sanctum for meditation/nirvana

the buddha's dharma fills each of my steps
the buddha's dharma fills each of my my steps
the buddha's dharma fills each of my steps

the buddha's heart fills my heart with compassion
the buddha's heart fills my heart with compassion
the buddha's heart fills my heart with compassion

the buddha's posture generates a peace in me
the buddha's posture generates a peace in me
the buddha's posture generates a peace in me

the buddha's eyes help me achieve
excellent psychic powers
seeing all the realms

the buddha's eyes help me achieve
excellent psychic powers
seeing all the realms



my own words...to be continued
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First Encounter - Lim Guan Eng

he feels like a fish
swimming in

the wrong river
living among

the wrong people
trying to make the
best use of himself

john tiong chunghoo



I Have Lived A Million Years

i have lived a million years

this physique slashes it down to 20
waylaid in a geometry of time

every cell tries to tell

a different time, rings a different bell
a part is hidden in the light of the sun,
another in the moon, yet another

in the winds of earth

the river tries to time each
of its run, laying out a mirror
for the sky and cosmos

to embrace themselves

in its luminuous bossom,

a make belief of an oasis
mind vis a vis the physique

the body reflects the mind
the sky in the river

a mirage, a train

ever gliding on

top of the world

glad, glee and joy

hoisted by the water

to its highest cakra

to show it the lowest

of places before

the rendevouz and
roaring fiesta in a
maddening dance of light
at dawn, at noon, at dusk
sky and sea intertwined
in @ resounding ecstacy
that celebrate the triumph
of the long trek to

the infinity of time

the sea forever leaping

to the horizon as if it is
begging for an answer



to its very existence

this physique and the mind
where the finite too lugs

onto the infinite for an answer
to its every breath

the river that takes sky

to the abode of the fishes
lotuses, worms

stars and the moon

it holds onto the mind

no mind but full of the mind
here, there, everywhere
over the sacred shoulders
of the homo sapiens -

a whole world of stories

to unleash to its master

a mirage pervading the mind
a leech pining for a life

this physique a guest that
promises to take leave

to let the host do his talking
in an infinity that has

played games as many and
fabulous as the stars twinkling
a mirage on the toes of earth

rewritten from:

i have lived a million years

this physique slices it down to 20
cupping me in a geometry of time
where every cell tries

to tell a different time

ring a different bell

a part is hidden in the sun,
another in the moon, yet another
in the winds of earth

the river tries to time each

of its run, smiling with the sky



the body is the

reflection of the mind

the sky in the river

it holds no water

but runs with it as if it

is part of the forms

the physique is a guest of

the mind, a guest that takes
leave one day to let the real self
do its talking amid the universe
that has for a million years

play with the mind a thousand
games of the living and the dead
a mirage on the toes of the earth

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Alor Setar

come taste this body too
has become full
of herbal goodness

alor setar
there in the sky
its mysteries unfold

alor setar dusk
heaven dawns with the

breeze and light

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku -Butterworth Ferryride To
Penang

ferryride
penang slowly comes
onto our laps

slowly penang comes
a birthday cake with all
its 'towering' candles

it's not hongkong
it's not singapore
it's penang

ferryride
the dream he carries
to and fro

slowly a postcard
comes alive

penang ferry ride
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Ariel Sharon's Death

ariel sharon -
the wall he erects between
us and him

ariel Sharon

real peace is six feet underground -
everybody nods

and holds on to it

with every inch of the frame

dark, damp, and cold

where silence reigns and

the mind is stifled

and refuses to work

where the world leaves

in the care of nothing but

the nothingness of ourselves
skeletons that had lifted our days
but now sank them all

only sand and dust to bear witness
there on the discreet white

is the chalked epithet and

memory of the man sealed

kept tight and steadfast

without the need of words

- the good, bad or ugly

they weigh not a gram

but hold heavy on the hearts that still beat
round each and every bone

a wall, a perpetual wall

between the breathing and breathless
let god judge

john tiong chunghoo



Run Run Shaw Tribute Haiku

life is a running reel
of fun
run run shaw

life is a reel of
fun

run run show

john tiong chunghoo



Happy New Year Poem

I send away the old year
like a corpse burning it
for the light to build on the new

may 2014 be a blessing to all
your dearest adventures my friends

have a joyous and great new year

john tiong chunghoo



The Original

you are a mirror

as he makes you

in his likeness

so let him see him

in you when he looks in
and not any other monkey

you are a mirror

as he makes you

in his likeness

so let him see the
piece of himself he
has given you when
he looks in and not
any other monkey

john tiong chunghoo



When The Moon Does Its Own Talking

sometimes the moon casts
its magic spell, takes

over the mind and soul to do
its own talking

john tiong chunghoo



The Moon Does Its Own Talking

sometimes the moon casts
its magic spell, takes

over the mind and soul to do
its own talking

john tiong chunghoo



Woman. Woman

I would rather think
God is a woman

there are more ways

to prove it than man
the universe is a womb
and we are inside
waiting to be born again

john tiong chunghoo



A Mirror A Mirror

we are made a mirror

let us preserve

the mirror so that when she
looks inside - well she sees
only herself and nho monkey or
any strange creature

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute Haiku - Nelson Mandela

black appears clearest
on white - -
a powerful voice lives on

beyond the boundary of
black and white

mandela

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Lembah Bujang
Archeological Site (State Of Kedah)

lembah bujang candi sites
should our history be
as empty as these?

lembah bujang candi sites
the echo of the past
almost cannot be heard

lembah bujang candi sites
white pages that beg
to be written on

lembah bujang candi sites
a history that
untrodden

Lembah Bujang Candi site
from one site to another
this emptiness

lembah bujang candi site
from one site to another

this empty heart

john tiong chunghoo



Ulek Mayang

seven leaves
swept asunder in
a tumultuous
and roaring wave

a sea of longing
is played, replayed
this emptiness of night

the moon and sea are
a pair of star crossed lovers
in a futile grasp of reality

they hold onto the flickers
of thoughts in each other's
bossom; an unrequited
love swept in a luminuous
tide of make-believe - -

the moon reposes in a sea

of hope, the sea lets its fate

be guided by the light - - it holds
onto the tail of the moon in

a dance of grief that has

for so long crossed their way

the leaves grovel in

a churning wheel of fate
under the gentle glow of lace
spun by the moon

they are taken out to sea

again and again in a ferocious tide

that whispers, whistles, sighs and roars
to broadcast a destiny

torn and swept in separate ways - -
never to be seen again



john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Warming Up Her Moons

warming up her moons
hen in
the nest

john tiong chunghoo



Autumn Craze

autumn conflagration
so many ideas
bursting forth

autumn conflagration
so many ideas
spreading out

autumn conflagration
one idea in

so many hues
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Interplanetary Exploring Device

and and we send a little car to explore mars

the aliens send a maze of well modulated nerves

to explore earth but with a central system

that can send messages to the the ends of universe

with the twinkle of an eye - this instrument that

laughs, cries and dies to the aliens' exploratory delights

no doubt they have abandoned earth as it is ticking to an end
like how they have abandoned the pyramids all over earth

all these flesh and blood instruments that can cry, laugh,

and die to their creators' wonderful delights as they measure
every inch of mother earth with physical and biological accuracy
from far far away - multifaceted instruments built to self destruct

john tiong chunghoo



Sky Is The Space For Thoughts And Talk

another day

the sky is the space
for thoughts

and - tallks

john tiong chunghoo



A Nothingness Takes Over

over everynight
like it has in
its game of infinity

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Ryan O'Neal

Ryan O'neal - fame
once you catches it sweeps
you along a la waves

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku For Every Malaysian City And Town

Hometown Sibu
a swan for the
rambutan namesake

soaring
a swan
for Sibu

(sibu is derived from Sibauh, a fruit
like rambutan)

Bintangor
i morph from an animal
to a star and now a tree

bintangor
SO many names to encapsulate
her time

(first called binatang, then
bintang and now Bintangor.
Its mascot is its famous
sweet green oranges)

Sarikei
he remember the girl he loves
with spiky hair

(Sarikei famous for its sweet pineapples)
Sri Aman

be as calm in the boat as

the crocs on the sandbar

Peace Town

so peaceful noon crocs

on the banks

(Sri Aman or Peace Town



has rivers at one time infested
with crocodiles some more than
10 metres

Kapit - a free room
from a friend
since high school

Kapit - lumberjacks
down beer, songs and women
late into the night

Kuching
big cats, small cats
where are the real cats?

Kuching means cat...Kuching

is a cat city with a cat museum
cat statues can be seen in many
places...but live cats...perhaps
only in people's houses

Miri - Grand Old Lady

the smiles of the ladies send
sparks down his heart
Limbang - the river

and us

amble along

Mukah

more to be added..
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Death Sentence Haiku

restless because it -
the mind - perches on
a death sentence

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Poem - The Proboscis Monkey

proboscis monkey
a golden lump of quiet wisdom
on the tropical tree

the rush of a borneo
wonder right below
it is life and it is

a menace too

i smell them at the edge
of a fragile existence

the borneo river that seems
to say save them save them

lurking at the banks waiting
for a kill are crocodiles

of the highest order

steely jaws, mighty tails,
well ground canines and all

the Probosics

their bright golden hair
and fur carry the streak
of an endangered creature

a long iconic nose - furry pinocchio -
hangs from their face with a

a virile warmth and never fails

to elicite a love in us

save him, save him

flappy long nosed zeroing

in on his mate

swinging his lust in

the lonely borneo rainforest

a harem in tow

in the out of the a green paradise



a fine 'caucasian’
orang belanda at the
edge of existence
land below the winds

stay up the trees
take us to the flight
of your dreams
harem and all

your mascot noses
and bright red phalluses
rule the day

my words climb, hop,

leap onto the page

in the the steps of your
passion, wedded feet

water, land and trees

they fill up whole imagination

pinnochio of love

beware the ever

hungry crocs

lurking with their

belly for -the lock, stock

and barrel - of your every inch

never mind
we will be your guardian
proboscis monkeys

take malaysia to
the tourists' heart
and keep them cosily there

there is even a big rope

tied onto two poles

over the water so that

you can escape the crocs

when in the search for new pastures



let us smell your
brightest patch

as you band at the bank
of your favourite

borneo coasts

sending love notes

to lands beyond

our wishes and prayers

are for you

they run longer than your
noses

may you be there always
opening our eyes

to the fragile world that needs
every bit of care

for your continued existence
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Senryu - World Fflags

Her tight hotpants
the world flags on
a marching round

john tiong chunghoo



Tonight Half Lunar Eclipse

half lunar eclipse
i throw a spoon into the plate
in the kitchen basin

too, half the heart
dimmed as the

partial eclipse

john tiong chunghoo



Shakespeare The Haiku Poet - Sonnet 73 Made Haiku

That time of year
thou mayst in me
behold

When yellow leaves
or none, or few
do hang

Upon those boughs
which shake
against the cold

Bare ruined choirs
where late the
sweet birds sang

In me thou see’st
the twilight
of such day

As after sunset
fadeth
in the west

Which by and by
black night
doth take away

Death’s second self
that seals up
all in rest

In me thou see’st
the glowing of
such fire

That on the ashes
of his youth
doth lie



As the deathbed
whereon
it must expire

Consumed with that
which it was
nourished by

This thou perceiv’st
which makes

thy love more strong
To love that well
which thou must
leave ere long

- William Shakespeare, Sonnet 73
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Shakespeare The Haiku Poet Ii

That time of year
thou mayst in me
behold

When yellow leaves
or none, or few
do hang

Upon those boughs
which shake
against the cold

Bare ruined choirs
where late the
sweet birds sang

In me thou see’st
the twilight
of such day

As after sunset
fadeth
in the west

Which by and by
black night
doth take away

Death’s second self
that seals up all in rest

In me thou see’st
the glowing of
such fire

That on the ashes
of his youth
doth lie



As the deathbed
whereon
it must expire

Consumed with that
which it was
nourished by

This thou perceiv’st
which makes

thy love more strong
To love that well
which thou must
leave ere long

- William Shakespeare, Sonnet 73

john tiong chunghoo



Dust

A manifestation

of the universe

we are inside to

feel its beats

we are outside

to see its allure

what a narcotic

we are entranced with
till it lapses into

an illusion of dust

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ernakulam Harbour Front

Ernakulam harbour front
the setting sun takes me back
to hometown Sibu harbour front

john tiong chunghoo



The Head Is A Theatre

The head is a theatre

of mysteries and possibilities
the heart walks into

each moment like an audience
sometimes bewildered

as to where the ensemble
would leave us to

sometimes the curtain change
gives birth to a new person
like a coral fish out to roam

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Poem - Source Of The Ganges

Source of ganges
my fascination swirls
in every direction
euphoria scatters

on every pole

as the stars collect
in @ voluminous
trough and hurtle
out to the sea
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First Encounter - Datuk Maznah Abdul Hamid...Kedah
Wanita Umno Chief

Destined to meet
outside and inside
a mosque

firt meet
SO many questions at
the back of her mind

in the mosque
the girl she wishes to be

her daughter in law
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Body Illusion

the body is an
illusion that begs
to be kept alive

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Moonlight Cottage - Jim
Thompson (Cameron Highlands)

moonlight cottage
the creepy emptiness
of jim thompsom

Moonlight Cottage
a menacing spirit
roams an emptiness

moonlight cottage
a replay of what
I read in the mind

Moonlight Cottage
thin as silk the answer
to Thompson's disappearance

Moonlight Cottage
beyond thai silk

layers of mysteries

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Datuk Mukhriz Mahathir

Mukhriz Mahathir
a volcano so still
in gentility

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Nicol Ann David

Nicol ann david
an aura of my other idol
emily dickinson

and striken more
when she speaks - a perfect voice
for emily's verses

nicol ann david
so many strikes

of surprises
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Chin Peng Demise Haiku

Chin peng demise
ashes of a broken dream
fill the front pages

chin peng's demise
stirring fear
ashes of a broken dream

ashes of a broken dream
settle nowhere
chin peng's demise

terror - the ashes of
a broken dream

settles nowhere
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Twin Mysteries

Life is giving up something
And holding onto something
Death is giving up something
And holding onto something
Life and death are twins
Hiding from each other at
Each other's convenience

john tiong chunghoo



Nature Creates And Replicates

Nature carves a living thing

out of earth, air, fire, metal and water
giving it a spirit to survive on

earth, sun, moon go on as a living entity
this too is replicated in our bodies

a macrocosm of the living being

carved out of the elements

when the bigger being dies

the others follow suit

a wheel running on and on

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Kedah Famous Artist Choh Kiat
Siong

the warm friendly
secondary school boy is still
there in the body

art never corrupts

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Reading

words take up the space

in the quiet lanes of the mind
images sprout like whispers
a heart is stirred the rustle
of bamboo leaves in a garden
of spring solitude

the writer is a world away

as we walk a luxuriant path
of dream and reality
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Festival Haiku - Hungry Ghost Festival

Ungry ghost festival
tonight hell notes light up
the alley ways

hungry ghost festival
on her face the raging
fire of hell notes

hungry ghost festival
the empty chairs and us
at the operas

hungry ghost festival
the vvip guests
cannot be seen

hungry ghost festival
at the opera a quiet space

in all our hearts

john tiong chunghoo



Find

They develop independently
sweetness and sourness

and meet each other in our mouth
they develop independently

the male and female

and meet each other in our body
they develop independently
diseases and their antidotes

and meet each other in our body
to know the veracity of each other

john tiong chunghoo



Your Eyes, My Eyes

Your eyes

how far can you see?
my eyes

how far can i see?
between us

a dilating puzzle

an ocean of blue

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - International Day Of The World's
Indigenous Peoples 9 August

Indigenuous peoples
in the wild a voice
grows loud by the day

indigenuous peoples
a distant strain of thunder
growing louder

indigenuous peoples
the only exotic fires
still flaring

indigenuous peoples
the only exotic dreams
left in our backyards

indigenuous peoples
in @ world of uniformity

the privilege to walk a dream
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Festival Haiku - Universal Peace Day

Universal peace day
the peace that flows
in us

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Hari Raya Malaysia

in the swirl, turn and
bubbling of dodol lemak
the sweetness of raya

hari raya swirls, turns
and bubbles
dodol lemak

in the swirl and bubbling
of dodol lemak
the sweetness of raya

dodol lemak
the sweetness of raya

swirls and bubbles
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Poetry The Crystallisation Of The Soul

Poetry the crystallisation of the soul

john tiong chunghoo



Abandoned House Haiku

Abandoned house
a menacing consciousenss
brewing

abandoned house
in all silence,

shadows walk

john tiong chunghoo



Karma

rooted, tenacious, unrelenting

karma refuses to budge from the hearts
it has played an unmindful role

there are hearts that wont forgive

no matter how sane their owners may be
karma turns with the world

laughing, singing and tearing

with the universal mind

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Alor Setar First Week

Fresh stalks of new padi
between the fields i count
the syllables of my verse

john tiong chunghoo



William- Kate First Child

Its first royal cry
the papers reel away
with the good news

first royal cry
papers reel round the world

with the news

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Datuk Suraya Yaacob, State Exco
Member Kedah

Suraya Yaacob
articulation wins her
the day

Suraya Yaacob
a positive energy and
strength envelops her

Suraya Yaacob
she knows what my job
entails
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A Body Too Fast For Him To Catch Up

Some people they seem to be
rushing through their life

not having time for people

too engrossed with what they like
or compelled to work on drudgery

Some people seem to be
rushing through life

because of a body that seems
too fast for them to

catch up with
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Festival Haiku - International Nelson Mandela Day!

International Nelson Mandela Day
so much to remember for
the days of freedom

International Nelson Mandela Day
such a long road to freedom
such a long road to live it out

International Nelson Mandela Day
it is a great advantage
to live a long long life

International Nelson Mandela Day
real hard earned with fear, anguish

and sitting in unknown prisons
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Versed Diamond

the more i rewrite

the better my verses become
it's like polishing a diamond
to its ultimate shine

john tiong chunghoo



Day

type a dash, then circle it with an O

now that's the closest you can get to writing day in chinese
no that's was what day looked like three thousand years ago
when scholars wrote with a brush and fluid chinese ink
performing gymnastics from left to right on a rice paper
making sure their strokes do not trip or drip

keep up with the times, ditch the O for a square
with the dash in the centre and now you have

a perfect day within the grasp of your hand

fill in all your wishes and visualise all of them
coming true - within the day's treasure box
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Ghost

ghost - their world is
is just a little wider
than our eyes

but when they stare
their eyelids flick
over yours

they carry a world
overlapping ours

we sense each other
in the traffic between

the eyes and eyelids
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Sylvia Plath's 50th Death Anniversary Haiku

Sylvia's mom to Sylvia

so long ago you were born
so long ago you were gone
life goes on rattling like a train
going everywhere and nowhere

Sylvia to Ted Hughes

poetry is a two edged sword
killing
like methane

ted hughes to Sylvia

the moon is blue
my eyes are true
just like my verses

daddy, the panzer man
is less lethal than
this man of verses

the moon is blue
my heart is true

my love glue
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Poem About Poetry - Shaman

that shaman who day in and day out speaks
wishing to share his fun of the world
with the world on a sphere of white

john tiong chunghoo



Sylvia's Mother To Plath

so long ago you were born
so long ago you were gone
life goes on rattling like a train
going everywhere and nowhere
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From Sylvia To Ted Hughes

Ted Hughes

verses are a two edged sword
killing like Methane

john tiong chunghoo



The Language My Body Speaks

i live in a higher institution with

the brain of a kindergarten

my body is talking and i cannot even
grasp what it is

its language is a tongue

rolling over my nerves

a desire to get me to cooperate

in its quest for a better self -

but some i understand but most i dont,
such as the sudden rise of the cakra to the tip
of my head and the light that flashes
when my eyes are close

i dont understand a language

when silence is its companion

and only one person can be its audience
a language not spoken

but rattle through the nerves

and imagination

i am a young pupil in this

school of realisation

fitted with two arms

two legs, two eyes,

a heart and a mind to boot

the language the body talks

is coded and archived in the brain

but there is no way to uncode the message
with a brain so small

the dream of gods, of goblins, of bats,

of fairies - they too are spoken with images
only the body can do

those too are in need of explanation

though in all kindness the body relents

for once with all the images it have cooked up
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Ode To The Artist

what is an artist?
nature is light and the artist is but a smart prism
it may take years to grind it to a rainbow shine

he is a wizard or witch who works with a paint and brush
pinning the world down to mere colours and strokes
within the spread of his hands

someone who helps us see the world
with some feelings and thoughts
if we havent had them

Someone who shows us how the world
can be squeezed, circled, squared

off, bound, tied, bombarded

to suit our artistic bent

Someone who shows us how a moment
can be condensed in the flick of a second
or a few hours to justify the worth of art

someone who thinks the world should be
thicker in colours, broader in shape

and slicker - that silence in itself speaks more
volume

someone who is an instrument of nature
to unveil to us the number of faces she could have
nature's make up man

nature's alter ego; someone
who shows us how Narcissistic
nature can be when it comes to
framing him on a piece of paper

Someone who helps us go into the heart of nature

nature is light and the artist is but a smart prism
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First Encounter - Artist Bayu Utomo

Bayu Utomo - between the
shine of his colours
the subtle question of race

bayu utomo
true to his colours

true to his race
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Three Persons In One

there is a crowd in us each trying
to get each other heard

one does that in all silence

that his wish is to be left all

on his own without being disturbed

how many persons are there in each human?
at least three and two are zealous guards

of their own territory and heavens

they can play devil or angel to each other
wrestling all the weapons around them

there is a face to save and a stomach to feed
so each can go on with his chore

to keep everything going

this human alive and well with some dignity

when the head and the heart fight, they are like
devil; you cannot get any of them to give in

each wants to make sure his entity is respected
that he is what he is; compromise yes, giving in, no

the third person may as well be left all alone

you cannot even negotiate with him; he goes on and on
on its own whether you are awake, asleep or even dead
he is the receptacle of your whole being,

as well as the usual painful bystander

who takes everything that blows up our top,

hatred, injustice, setbacks...in his stride

he is the one the other two desperately
try to stand up for again and again
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Festival Haiku - Japanese Tanabata

tanabata
she says she is on the
crossroads of her life

tanabata
one wish for every daughter
- on the tree

tanabata
a baby in tow, she says
she got her wish last year

tanabata
they look to the sky for
the two stars of the night

tanabata
non stop she talks about

her life wishes
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The Monkey Haiku

monkeys
how easily they
recognise each other
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Death Keeps Knocking At The Door

death keeps knocking at the door

it is faith that helps me fend it off

i grasp the sunshine with frail fingers
the sun in the tail of a tropical dusk
the clouds float between the light

it plays hide and seek in a last game

rain breaks away at the other range

in the arc of a multi hued hope

another conflagration of life flutters by
thousands and thousands of bats dance

in successive wave of rapture over the sky
now flared in so many colours

scarlet, amber, blue and white

name me tchaikosky, name me brahms,
name me mozart, name me strauss

a black solitude dilutes over the heaven
as they break free from the tangle of
deep damp caves one family after the other

there is a wistful screech of an eagle
returning among the hills

it echoes the last swirl of wine
spouting short and crisp from

a bottle of endearment meeting

face to face with the facts of life
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Haiku - True To Life

true to life
we come we go
nobody gets to stay
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Punan Bah, Near Kapit,
Sarawak

Punan Bah
a grave charges
to the sky

Punan Bah
still i hear the cry
of a slave

Punan Bah
inside the black totem pole
the king and his slave

Punan Bah
my memory of it in
sacred round stones

Punan Bah
a memory made rounder
by stones

(all these stones are round in shape
like a football)

round mysterious stones
that hold them together
Punan Bah

Punan Bah
still standing tall
human sacrifice totem pole

(a slave was always locked

into another compartment

in the huge timber for the burial pole

to accompany the dead to the other world)
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Belief

And he says:

it does'nt matter if you wear a cross

it does'nt matter even if you dont wear one

it does matter whether we believe in each other
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Badger Cull Haiku

badger cull
they assess how the suffering
should be done

badger cull
they assess how to
lesson the pain

feeling first the pain
animal lovers

badger cull
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Snow White's Stepmother

Now people become jealous

you posted so many of your good days
in phuket and others on your FB

Of course provoking people's jealousies
As far as people are concerned,

they only want others to cry, not laugh
there is a little devil in us all

who doesnt have the means to grow
but is pushed to a corner where

it still can hurt in minor ways

that is how the world is

you only want others to suffer
happiness is only for oneself

like Snow White's stepmother.
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Woman¥*

The creation of woman

must have been a storm

the man is earth, soul and breath
a universe

Tthe woman is to help the world
be born again and again

to make sure the human race survive
a whole mind must have

gone into this

to make sure she survive

the storm
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Supermoon Haiku

supermoon
the city
boiling over

supermoon
elucidating
our loneliness

supermoon
each of the branches

on the tree visible
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Travel India Haiku - The Kaveri River

kaveri river
the barber cut for money
he gets cut for his sin

the saris put out to dry
after the washing of sins

kaveri river
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Travel Singapore Poem - Wandering Singapore
Streets

On the streets of Singapore
i walk and walk wondering
what i have missed and
what it has missed
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Haiku - Laughing Her Way Through The Drowning

Sensing no hope
she laughs her way
through the drowning
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Travel Nepal Haiku - Bagmati River At Pasuthpatinath
Temple

Pashupatinath temple
at the bagmati river bank
a most contented - corpse
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Just One Poem For Posterity

a historic poem dances
its way into our heart
word and rhyme in tow
and keeps reading itself
to us like a hynoptist

it goes so well with our
our natural rhythm it
becomes a part of us
like a child, a friend,
we involuntarily

dance to its beat

in the heart

in the feet

lighting up the day

and the way we walk

the brain breathes
in a fresh new space

the world gets

a new coat for us to
swing to its music
and magic

it's @ mona lisa

smiling to us

for more than

1,000 years

without

getting herself

and us tired

and not a wrinkle older

a good poem stays

in the heart ever ready
to spring forward

to humour

and entertain

friends



rewritten from

if @ name is what you seek

you need just one poem

for posterity to care

come look for you

day and night

but it has to be one

that walks pass us

like a mona lisa

turning each head

giving each life

a new meaning and

a new space to ponder

about beauty, art and their life
and why such a little piece

of work would flip their mind over
to let them see the world in

a completely new way

a historic poem is a poem

that allows the brain to breathe anew
the world given a fresh new coat
for us to fall in love with it again
a mona lisa smiling for more
than 2,000 years

without getting

herself and us

tired
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Ozymandias..

(poetry in progrss)

A flashback to Shelley's
angkor wat

nothing stands in the way
everything that comes up
comes down

but with a little brain

you can see through
history and gets the walls
coming up

now the preservers

are trying to do a Vishnu
putting back his pose
one by one

or Shiva

the stones

or the churning

the sea of milk

each stone, each slab
and if not build one

so that the god looks god
the angels look angels
and the demons, demons

decay is the only
permanent law

grab, grab, grab

it is only an illusion

it is nothingness

you are grabbing

it is a disapppointment
brewing to greet us

in the final straw
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Ode To The Chair

Some are to die for
many would do so

some are divine will
upholstered on four limbs
no one can question nor steal

some grace beauty with
a sea of applause

a heartful of wishes

is finally settled with

eyes and mouth curved

to our fantasy as she later
swirls through the media
like a multi faceted diamond

some are to be shunned

yet those sentenced can
neither choose nor turn it over
a justice the world sometimes
fights over to let human
dignity sit well

they walk two worlds

numbed by both before

the angel of death pulls

its plug of sparks

to silence both - a chair

made for sin and death to
come to terms with each other

some are for newly weds

they live a day as king and queen
and a loving heart

to settle the score

the picture sits snugly in

some room or album

for one's treasured memory



for all, they are the heartS of the master
when one is cordially invited to sit

high with him - you know

you have a place where you can

craft out another world

it sits patiently at

all examination rooms

on all four, spine and legs
in quiet humility

wishing all students

good grades and

a great career

the main witness of
cheers, fears, and
disappointments
shunting through
mind and heart
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The Lesson

(Poetry in progress)

the pigeon lost a partner

they were picking peas or

whatever in the street

- the Lord does get them fed

through his providence -

it is our naughty hands

that hold a different tale

my brother downed two wings

that had since flew and hovered

a sea of red, a choppy self

that refuses to die down

a storm did brew - as she or he -

i think it is a he - waited over the

tip of the roof for the other half -

two more wings to make life complete
was it one hour - such a long wait
before he flew away with a sky of emptiness
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Haiku - In The Steps Of The Waves

In the steps of the waves
a sea more stormy
is brewing
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First Encounter - Mahathir Mohamad

Still thriving
selling old fishes
Mahathir

still selling
his old fish
Mahathir
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Bipolar

half the road in the rain
the other half shiny
my bipolar

(half of the width, not length)
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Festival Haiku - Memorial Day

memorial day
a field of white stones
standing tall
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Daffodils...

poetry in progress

spring breeze notches up

the beauty in you like you like you

that draws out and complements mine

a crown and a trumpet to shape up our joy
in the iretrievable steps of youth - always
carving a stubborn inch into that sand

to make it an ounce much more memorable

in all the quietitude of the world -

the sanctum of a teenager's fantasies,

romances screams through daffodils,

a trumpet at the heart of the young foliage

ever ready to shower its riveting jazz notes

to spice up our spirit, our strengths,

on a sojourn lost in love - in nature's breast -

lost in a song, a touch, a quiver, a scream,

a smile, a shout, a walk, a blast - rattling the senses

a heart desperate for love

the morning bed blossoms like rose
folds with layers of longing

thrown in a sea of emotions

the days float down the road

picking up so many colours of sweetness
tempered with expectation,

of despair, of yearnings, of prayers,

of time spent in frozen hours of thought
of a hidden joy kept tight like a jar -

the petals carve so many shades and shapes
they are dizzying

in the night hot as spring equinox

our eyes smoothens the way
to the contours of the heart

daffodils..

SO many sensitive chambers



now jostle for a caring touch

your touch, treading through

a fantasy of lace, of bubbles
loosening up a channel of ecstasy
topping off the cherished escapade
with burst of love and kisses

the chambers feel like children

coming together for a glimpse of the queen
but here in the privacy

of a never seen room

not an echo is heard

everything is left

for love to do its wonder

to be felt, a love that runs so

deep and thick it can

drown out the world

these inching physiques

of youth

new senses crawl the mountain

charging like everest among clouds

a daffodil trumpeting a

delight torching up day and night

like a seething volcano ever ready to surprise
with a molten fertility rite
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Wesak Day - I Thought Of You

i thought of you

the licking of my hands

a rough warm pad with

your saliva overflowing

with that animal instinct
of love, of kindness

i thought of you

two cocked ears and

a wet black nose with that

friendly nudge to wake

me up in a bright room

that seemed to say to me too

the day is not meant for sleeping
two animals with nothing

common but warmth, blood and love

i thought of you the way

they opened you up

like a canned stuff

so quiet you had laid

as the knife glided through

the last remaining seconds of your life
though you had been well endowed

a shell and fine legs for water and land
death is such a revolting thing

in all the quiet it sprouted

terrible legs and hands

like a hairraising

tarantula running up

my uncovered legs

the ceasing seconds churned
the heart of an onlooker
walking between the
wobbling planks of demise

i thought of you
as they sliced you down



tearing you greedily down

by your tough coat

from head to tail

in just a few minutes

my sensitivity was given an overhaul
my heart raced to the ends of the world
with no boundary

i thought of you

as you climbed the stairs

with your eighty year old bones

your hands tight on the railings

my heart shook like a 10 year trishaw
with rickety fear for your strength

i thought of you and

the buddha's words

that all you need now are

some of my prayers for salvation

you may have them

you may have them

today is wesak day

let the worlds be lighted

with our love for all the realms
sadhu sadhu sadhu
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Malaysian Election Poem - Chameleon

Chameleon
a class war or a
race war?

toad
i cannot see the
ugly difference

frogs
i jump into the fray
anyway

shake

slithers through
as if nothing

is in the way

mouse
i will steal
little by little

doggy
i'll bark till

the sun comes down

camel

i will carry whatever
across continent
through harshest terrain
use me when

you can
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Predestination

It is masked
in @ mind plan
it comes like
a fluid and smooth
filtration

so that you
dont feel
tricked into it
or helmed in
or trapped
the opposite
happens

an illusion
seeking
avenue

to reality

and we walk
into them all
good or bad
dead or alive
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Malaysian Election Haiku - One Malaysia

lost in
the cabinet
my One Malaysia
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Festival Haiku - 66th Cannes International Film
Festival

so many dreams
rolled over

year after year
Cannes Festival

the flashiest dreams
all of a sudden
converge in Cannes

more than the sparkles
of the stars
Cannes

sparkling with
the stars
Cannes

chasing a dream
the endless flashes
endless smiles

the dreams
all of a sudden

converge in Cannes
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I Let The Silence Grow

to help myself grow
divinity is a receptacle

of peace and bliss in
quiet meditative embrace
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My Religion Is The Deep Silence Inside Me

poetry in progress

my religion radiates

a sacred silence

a sanctum that holds me in
a mountain stream

running crystal clear

to an expanse of faith
where eternity is

the sky and sea coruscating
in scintillating hues
carrying the spirit away like a rainbow
i let the silence grow

to help myself grow
divinity is a receptacle

of peace and bliss in

quiet meditative embrace
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Haiku Democracy

Democracy
it is only so much
the people can take
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God Is With You All Day Long..

God loves you

He talks with you all day long
walking with you

in the lane of your memories
friends....animals, trees,
plants....your nail...hair....skin..
God is all there for you
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God Is With You All Day Long

God loves you

He talks with you all day long
walking with you

in the lane of your memories
friends....animals, trees,
plants....your nail...hair....skin..
God is all there for you
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Charles Simic The Haiku Poet

A book full of pictures
my hands grows cold touching faces
of dead kings and queens

a black raincoat
in the upstairs bedroom
Swaying from the ceiling

mother's long needles
make quick crosses
they were black

the pages I turn sound like wings
the soul is a bird
in my book full of pictures

a battle rages: lances and swords
a wintry forest with my heart

spiked and bleeding in its branches
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My Life Is Half Done

Poetry in progress

my life is half done
any regrets? yes many
but i have found love
and i have found life
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Visit Malaysia Year Humour Haiku - We Are
Malaysians

We are malaysians
we care more about
our individual roots
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Festival Haiku - American National Poetry Month April
2013

poetry - freeing words
from the prison
of thoughts

poetry - letting
emotions have fun in
a crossword puzzle

poetry - letting
emotions have fun
with the words

poetry is to break free
to taste the freedom of
the mind to roam
...with words.
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Festival Haiku - Easter

Easter
on our eggs
the world
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When I Am Old

When I am Old

when i am old, wrinkled and

a bundle of bungled energy

and nobody is interested in me

i will learn to paint and will

like the children do my apples

blue, pink and white, in between of which
i will doodle my tongue and eyes

my elephants will have all their trunks
aiming at the moon and my ants

the size of cakes crawling

across the paper to a distant promised land

my birds will be graceful upside down threes
scouring the clear blue sky for paradise

and my house a brown box that smiles in red,
its windows two eyes the size of matchboxes
perhaps large enough to place world's peace

A child is large as the freedom in the sky,

the white of the paper for the mind to run wild

the days i sprouted wings to span the world.

it is when you can fly your thoughts anyway

you like and everybody would fly and laugh with you

and when i write my poems or paint

i am that child returning

to the man to nudge him from his muddled self
the colour of the grey hair will be the ink

to paint the hurt lines

it is in the heart that they are kept

and there, over the white are

the rainbow of a life remembered

second version of the poem above.



when i am old, wrinkled and a bundle of bungled energy

and nobody is interested in me, i will learn to paint and will

like the children do my apples blue, pink and white, in between of which i will
doodle my tongue and eyes

my elephants will have all their trunks up
aiming for the moon and my ants the size of cakes
crawling across the paper to a distant promised land

my birds will be graceful upside down threes
scouring the clear blue sky for paradise

and my house a brown box that smiles in red,
its windows two eyes the size of matchboxes
perhaps large enough to place world's peace

A child is large as the freedom in the sky, the days

i sprouted wings to span the world.

it is when you can fly your thoughts anyway

you like and everybody would fly and laugh with you

nobody would brand you insane they will just say, that's you a child.’

and when i write my poems i am that child returning
to the man to wake him up from his muddled self
the colour of my white hair will be the ink to paint
the hurt lines either you see it or not does not matter
it is in the heart that they are kept

and there, over the white are

the rainbow of a life remembered

rewritten from below;

when i am old, wrinkled

and looks a bundle of bungled energy

and nobody is interested in me,

i will learn to paint and will

like the children paint my apples

blue, pink and white

my elephants all their trunks up

my ants the size of my cakes

and my birds a graceful upside down threes



measuring the cloudy sky

my house a simple box with

an arch roof in red and windows

the size of matchboxes

when people ask me why

i hope i dare say 'a child is

the freedom in the sky.

it is when you can fly

your thoughts anyway you like

and nobody would brand you mad.
they will just say, that's you a child.'
and when i write my poems

i am that child returning to the man
to wake him up from his muddled self
the colour of my white hair will be
the ink to paint the hurt lines

either you see it or not does not matter
it is in the heart that they are kept
and there, over the white are

the rainbow of a life remembered

hen i am old, wrinkled

and looks a bundle of bungled energy
and nobody is interested in me,

i will learn to paint and will

like the children paint my apples

blue, pink and white

my elephants with all their trunks up

my ants will be the size of my cakes

and my birds graceful upside down threes
measuring the cloudy sky

my house will be a simple box with

an arch roof that is red and

its windows will have the size of matchboxes
when people ask me why

i hope i dare say 'a child is

the freedom in the sky.

it is when you can fly

your thoughts anyway you like

and nobody would brand you mad.

they will just say, that's you a child.'



and when i write my poems

i am that child returning to the man

to wake him up from his muddled self
the colour of my white hair will be

the ink to paint the hurt lines

either you see it or not does not matter
it is in the heart that they are kept

and there, over the white are

the rainbow of a life remembered

second version from:

when i am old, wrinkled and

looks a bundle of bungled energy

when nobody would be interested in me,
because of my lines, and my hair which

has become random tufts of white

i will learn to paint and will like the children
do my apples in blue, pink and white

my elephants will have all their trunks up
and my ants the size of my cakes

my birds will be graceful upside down threes
triumphantly scouring and measuring the sky
and my house a simple dream box topped with
a roof glazed in red

the windows will be the size of matchboxes

when people ask me about their deviations
this is this what i would say to them -

'a child is the freedom in the sky. it is when
you can fly your thoughts anyway you like
and nobody would brand you mad.

they will just say, that's you a child.'

when i write my poems i am that child
returning to the man to wake him up
from his muddled self

the colour of my white hair will be

the ink to paint the hurt lines



either you see it or not

it is in the heart they are kept

and there, over the white, i tell you, are
the rainbow of a life remembered

third version:

when i am old, wrinkled

and looks a bundle of bungled energy
and nobody is interested in me,

i will learn to paint and will

like the children paint my apples

blue, pink and white

my elephants will have all their trunks up
and my ants the size of my cakes

my birds will be graceful upside down threes
measuring the clear blue sky

and my house a simple box with

an arched roof in red and windows

the size of matchboxes

when people ask me why

i hope i dare say 'a child is

the freedom in the sky.

it is when you can fly your
thoughts anyway you like

and nobody would brand you mad.
they will all be revved up by

your your innocence

that bless their world no end

they will just say, that's you a child,
not knowing how much that is

for the father of the man.'

and when i write my poems

i will be that child returning to the man
to wake him up from his muddled self
the colour of my white hair will be

the ink to paint the hurt lines

either you see it or not

it is in the heart that they are kept
and there, over the white will be



the rainbow of a life remembered
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New Day

new day

nearby school
parents' dreams -
laugh, scream, cry
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Kuala Lumpur Kuala
Lumpur

kuala lumpur
glitters in the shade
of the dark stories
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Coffee Haiku

coffee - a bitterness
awakens me to
the new day

coffee - a new day
awakens me

to its bitterness
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Haiku - New Tight Blossoms

new tight blossoms
an old woman readies herself
for a walk
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New Pope Haiku 2013-

new pope
a wave of cheer over argentina
like football victory

new pope
everybody looks at the cross

twice today
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Haiku - Crescent Moon

crescent moon
piercing the night too
the crickets
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Dusk At The Rejang

dusk at the rejang
in gold a quietness
rippling away

dusk at the rejang
a solitude spread out in
in gold on the water

dusk at the rejang
a quietness moves with
the golden ripples

dusk at the rejang
the quietness of water
in the golden ripples

dusk at the rejang
a solitude coloured in gold
in the ripples

dusk at the rejang
a quietness in gold

rippling away
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**haiku Magic **

autumn
a nostalgia
painted in scarlet

first day of spring
a song in the the breeze
i would love to sing

full moon
a mice runs across
the owl's eyes

daylight murder
in the city park a parasite
strangling the host tree

missing his key again
the door
comes down

waxing moon
she drives 20 km to get
her cheongsam made

hachiko photo shot
leaving a space between us
for the world's best friend

art exhibition
a heart blossoms from
one genre to the other

on the misty glass
his 'love’
overflows

new tight blossoms
an old woman readies herself
for a walk



death anniversary
cries of migratory birds
fill the sky

extinct - - one less
for the world to
evolve

this sea - i am
swept along by both
a sadness and joy

Little India Brickfields
a light breaks through
veil of ignorance

spring in full bloom
my heart
fluttering in the breeze

old cemetery
my hair on ends
between the lallang

kitchen window
the neighbour's child is now
a young woman

that first fight
still there the dent
on the garage door

'Sometimes, when we talk to our pets, we like to take it that their intelligence is
at our level so as to be really close with them. that too is God's prediposition
when he communicates with us.'



storm in
an old teacup -
the pope's resignation

so many ways to cook
he holding on
to her waist

she tells us how
slim she was
elizabeth's closet

garage sales
he asks for matches to light
an old pipe

out of the closet
now in his bag eyeliners
mascaras and lipsticks

the futon stored away
a low table and some plates
there - our dining room

our living room
the Last Supper
never ends

giving my first bath
the doggie and me
all wet

living room solitude
the crashing water of
the silent waterfall

van gogh's bedroom
on the wall
right over my bed

london -
missing you for



SO many years

our laughter - his eyes
the shape of
his staple

sri lankan sapphire
straining the eyes to learn
the different prices of blue

waving at me
last week's green strawman
now brown/ tanned

Sibu Townsquare
we walk through the good
the bad and the ugly

late autumn
the woman caught between
a range of red lipsticks

full moon chant
the glow of saffron
and the moon

old harbour
on the broken piers
anglers and lovers

borneo hometown walk
a haiku poet finds
his dream

dusk at the river
on the tree tops
dance of cranes

glacier - - gliding
a dancer
to her dream



glacier - her ambition
twirling
on her feet

that little flower
all on its own
evening breeze

new year eve firecrackers
swallows' frenzied chirps
fill the sky

chinese new year
the emptiness
of time

malaysian election
at a loss when
the rain is coming

telling him each grain
is the farmer's sweat
he sweeps clean his rice'

new veggie patch
he asks wife what
they should be planting

they know where
they are flying to
- the cranes

escaping spices
a spate of sneezes
in the room

flickering screen
her wish that the infertility is
not her eggs

clawing with her beak
the egg to her warmth



mother hen

chinese all souls' day
at her final resting place
a bowl of hot pasta

'Aonang transvestite cabaret show
not an inch on them
male — in Krabi, Thailand

phi phi alleyway
above her bouncing round bum
full moon party

spoilt for choice
we scratch our head whether
to do Chikcen Island

Mount Fuji photo shoot
we wait for the cloud
to unveil the peak

ganges cruise
the boys climb over
to sell us...ganges water

chennai international airport
there in the hallway to
greet me too - ganeshan

colombo international airport
sitting and waiting for us

the Buddha
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The Pope Resignation Haiku

storm in an
old tea cup
the pope's resignation
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Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - Sapphire

Sri Lankan sapphire
straining the eyes to learn
the different prices of blue
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Sibu Chinese New Year

in all the quietness
the beauty of Sibu
Chinese New Year

dusk at the Rejang
all my God, my camera cannot
hold all its beauty

borneo hometown walkabout
a haiku poet finds
his dream

old harbour
a few anglers at
the broken down piers

where most of us were born
where a british governor was killed
dataran sibu

(the lau king howe hospital was demolished to make way

for the dataran years back. most of the sibu people and

outlying areas were born at this first general hospital part of which was over the
Igan River.
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Crane Haiku

they know where
they are flying to
- the cranes
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Travel Thailand Poem - Kho Pi Pi Night Lanes

Phi Phi. The night places are closed.

Midnight angels start to tread the lanes.

One well dressed and made up transvestite,
who is all ready for her capitalistic romps

has with her a young boy, perhaps 13,

and another handsome looking one, perhaps 16.
The 13 year old boy exhibits some female traits,
in his walk, in his way of talking.

That's the way, the influence some boys get

if they keep company with women

let loose in @ man's physique.

The older boy obviously is going to be

a rival to the transvestite. He knows

his assets and the people ever ready

to leap onto his wagon of sensual delights.

He takes out his box of cigarettes, lit one,

and cooly chain smokes. That's the way if

you want customers in the night.

A farang comes along and the transvestite is
obviously excited well for business.

The 13- year old boy is seen earlier going

into the nearby 7/11 store, and then

passing her a packet... obviously the night's condom.
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Travel Thailand Haiku - Krabi Tranvestitie Cabaret
Show

Krabi tranvestite cabaret show
not an inch bouncing on them
male

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Thailand Haiku - Krabi Spoilt For Choice

Krabi - spoit
for choice
for island tour

krabi island tour
we scratch our head whether

to do chicken island
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Travel Thailand Haiku - Aomong Tranvestites Cabaret
Show (Central Point)

Aomong tranvestites cabaret show
not an inch bouncing on them
male

aomong tranvestites cabaret show
not an inch on them

male
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Travel Japan Haiku - Mount Fuji Photo Shoot

Mount Fuji photo shoot
we wait for the cloud
to show the peak
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Travel India Haiku - Mumtaz Still Glitters At Taj Mahal

taj mahal - still caught
between the other wives
- - mumtaz

(the mausoleums of Shah's other wives
are around Taj)

taj mahal - she still glitters
between
the other wives

taj mahal
we walk as we are told
a love story, a sad story

taj mahal - in between
the grandeur mumtaz's
love tale, sad tale

taj mahal - we try too
to give mumtaz's story

a great ending
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Haiku - President Obama Second Term Inauguration
Jan 21,2013

birthday excitements - between
facebook greetings and
the president's inaugrual speech

Obama second term inauguration
such a long road to
equality of all kinds

Obama second term inauguration
a time for everybody to shine
gays, blacks, blues and whites

Obama second term inauguration
my birthday wrapped around
by the president's speech

Obama second term inauguration
the president's speech makes

the highlight of my birthday
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The Body Is Built For Love

(poetry in progress)

the body is built for love

So give it a go

dont hold back

let it blaze

like a garden

go pluck some flowers

give the sweet rainbow

to your loved ones,

parents, sisters,

brothers or even your enemies
make them happy

for love works like magic

the antidote to tension
between the deadliest of foes

the body is built for love

So give it a go

dont hold back

forget the blue black jealousies
sustained in the fight

for name, fame and survival
relationship gone swollen
like a festering

ulcer that makes us

so ugly with

our unforgiving spirit

the body is made for love
so wind down your worries,
cool down your hatred

put them to rest

in the lake

of forgiveness

your broad and

humble heart

has to offer



relieve yourself of
poison that
slowly surely

kills the bdoy
mires and blocks
the road ahead
spawning
blockages

here, there

a pipe bursting

at its seams

pains taking its toll
a brain trapped
and suffocating

in red molten lava

the body is built for love
break free from the walls
of destructions,

a mountain ever ready

to spew flame of hostilities,
disputes, pent up
misunderstandings

the body is built for love

let the best of you flow

love, care, patience, humility,
tear down the walls

of religious bigotry,

racism, and intransigences
of all kinds that

clog every pore

let yourself be able

to say to yourself

'oh yes, i have

lived a good life,

i have never let down
anybody greatly

except by mistake'

- which love would glaly
forgive and make up



for we live in a world
where only love could
ensure its survival
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Travel India Haiku - New Delhi Parliament House

Delhi parliament house
i pray they will not
take the country on the rounds

deliver on your promises
don't take us

round and round
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Travel India Haiku - Tirupathi Tour

tirupathi tour
the bus turns round
the edge of my heart
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Hiding
hiding behind all the creatures -
ants, the cockroaches, frogs....

humans
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Festival Haiku - Christchurch Cathedral Women
Strawberry Festival

Christ church Cathedral Strawberry Festival
the Cathedral is red
on the cake

Christ Church Cathedral Strawberry Festival
the women's hands
red

Christ Church Cathedral Strawberry Festival
she serves strawberry tea
bought on Cameron Highlands (malaysia)

Christ Church Cathedral Strawberry Festival
her burmese ruby sparkles
the red of the srawberry

Christ Church Cathedral Strawberry Festival
the woman says pigeon red ruby

is the colour of her strawberry
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Travel India Haiku - Vanarasi Ganges 2

vanarasi ganges
in the rush an
entry to nirvana

vanarasi ganges
in the rush of the river
a space for nirvana

vanarasi ganges
nirvana
beckons

vanarasi ganges
in the rush is found

a desireless realm
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Three Is A Crowd

if three is a crowd

then here is a crowd

a three-in-one setup
doing a sweet rap song

the mind is always busy
tiptoeing here, there
to the ends of universe

the physique busy making
that platform comfortable
fueling each and every
breath - sleeping or awake-
to keep me warm and happy

never stopping whispering

too is the creator - who has
always been there to to ensure
things dont go wrong

well, an after service when all has
been fixed - hands, legs,

hearts and mind - to make sure
things stay in one piece and

not flying into space

three is a crowd and
there is always cheers
in the number even in
the fray of existence

two is a company

when the curtain falls

and the body goes

it's time the only two left

sat up and did some accounts

a heart to heart talk

about the fare to the next,

and the fare to keep the physique



going all this while

there is a price to pay
for everything

heaven and hell there

to make all the difference

rewritten from

if three is a crowd

here is a crowd

the three-in-one miracle
doing a sweet rap song

the mind is always busy
tiptoeing here, there

to the ends of universe

the physique busy making
that platform of dreams
comfortable- sleeping or
awake- to keep me warm, and happy
the least we can last before
we bid each other farewell

whispering to me every minute too

is is the creator - the one

who is the cenre of the crowd

who has always been there

to to make sure things dont go wrong
- his after service when all has

been fixed - hands, legs,

hearts and mind - to make sure
things stay in one piece

and not flying into space

three is a crowd and
there is always cheers

two is a company

when the curtain falls
and the body goes

it's time the only two left
to sit up and talk about



what to do next, the fare

to keep one alive and the

fare to the next - there

is a price to pay for everything

heaven and hell there to make the difference
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Travel India Haiku - Chennai International Airport
(Tamil Nadhu)

Chennai International Airport
greeting me at the airport too -
ganapathy
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Kuching Fairy Cave,
Sarawak, Borneo

Sarawak Fairy Cave
a lighted garden
cultivated by light
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The Three Selves

there are three selves in us all

like a bell that rings, its cold

magical metal, that when struck,

embrace us with its beautiful sounds

this body is a bell that holds us
handsomely to the beauty of nature

cold magical metal that when struck
embrace us with its beautiful sounds

the body self, spirit self and the God self
all living in the same cocoon of rights

to the nature of their selves

the body's rights to breathe, live,

eat, grow, fall sick and die

the spirit's right to see beyond

the body, the timelessness of its realm

the spirituality of things

and the journey to live on when

when the body bids goodbye

the God self is the cupid of the spirit and body
so that the wedded live and recognise each other's strengths
the spirit self prays to the God self
whenever it needs some assurance its body
is the best of things and that the God self
is always around never moving away
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Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - Sigiriya

sigiriya
a rock willed
runaway prince

sigiriya
still lining the route
colourful nymphs

kasyapa, kasyapa -
the mist and rain
hide a cool legend

kasyapa kasyapa
i call out to the spirit
of the hill

kasyapa, kasyapa
a 1600 year indian renegade
still beckons

sigiriya - only
a barestone that caps the

rule of a runaway prince
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Festival Haiku - Festival Of The Pine, Barcelona

the festival of the Pine
the tree falls
the other way

the festival of the Pine
she prays to be

strong as a tree
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Festival Haiku - Annual Rose Parade, Pasadena,
California

annual rose parade
the child is painted and
dressed up as a rose

annual rose parade
between all the trishaw blooms
an old white-haired lady

annual rose parade
the boy grins with the roses

as mom shaps (a photo)
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Festival Haiku - The 58th International Debutante Ball
At The Waldorf-Astoria In New York City

International Debutante Ball
the silence she observes that
everything would turn out well

International Debutante Ball
she prays that she will not
let anybody down

International Debutante Ball
the lady says she is doing it
for mom's sake

International Debutante Ball
the ladies share their date experiences

as they wait
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Festival Haiku - Kumbh Mela, Allahabad

Kumbh Mela
a fiery Kali sitting
on his tongue

kumbh mela
the wishes of thousands converge
at the sacred rivers

kumbh mela
the wish of the masses spreads out
over the holy rivers

kumb mela
the convergence of the stars
people, sins and wishes

kumbh mela
the heart and soul of thousands too

converge at the sacred rivers
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Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - The Bullet Riddled Buildings

sri lanka drive through
the bullet riddled buildings
echoing war years

old, empty quiet buildings
so cold and dark
the memory of war years

old, bullet riddled buildings
i walk through the cold and dark

corridors of the war years
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Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - The Folk Music Takes Me
Back Home

Sri Lanka escapade
the folk music takes me
back home

john tiong chunghoo



A Walk Through The Sibu Hospital Museum

poetry in progress
to be rewritten

there was a crowd

a crowd of people

in all the silence

imagined but real

school friends,

teachers, managers,

doctors themselves

who were born here

on the same delivery beds,

weighed on the same instruments
their first cries reverberated

over the Igan River

the hospital had stood over

the hospital that came on

the generosity of Lau King Howe

the philanthropist who

made his bundle and

decided to give the best

to the town - a hospital

to look after everybody

the hospital speaks of our

humble origins and

why in the town people

born before the hospital was demolish
would talk to each other like

they know each other well

the paraphernalia spread

out neatly over the museum

look disturbingly quiet

and cold to a hyper active mind

which could see faces of all school friends
and is wondering whether our mothers
had been on opposite beds when we were delivered

(to be continued
poetry in progress)



john tiong chunghoo



Dance Of Shiva

Dance of Shiva
Dance of Shiva

my leg is up, tilted

a lotus rises out of muck

my head raises high

the sun shines so bright

my heart floats

in a sea of euphoria

worries dribble down

to the bottom of filth
enlightenment...is

the lifting of the soul

out of the smudges

of desires laden with

the weight of sins

flashes of the morning sun
stream through the mist
cleanses the heart for joy

my legs take me to the

land of divine dance

where every cell tiptoes

to the light of spiritual
renewal and contentment

a light clearing the air
burning away sins, clearing
the path for the steps of
divinity to rise out of

this muck, this physique

that holds a piece of diamond,
ever ready to flash in tandem
to the love pervading

the cosmos, ever ready to
pierce and raise this clouded heart
so that it rests on a pedestal
of peace, of a purity

that beats to the

eternal dance of shiva nataraja



lighing up the path

taking us to the unison

of body, mind and soul

in a spotless flame of divinity

john tiong chunghoo

my leg is up, tilted

a lotus rises out of muck
my head raises high

the sun shines so bright
my heart floats

in a sea of euphoria
worries are washed down
enlightenment...is

the lifting of the soul

out of the smudges

of desires laden with

the weight of sins

and human sufferings
flashes of the morning sun
streaming through the mist
cleanses the heart for joy
my legs take me to the
land of divine dance

where every cell tiptoes

to the light of spiritual
renewal and contentment

a light clearing the air
burning away sins, clearing
the path for the steps of
divinity to rise out of

this muck, this physique
that holds onto to a piece
of diamond, ever ready to flash
in tandem to the love pervading
the cosmos, ever ready to
pierce this clouded heart
so that it rests on a pedestal
of peace, that beats to the



eternal dance of shiva nataraja
lighing up the path

taking us to the unison

of body, mind and soul

in a spotless flame of divinity
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Travel India Haiku - Taj Mahal Over The Yamuna River

over the calm
desolate Yamuna River
the Taj Mahal

calm, desolate
Yamuna River dusk

the Taj Mahal shimmers
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Festival Haiku - Christmas

tropical carolling
the rain bursts through
our light and songs

tropical carolling
our song quivers
our hair drips

tropical carolling
pitter patter the rain
warms up our faith

tropical carolling
candle light dances
to our love for Christ

tropical carolling
our songs warm up
the rain

Christmas carolling
the candles orchestrate
our songs

Christmas carolling
the stars twinkle to
the rhythm of our songs

too long a wait
she decides she will help
choose his shirt

christmas carolling
we lit up each other's candle
every now and then

christmas carolling
the pain and joy as candle
drips on our hands



christmas eve
we wait for the
carolliing to pass by

Christmas shopping
memory of late dad between
the jingle notes

christmas eve
looking to the sky
for the brightest star

christmas eve
the child says jesus
is 2012 years old

christmas eve
telling child names of those
around baby jesus

so many lanes
of sweet memories
Christmas carolling

Christmas shopping
each item flashes
a longing for late dad

Christmas - memory of late dad
flashes on a well

decorated Xmas tree
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Travel Thailand Haiku - Sukhothai

sukhothai - over the
sprawling field
the buddha looks on
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Marbles

in my hands again
childhood marbles
how fast the years
have rolled by
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Travel Cambodia Haiku - All That Is Worth
Remembering Of The War Years

cambodia war years - all
that is worth remembering
a little picture of dad

(shown to me by a young tut tut driver who drove me around Seam Reap)

john tiong chunghoo



God's Spa

God's spa - he whispers
to me as if
i have no form too

God's spa - he whispers
to me as if
i were formless too

the other side of you
so tenderly
delicate
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Feelings

our feeling
is water at
deepest ocean
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Sandy Hook Elementary School Mass Murders Haiku

gun law - sandy hook
wakes us up
to its horror

sandy hook
the children we will
remember

sandy hook - when
breaking news to family
tears up both parties

hopelessly
she prays and waits for
an impossible answer

sandy hook - we try to piece
together the mind
of an autistic murderer

sandy hook - we try to break
free from the mind of
an autistic murderer

sandy hook
dec 21 one week
before

sandy hook - the wish
the end is never
for the children

wrong choices

the children die

to live a longer life
next life
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Festival Haiku - Sandstone Ice Festival - Dec 14-16

Sandstone Ice Festival
downing beer as they talk
ice cap melting

Sandstone Ice Festival
we warm up to the challenge
of ice climbing

Sandstone Ice Festival
straddling the lake waters
our warm hands

Sandstone Ice Festival
our warm fingers straddle

the lake
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Enlightenment Realm

the body asks for so many things
it is always burning away

the creator asks but us to

live a life of kindness and love
the body is such a stark choice

to sin and salvation, always
trapped in its own duel lane

the creator is such a ready source
for contemplation, protection,
tranquility and peace
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Covetous

this body asks me

for so many things

but god asks nothing of me,
just to be good to myself

and to return to him

in one whole piece

desires are stench of corpses
tranquility the sanctum of

His Holiness and beautiful teachings
i prefer to be with god

than this ever covetous body
that tears the spirit of the body
leaving nothing to appease itself
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12-12-12 Concert At New York's Madison Square
Garden Haiku

music legends make
waves - stronger
than hurricane sandy

sandy cant contain
pop and rock legends
out for funds

more power than hurricane sandy
the star line up

new york square 12-12-12 concert
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Kertih River

Kertih River
our dream to make
the mangrove survive

Kertih River
the river flows the dream
of a tourist haven

Kertih River
on the muddy banks
our new mangrove

Kertih River
old residents recall a haven

for anglers and children
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Desires Are Stench Of Corposes

desires are stench of corpses
tranquility the sanctum of
the buddha and dharma
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First Encounter - Water Colourist Tew Nai Tong

tew nai tong -
skillful too in balancing
business and art

first met at Soka Gakkai exhibition 2012
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Travel China Haiku - The Bird Nest Visit

the echo of an empty stadium
the echo of triumph
the echo of my pride
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My Pain Is Gone

i think of God
my pain is gone
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Travel Peru Haiku - Machu Picchu

every rock locks me
in its mystery
machu picchu

solid as rocks
to unravel
machu picchu mystery

every inch
breathes mystery
macchu picchu

a mystery knocks
solidly at the door
machu picchu

wherever they are gone
the thoughts of the incas
linger around here

macho picchu
mysteries solid as rock
on the sacred mountain

on the mountain
sacred whispers of the incas
machu picchu

machu picchu
the peace without
the spanish invasion

Machu Picchu - on the mount
the sacred whispers
of the incas

sprawled over the mountains
the sacred gem of
the incas



machu picchu
over the mountains sacred whispers
of the last incas

machu picchu
in the breeze sacred whispers
of the lost incas

in all the quietness
the incas makes its way back
machu picchu

Machu Picchu - in the quiet calm
all the theories

of its existence
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Festival Haiku - Paris Chocolate Show 2012

his mind sandwiched
between the bodies
and chocolates

the men lost in two worlds
chocolates and
bodies

tongue in cheek
the chocolates on the
women's bodies

ramping up
sweetness of the ladies

chocolate
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Festival Haiku - Brooklyn Graphics And Comics
Festival

Brooklyn Comics and Graphics Festival
such a thin line between them
- comic and graphic artists

Brooklyn Comics and Graphics Festival
the graphic artist says he loves lines

the comic artist says contours, humour and sex
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Festival Haiku - Hakone Yunessun Beaujolais
Nouveau Spa

Hakone Yunessun wine spa
in red hot water
the ladies' laughter

Hakone Yunessun wine spa
sparkling the ladies' eyes
skin and laughter

Hakone Yunessun wine spa
the water flows in the

shade of pink
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Ode To The Coffee

i am black
i am coffee
everybody loves me

dawn, noon, night
hot, cold, warm

blow, sip, drink, slurp,
kiss and be all afresh

i am black
i am your
coffee of the day

one two three
gulp
gulp
gulp

i am black
i am coffee
every body loves me

i fill them up like

a ballet dancer

making them feel good
about the day

quickening their steps
sharpening their senses
giving their mind

the acme of my kicks

so that they twirl and swirl
the day like the best angel
full of class, verve,

grace and fervour

i am black
i am coffee



everybody loves me

dawn, noon or night

i am there to brew up your day
hot, cold, or warm -

like the ever changing day
cloudy, raining,

breezy, or sunny

i am the master of diversity
assimilator of tastes

topping up your wishes

with heaps of creamy,

tangy and flavourful offerings

i can be covered with ice,
caramelled, skimmed, creamed,
buttered, sugared, monchiatoed
and then let loose like

a jazzed up latino black,

red hot arabica wonder

to spiral down your lane

an exotic belly dancer,
sweeping you off your feet
keeping you wide awake for the
peak of every hour

kilimanjaro picked,

sulawesi civet cat intestine
fermented coffee beans

on the lowland, in the highlands
nut scented, spiced -

india, africa, indonesia,

you name it, we have them

the morning cup of coffee

pervades the air, colours

the day with such grand things

it holds and springs a thousand surprises -
with romances and verile seeds

to take us through the

greatest date - a black



- painting the day - like gems
sparkling and twinkling over
the floor of our thoughts

i am coffee

i emerge a circle of green,

turn a humble beige, and is roasted
till all black, brittle, and ground

- to give that gentle, tangy, bitter
flavour of earth - so that you can
pirouette the day away

with that ounce of humility

and intelligence

coffee sings all day long

- a beige roasted all black,

ground, percolated and now all ready
sitting lightly in a cup to please you -
an indulgence from a thousand miles away
sweet, bitter, hot or cold

i am black

i am your

coffee of the day

let me give you all the kicks

to jumpstart your day

listen the music has just started..
gulp, gulp, slurp

more virile than gangham steps
- twirling, swirling over

your discerning tongue

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - First Snow. She Stands Alone.At The
Verandah

first snow
alone she stands
at the verandah

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Full Moon A Door To You

full moon
a door
to you

gaza israeli conflict
a cracked pot of God
men and their land

total solar eclipse
so snugly they fit
into each other

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Kok Lok Xi Penang

Kek lok Xi Temple visit
the first to greet me -
a yellow cat

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - To The River And Galloping Away

to the river and
galloping away
the maple leaf

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Artist Yee Mook Sin

Yee Mook Sin - cancer and age
cant stop the growth of
a creative gift

Yee Mook Sin - age and cancer
cant stop the proliferation

of a creative talent

john tiong chunghoo



Verses

verses are the foam and bubbles

oozing forth hot kettle ever ready

to meet fragrant tea and coffee

to colour the taste of our lives

they are the echoes of caves where

sweats drip a million years to build up

palaces of white crystals for the fairies

they are quiet meditative chants at the hall

where silence is loud to soothe the heart and mind

where every shuffle is respectfully listened

and every disobedient mind fought with

an unwavering heart quiet as a one-tonne bell

at the steeple waiting to be struck

they are the overjoyed doggies prancing and gamboling
as the master's car hum home sweet home in the distance
they are the flight that takes home children from overseas
as father and mother wait in all eagerness to see the changes
these children have undergone good or bad

john tiong chunghoo



Nemesis

the woman is flogged, bound, gagged,
and robbed of her vitalities

she is left in a cold quarters

where nobody enters except her nemesis

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Japanese Artist Seiji Kitatoube

Seiji Kitatoube
winning the way
a humility

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Datuk Tay Moh Leong (Malaysian
Batik Artist)

Datuk Tay
his love for batik comes
in so many layers

Datuk Tay
pouring over

his passion for dyes

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku..Noon Park Walk

noon park walk
all the lonelness
on the empty chair

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Sparrow With A Straw To Her New Home

to her new home
a sparrow flying -
with a straw

john tiong chunghoo



Total Solar Eclipse Haiku

total solar eclipse
so snugly they fit
into each other

john tiong chunghoo



Total Solar Eclipse Haiku 1

total solar eclipse
so snugly they fit
into each other

john tiong chunghoo



Gaza Israeli Conflict Haiku - A Broken Pot

gaza israeli conflict
a cracked pot of God
men and their land

john tiong chunghoo



Published In Mainichi Haiku Column - Autumn
Reflection

autumn reflection

slowly she evens out

the red on her lips

John Tiong Chung Hoo (Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia)
Selected by Isamu Hashimoto

john tiong chunghoo



Nov 14,2012 Total Solar Eclipse Haiku

total solar eclipse
so snugly they fit
into each other

john tiong chunghoo



Nov 14 World Diabetes Day

with a sweet smile
she says today is
world diabetes day

a sweet day to remind us
of something that
shouldn't be so sweet

world diabetes day
sweetness is best left
just in the tongue

let the tongue
spill sweetness

all day long

to brighten up
the day

john tiong chunghoo



Failure

I was wondering

why they failed so miserably
and there the reasons appear
in front of me

one by one -

in person

john tiong chunghoo



Echo Is The Mirage Of Sound

echo it is - the mirage - of sound

i walk into a concert - happening

at the other side

body - it is the mirage - of the soul

i walk into it - to be told i have -

a choice to make - between heaven and hell

john tiong chunghoo



Life Life

a lizard is dying near the sink
ants are having their time

all over the cup that has

been on the table for two days
and mould is growing in another
with leftover milo that has
been there for days

a mosquito is feeding

on one of my legs

even though i have on

the mosquito repelling

sonic wave machine made

in china

so much itch it leaves

and it is still flying around

i am trying to get to

the other side of the world

all parts of the world

and join the brains hovering
at my fingertips

john tiong chunghoo



How The Dead Sees The World

when a person dies

the world becomes his body
he sees it through the
pockets of memories

he has with the world

he is still using only

10 per cent of his mental ability
to see the world without
the eyes is to see it with
the respect to your

your heart and mind

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Hurricane
Sandy 1

Hurricane Sandy
it's a landslide
at the polls

Hurricane Sandy
the incumbent sweeps clean

the battleground states

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Women's
Power

women's power
he is aborted from
where it matters

women's power
he found himself shivering

outside the white house

john tiong chunghoo



Death

death when it is a thief

runs away with our hearts

throw hope in a freezer

we are left in a vacuum of time

in a second that would take

a whole lifetime to fill

worms wriggle away every bit

of the dreams we have had

they leave no scrap behind

our pain is laid bare like skeletons

john tiong chunghoo



Storm

a whole upper row classes

move their furniture - the roar

rumbles through the eardrum

someone slices a bulbous pillow

and rips the darkness with her dexterous fingers
the tear comes away a broken mirror

a cache of memories flash from here

the wind whistles, the trees sigh,

water swirls and sketches the periphery

of the sky like a child - pieces of providence
riding the force of the winds in all directions

first version -

a whole upper row classes

move their old furniture -

the roar rumbles in the eardrum

someone slices a bulbous pillow

and rips the darkness with her fingers

the tear comes away a broken mirror
memories sad and sweet flash from here
the wind whistles, the trees sigh,

water swirls and sketches the periphery

of the sky like a child - pieces of providence
riding the force of the winds in all directions

john tiong chunghoo



Halloween Haiku

halloween
the only time of the year
to be really ugly

john tiong chunghoo



World

it feels good to know that

i can be your moon and sun
merely sitting down here
writing down words

john tiong chunghoo



Body

if you're not addicted
to the body
you wont be
the rest of the world

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Hurricane
Sandy

emptied streets
Sandy courts
full moon

emptied streets
sandy sweeps to the grace
of the full moon

sandy, obama, mitt
the woman makes sure
who's boss

hurricane sandy
all the lies aimed to sweep

white house votes

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Ohio
Campaign

Ohio road to the White House
one drives all the way
the other lies

john tiong chunghoo



Write - All The Selves Running Free

write - all
the selves seek
to run free

write - all
the selves seek

new friends

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Between The Full Moon And The Missing Moon

haiku - between
the full moon and
the missing moon

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Soon Just
A Myth

Mitt
Soon
Just a myth

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - The Lies,
The Truths, The Hopefuls

between the lies
and the truths
the hopefuls

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Vote For
America, Vote For Women

Vote for America
Vote for Women
Vote for World Peace

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Romnesia

Romnesia
so much to promise
so much to forget too

Romnesia
so long as I become

president

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Foreign
Policy Debate

foreign policy debate
a comander in chief out to prove
himself to be commander in chief

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Too Many
Loopholes

romney presidential bid
too many loopholes
uncovered

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Poem - You Aint
Getting My Vote

you can spin me myths

chant your rants of the economy
but deep in my heart

you are just a big tall white liar
and you aint going to get my vote
today, tomorrow or ever

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Big Bird

2012 American Presidential Election
big bird ruffles
things up

2012 American Presidential Election
big bird fighting

for its life

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Benghazi

four deaths, Benghazi
two candidates find faults
with each other

four deahts, Benghazi -
two candidates fighting

to uncover each other

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Ohio Auto
Bailout

Ohio automobile
rides Obama to
his second term

Ohio automobile drives
Obama to the White House

for second term

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Painting
Each Other Black

Romney and Obama election
one billion dollars
to paint each other black

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - A Binder
Full Of Myths, Rant And Lies

A binder
full of myths, rant
and lies

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Poverty

poetry in progress

i have seen poverty
climb stairs to make
that morning paper
available at the top floor

i have seen poverty

climb stairs to sell that
wrapped tied farm chicken
quiet and bowed,

in @ one star hotel

a sinewy woman waiting
for the chance of her dawn

i have seen poverty light

oil lamp in the dead of night

with the hope to leap from rags

to cosier enclave through

pen and ink, alphabets,

arab numerals, mind spinning algebras,
logarithms, and medical lexicons

i have seen poverty

take men across turbulent seas
oceans, to strange lands

to make money for home
thousands of miles away

i have seen poverty sweats
from dawn till dusk

under the tropical sun
smoothening highways,
coating multi-storey buildings

i have seen poverty
sank trespassers of seas



who have sold every penny
with the hope to reach the
land of their dreams and opportunities

i have seen poverty

hops onto beds with strange men
with the hope to take

some dollars from them

to feed starving

children at the slums

i have seen poverty carry

a senile Chinese woman on

shoulders up a famous hill resort

she to admire her honeymoon spot

he to put meals on the table

for mom and dad, brothers and sisters

i have seen poverty gulp

men and women in the seas,
throw them helter skelter

in @ murderous web of human
trafficking and slavery

i have seen poverty turn
graceful beautiful maidens
into thin, nerve wracking
frames, wrinkles and flesh
driven to the edge of existence

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Joe Biden
Vs Paul Ryan Debate

Biden and Ryan
marlakey - this lie
fueld election

Biden and Ryan
the young and old
the truths and lies

biden and ryan
which stands taller?

truths or lies?

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Job
Increase Boost For Obama

campaign see saw fun
obama's spirit goes up
as jobless goes down

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Big Bird
Romney

chef romney mitt's
gift to the super rich
big bird

for the super rich

big bird

to be axed

from the super rich's
dinner table

big bird crumbs

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Obama
Vs Mit First Debate

first presidential debate
the only two surprises -
obama and mitt

john tiong chunghoo



Children Haiku - Times Flies Away Like A Child

time flies away
like
a child

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Kasbah Of Algiers

Kasbah of Algiers
in this labyrinth of lanes
the history of algiers

kasbah of algiers
in all these lanes the confluence
of ancient powers

kasbah of Algiers
repository of the conquerors
and conquered

kasbah of algiers
a mishmash of turkish, arab and
mediterranean delights

Kasbah of Algiers
my legs take to the steps
of ancient conquerers

kasbah of algiers

i blend into the turkish, arab
and mediterranean fare

Kasbah of Algiers - The city combined the science of Turkish military architecture
with Arab-Mediterranean architectural tradition.

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Mitt
Romney On 47 Per Cent Non Tax Paying Americans

pushing 47
per cent to Obama's
victory

romney - talking
his way to losing

an election

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Mitt
Romney On Embassy Attacks In Libya And Egypt

Libya, Egypt attacks
Mitt launches
campaign missile

Libya, Egypt attacks
Mitt launches

suicidal missile

john tiong chunghoo



Sept 11 Haiku

Sept 11
a cold breeze turns
the calender

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Bill
Clinton Dnc Speech

Bill Clinton DNC Speech
terse, clear, a canon
still working so well

Bill Clinton DNC Speech
blow by blow an old mind
sharpens our mind

Bill Clinton DNC Speech
still, trying to put sanity

into the mess

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Obama
Nomination Acceptance Speech

Obama acceptance speech
a knife still as sharp to slice
away the American rot

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Michelle
Obama Democratic National Convention Speech

michelle obama's speech
a view through the car rusty door
a fire for life

michelle obama's speech
america's dream
Obama's dream

michelle obama's speech
obama the husband, the boyfriend
the father and the President

michelle obama's speech
turning the tide of the times
with her heart

michelle obama
through thick and thin
her other half

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Toronto Film Festival Sept 2012

film festival red carpet
afterall the artificial tears
the merry making

film festival red carpet
time to be honoured for all
the artificial fare

film festival gels
the young and old, the misfits
and the separated

Thanks for Sharing
the old and the new and

The Company You Keep

john tiong chunghoo



Secret In Light

there is a secret in light -
it labours on -
writing evolution lines.

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Hibiscus The National
Flower

red hibiscus
between the beauty and smile
her patriotism

hibiscus is malaysia's national flower

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - The Spasskaya Tower International
Military Music Festival, Moscow Red Square

International Military Music Festival
courage and patriotism
fire up every tune

International Military Music Festival
every tune shines with
the country's heart

International Military Music Festival
every tune the beat
of a nation's heart

International Military Music Festival
our courage rises
with the beats

International Military Music Festival
smart are the men
out of war

International Military Music Festival
SO many songs, so many lives
lost and saved

International Military Music Festival
matching songs and poems

intertwine in our heart

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - London Olympics 2012

london olympics 2012
the queen and her nurses
enthrall the audience

published in the Mainichi Shinbun on Sept 1,2012

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Chinese Hungry Ghost Festival Lunar
Calender 15th Day Of Seventh Month

hungry ghost festival
hell note ashes taken
by the night wind

hungry ghost festival
hell note ashes float
in the night wind

hungry ghost festival
flickering shadows - roasted chickens,

oranges and sweets

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - World Coconut Day Sept 2,2012

t's a 'plop’
and the children
rush for it

john tiong chunghoo



PD12 American Presidential Election Haiku - Mitt
Romney Acceptance Speech

romney acceptance speech
cheap talks dont win
world's top post

romney acceptance speech
winning attention or
win votes

romney acceptance speech
the shrilling, flapping and clawing
of a republican vulture again

romney acceptance speech
this has not oiled my heart

to speed to the other side

john tiong chunghoo



Garden Of Eden

what is this body

but the Garden of Eden

and the senses, God's apples
enjoy all, except the tree

of knowledge and death
dont be the master of

things beyond you

dont eat that apple

this body is not yours

Listen listen

let's the spirit run

without doubting its sustenance
there...is eternal life

there is the tree of life

there is....the Almighty

john tiong chunghoo



2012 American Presidential Election Haiku - Clint
Eastwood's Empty Chair

Clint Eastwood's empty chair
it's so hard to change
old habits

Clint Eastwood's empty chair
old habits die hard
just pray it wont break down

Clint Eastwood's empty chair
touch wood east, west, north or south
let them lose

Clint Eastwood's famous chair
it's empty

dance on it babe

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Asakusa Samba Festival, Tokyo

Asakusa Samba Festival
the temple bell spices
up our steps

Asakusa Samba Festival
we dance too to
the temple chants

Asakusa Samba Festival
a flowery nakedness bursts
out of tight tokyo

Asakusa Samba Festival
the boy stares at the shadows
of the samba steps

Asakusa Samba Festival
the boy more interested
in the shadow dance

Asakusa Samba Festival
samba what a dance
for penguins

Asakusa Samba Festival
human penguins join the fun
with droopy forelimbs

Asakusa Samba Festival
helplessly manoevring their kimonos
old geishas

Asakusa Samba Festival
fanning the music

feathers of all colours

john tiong chunghoo



Enlightenment Game

there is a human in every animal waiting
to be awakened

there is a god in every human waiting

to be awakened

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - 'Festa Major De Gracia', Barcelonia,
Spain

Festa Major de Gracia
the devil, angel and me
stand in a line

Festa Major de Gracia
buttons buttons everywhere
never button up our creativity

Festa Major de Gracia - told not
to touch the toilet papers that
make up the bride's dress

Festta Major de Gracia
giant pouty lips set

our tongue wagging

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Notting Hill Carnival

Notting Hill Carnival
the old strive to
be young

Notting Hill Carnival
in @ dance of flame
the young and old

Notting Hill Carnival
the old and young light up
the dance of flame

Notting Hill Carnival
the flame of dance lights up
the spirit in us

our spirit fiery as the flame
Notting Hill Carnival
dance of flame

Notting Hill Carnival
the human physiques fired up
in a dance of flame

Notting Hill Carnival
in all shades the dancers
afired in spirit

Notting Hill Carnival
wanted a name change

Wonder Hill Carnival

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Tango Dance World Championship,
Buenos Aires, August, 2012.

tango dance world championship
the beauty of sexes
in their steps

tango dance world championship
exotic steps
of the sexes

tango dance world championship
ying and yang unleashing
the beauty of the sexes

tango dance world championship
whipping up the magic
of ying and yang

tango dance world championship
flaunting exquisite
ying and yang

tango dance world championship
the sexes filtered down to
riveting heart catching dance steps

tango dance world championship
the red of her dress, his tawny skin
fueling up the steps

tango dance world championship
our hearts pump in tandem to
the riveting forceful strides

tango dance world championship
their soft and sensual features

between forceful strides

tango dance world championship



her sexy steps, between his
musculine strides

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Australian Convict Sites

aussie friends - between
embarrassment and laughters
we talk about convict ancestors

australian penal sites
still echoing here
'throw them out of England'

australian penal sites
we laugh about

the Promised Land

john tiong chunghoo



Prize Winning Haiku - First Hanami, Coaxing The
Spring Child, To Smile

first hanami
coaxing the spring child
to smile

Chung Hoo Tiong
Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia

one of the winners at
2012 Vancouver Cherry Blossom Invitational Contest

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Singapore Cheongsam & Titanic
Exhibitions

Cheongsam allure
in each curve a wish,
a dream, hope

cheongsam
a slit to ease
the pathf for love

cheongsam twin curves
never lose hope
never lose shape

cheongsam twins
hold onto your dream
hold onto to your figure

titanic exhibition
unrelenting
the deep silence

titanic exhibition
i know how much force
caused that dent

titanic exhibition
the crushing ocean
between each exhibit

titanic exhibition
i am
the tempest

titanic exhibition
at every exhibit
a choppy ice cold ocean



titanic exhibition
every exhibit still surrounded
by a choppy ice cold feel

at each titanic exhibit
a crushing
silence

titanic exhibition
time buried in
layers of silence

titanic exhibition
tumultuous as his
first conquest

titanic exhibition
tumultuous and bloody

as her first time

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Twin Towers Kuala Lumpur

KL Twin Towers mencakar langit minda
rakyat dan negara bersepadu

tegak, cerah, lurus, berwibawa
mencapai matlamat dengan laju

Twin Towers touches the sky of our mind
the people and country together

strong, bright, straight and credible
working towards a vision with speed

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Arus Deras Sungei Klang Setelah Hujan
Lebat (Translated To English)

arus deras setelah hujan lebat

cepat ubah wajahnya sungei klang

bagai kuala lumpur di susuli ekonomi pesat
dulu pekerja ladang skrang towkay kilang

the water is treacherous after the rain

the klang river is fast to change her image

like kuala lumpur after the fast economic progress
those farmers some are now factory owners

arus deras sungei klang setelah hujan lebat
bagai kuala lumpur di susuli ekonomi hebat
bangunan tingi lambang pembagunan pesat
ibu kota yang mulai dari lumpur ke suatu pusat

river klang is choppy after a bout of rain

like kuala lumpur after its economic growth

high buildings are signs of development

the city that grows from a mud estuary to an important centre

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Great Barrier Reef,
Australia

arching over the
great barrier reef
- a rainbow

signed in rocks
the living, dead and extinct
Great Barrier Reef

a rare encounter with
a protected turtle -
we struggle to smile (that is in the water)

Great Barrier Reef
between the dead and live corals
we talk about survival

Great Barrier Reef
the world is a chain of
linked species

Great Barrier Reef
the search for the cry
of the dugong

Great Barrier Reef
the dugong's

reverberating cry

john tiong chunghoo



Dance Haiku - Every Body's Art - Dance

every
body's art -
dance

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Segulung Lukisan Air Dan Langit, Tasik
Kenyir, Terengganu

segulung lukisan air dan langit

terbuka di atas tasik kenyir

kehijauan tebing tenangkan hati yang sakit
bayu berbisik bisik di muka air

a roll of water and sky painting

is unrolled over lake kenyir

the greenery soothes the heart pain
the wind whispers in the lake

segulung lukisan air dan langit
terbentang di tasik kenyir

kehijauan tenangkan hati yang sakit
bayu berbisik bisik di muka air

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Malam Bagai Intan Berkilauan

malam bagai intan berkilauan
rindu ku tidak terhingga

angin tasik memberi ku kenangan
seperti kami dah jumpa

malam bagai intan berkilauan
rindu ku tidak terhingga

angin tasik membawa kenangan
seperti kami dah jumpa

the night glitters like a diamond

the longing is endless

the wind from the lake evokes a memory
as if we have already met

john tiong chunghoo



United Nations Heritage Site Haiku - Djemila, Algeria

Djemila (means beautiful in Arabic)
in the mountain
a beauty slowly ages

Djemila
a beauty slowly dries up

in the mountain

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Bethlehem, Palestine

SO easy to imagine
christ and his feet
walking on the lanes

bethlehem
the echoes of his birth
never ever stopped

bethlehem
the breeze sweeps through us
like the night he was born

bethlehem
the stars spangled night
our awe

bethlehem
is there any place quieter

than here?

john tiong chunghoo



United Nations Heritage Site Haiku - Sangha
Trinational Area, Congo Basin, Africa

Sangha Trinational area
from the hairy furry black, my heart
screams, save them, save them

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - The Western Ghats,
India

dusk at Western Ghats
the day begins for some
ends for some

dusk at Western Ghats
the shrills, trills,
squeals, and squawks

dusk at Western Ghats
a meditative sky and forest
of all the chakras

dawn at Western Ghats
a pulsating forest of chirps,

shrills, and trills

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Garrison Border Town
Of Elvas And Fortificationis, Portugal

Elvas and fortifications
a stirring void as I cycle
round the dehydrated ruins

Elvas and fortifications
those mouths -

the old elevated ruins

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Margravial Opera House,
Germany

Margravial Opera House
Giuseppe's
fiery love

Margravial Opera House
an engagement to extol
the flame of youthful love

Margravial Opera House
another director calling
off the the fire scene

Margravial Opera House
a fiery passion

consumes Giuseppe

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Rabat, Morocco

Rabat Morocco
holding strongly to a past
the new town

Rabat Morocco
the past tames the present
royal palace and pleasure garden

Rabat Morocco
glimmering sunset - the muezzin's
call to prayers

Rabat Morocco
healing...the dusklight infused
muezzin's prayer

Rabat Morocco
standing on the strong foundation

of a glorious past

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Rock Islands' Southern
Lagoon. Palau

rock islands' southern lagoon
we swim from
lake to lake

rock islands' southern lagoon
the sharks lure
us there

rock islands' southern lagoon
we wait for sharks
to appear

rock islands' southern lagoon
sunrise - the lakes laugh

in unison

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Rio De Janeiro, Brazil

carioca landscape
between the mountain and sea
jesus christ and us

carioca landscape
we sing all our way

to the sea

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - So Gently Spring Unfolds Its Bonus,
Blossoming Camellias

so gently spring
unfolds its bonus
blossoming camellias

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Autumn Drizzle, In The Lane, The Clatter Of
Clogs

autumn drizzle
in the lane
the clatter of clogs

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Sungei Kampung Kuantan Sunyi Gelap

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan mengawan sungguh menawan

kampung kuantan river is quiet and dark
the fishermen's oars slice a loneliness

the fireflies melt my night away

their flame of love takes my breathe away

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan bercinta meriahkan percutian

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan cinta meriahkan percutian

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan mengawan berentak nyanyian

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan dan ketawa beretak nyanyian

sungei kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian
kelip kelip mencerahkan malam segenap
kilauan keriangan berentak nyanyian

kampung kuantan sunyi gelap
dayung nelayan menghiris kesepian



kelip kelip mencair malam segenap
kilauan mengawan tanda kesucian

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Air Sungei Menyinar Yinar (Translated Into
English)

air sungei menyinar yinar
menyusul gunung dan rimba
impian seluas laut di kejar
cekap, sabar sampai ku tiba
(malay language)

the water in the river sparkles

it runs by the mountain and forest

a dream wide as the sea i am chasing
efficient, patience, till i arrive

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Besarnya Sungei Sungei Sarawak
(Translated To Engish)

besarnya sungei sungei sarawak

bawa kita ke olympik menang menyelam
besar nya impian pemuda pemudi sarawak
untuk menang sanggup latih siang dan malam

the rivers of sarawak are big

take us to the olympics to win diving

big is the ambition of the youth in sarawak
training day and night to win

besarnya sungei sungei sarawak

sungei sarawak, sungei lupar, sungei rejang
besarnya impian pemuda pemudi sarawak
bawa kita ke olympik menang berenang

Pantum composed the day after Malaysian won bronze in 10m diving
at Olympics London 2012

john tiong chunghoo



Divine Love Is The Vastness Of Sky

Divine Love is the vastness of sky

and we are, all the stars, moon, planets

big and small, playing out our part

some in full splendour, others spiralling away
into darkness, yet others, starting to burn
and lighting up a little tiny corner of divinity

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Bagai Embun Menjelma Di Pagi (Translated
Into English)

bagai embun menjelma di pagi
segarkan udara terus hilang
bagai kasih tersimpan di hati
sinar menerangi kertas berlubang

like mist that appears at dawn

freshens the air and immediately disappears
like the love kept in the heart

light shining through a perforated sheet

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Dr Reinhard Zinkann (Co-Owner
And Managing Director Of Miele)

Dr Reinhard Zinkann - awed me with
his awe for BMW's
Eberhard von Kuenheim

*Eberhard is BMW's former chief executive officer.

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Senyuman Sehalus Embun (Translated Into
English)

senyuman sehalus embun
melekat di daun memori
tertulis dalam sebaris pun
kilauan mencahayakan hari

translation...

smile delicate as dew
sticks to a leaf of memory
even if written in one line
brightens up the day

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Berat And Gjirokastra,
Albania

Berat's fortresses
still pointing over Ossum river
the cannons

Berat's fortresses
in all the quiet

of the Ossum river
cannons

Berat's Kala castle
as i pray, the sound
of the azan

Berat's Kala Castle
the colours of religius freedom
solidly laid out

Berat
tiered my feelings and
the houses on the slopes

Gjrokastra - we walk
the bazaar listening to
our own footsteps

Gjrokastra - we listen to
stories of wars in between

the churches and mosque

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - The Red Fort, New Delhi,
India

missing the item for the day
guide and the tourist fight
over red fort

red fort - we run from
pillar to pillar to feel
the vastness of moghul pleasure

the red fort
moghul's own
forbidden city

the red fort
within the walls

shah jahan's glory

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Butrint, Albania

butrint
the city preserved
- in mud

butrint
all its past mapped out -
in ruins

butrint
after so many years still
the Greek theatre

butrint
the boy says he loves
the greek things of the city

butrint
we walk through
a bazaar of influences

butrint
a bazaar of influences

screaming out from ruins

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - The Remains Of The
Bamiyan Valley, Afghanistan

Bamiyan Valley
the buddha statues
that shake the world

Bamiyan Valley
in the cave of our memory

the buddha statues

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Minaret Of Jam,
Afghtanistan

minaret of jam - between
the intricate carvings
my awe

minaret of jam
the blue that takes me
to the sea

standing tall
in all the fightings
minaret of jam

echoes of eagles
soaring in the river valley too
the minaret of jam

minaret of jam
a charming history

soaring into sky

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Biru Gelap Air Di Laut Manukan (Translated
Into English)

biru gelap laut di Pulau Manukan
dakwat berkesudahan untuk bina seni
cendekiawan jangan lupa tunaikan
bimbing kita ke lautan minda berisi

the sea water of Manukan Island is dark blue
a great supply to write about the arts
writers and intellectuals dont forget

to guide us to the sea of rich thoughts

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Grand-Bassam, Ivory
Coast

Grand-Bassam - we piece
together an old story
in black and white

Grand-Bassam
still haunting - a solid fiction
in black and white

Grand-Bassam
solid foundations
of a grim past

Grand-Bassam
intact - structures of
an old divide

Grand-Bassam
we try to be polite about

both black and white

john tiong chunghoo



Unesco Heritage Site Haiku - Lakes Of Ounianga,
Chad

Qunianga
we drive from
lake to lake

Quniaga lake travel
loch ness comes in and out
of our conversation

Ounianga - the woman
decides to name children
kebir and Serir

Our lust - we opt for
the fish lakes first

then the algae

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Laut Manukan Sebotol Dakwat Biru
(Translated To English)

laut di Manukan sebotol dakwat biru
gelombang biru gelap di ambang seni
cendekiawan yang sana jangan lupa buru
bimbing kita ke lautan minda berisi

the sea at Manukan is a bottle of blue ink

waves of dark blue in the lane of art

the intellectuals there please dont forget

lead us to the sea of mind that is filled with great things

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Benih Di Usik Ayer Dan Cahaya (Translated
Into English)

benih di usik ayer dan cahaya
satu hari dua hari tumbuh berdiri
anak di didik cara hidup bahagia
satu hari nanti pandai berdikari

benih di usik ayer dan cahaya

satu hari dua hari tumbuh berdiri
anak di didik cara hidup bahagia

satu tahun dua tahun pandai berdikari

the seed touched by water and light

one or two days it stands up

the son taught how to live happily

one or two years soon learn to become independent

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Embun Di Terangi San Suria (Translated To
English)

embun di terangi san suria
tumbuhan tunduk ke arah cahaya
suasana aman damai dan ceria
serumput sepokok ilham cahaya

the dew is lighted by the sun

plants bow and grow towards the light

such a peaceful and delightful moment

every plant, every tree, an inspiration of the Light

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Cameron Highlands Segar Dan Indah
(Translated Into English)

cameron highlands segar dan indah
ladang teh selimuti bukit

teh wangi selimuti lidah

sunggoh ceriakan lawatan kita ke bukit

Cameron Highlands is fresh and charming
tea plantations blanket the hills

fragrant tea blanket our tongue

help us enjoy our trip to the hills

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Bunga Sundal Malam Mekar Bertingkat (With
English Translation)

sundal malam mekar bertingkat
arus air berbisik mencumbu bulan
atas garisan halaman halaman surat
berbagai bagai corak rembulan

the tuberose blooms one atop the other
the tide whispers caresses the moon

on the lines of the letter

various shapes of the moon

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Pagi Hati Saya Bagai Kotak (With English
Translation)

pagi ni hati saya bagai kotak
kotak tanpa barang dan bunyi
hari ni awal saya tulis sajak
cahaya ilham menerangi bumi

this morning my heart is like a box

a box without anything and sound

today i write my poem early

the inspiration of light brightens up the world

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Pantai Cahaya Bulan Kelantan (Translated
Into English)

pantai cahaya bulan memikat

nyiur berbuai buai terapkan sinaran
tenang di laut karpal dan pukat

di pantai pemain wau berkliaran

the moonlight beach takes my breath away
coconut leaves dance and distil the light
calm at sea fishing boats and their nets
tbe beach is full of kite flyers

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Buluh Berbuai Buai Di Langit (With English
Translation)

dedaun buluh membuai buai

kasih sayang mewarnai hidup
alunan ombak menjunam ke pantai
terimalah yang baik se cukup cukup

bamboo leaves wave and wave

love colours our life

the waves roar and sweep onto shore
take what is good as much as possible

buluh berbuai buai di langit

kasih sayang mewarnai hidup
sentiasa sedia hadapi cabaran
kerjayaan tercapai membina hidup

buluh tinggi mencakar langit
impian mewarnai hidup
bersedia hadapi cabaran sengit
capai kerjayaan yang melutup

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Selubung Menyelubungi (With English
Translation)

selubung menyelubungi
embun menggelilingi
debaran ku meninggi tinggi
diselubungi cinta sejati

shroud veils

mist all around

the heartbeat getting louder
shrouded - a real love

selubung menyelubungi
embun pagi mengelilingi
dalam debaran ku menanti
cinta sejati yang tersembunyi

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Sarawak Pua Kumbu

in my hands - the dreams
between the gods and weaver
pua kumbu

borneo dayaks in the old days prayed to get images from their guardian gods
afterwhich they would weave them onto their ikat, or pua kumbu.
these fabrics are sacred objects used for life and death rituals.

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Perempuan, Isteri Dan Jalang (Translated To
English)

perempuan, isteri, dan jalang
yang lalu tak kan berulang
tatasusila baik di pegang

jalan lurus bengkok ku tak hilang

woman, wife and whore

what has been will never be repeated

i hang on to the best experience

the road, straight or bent i will not be lost

perempuan, isteri, dan jalang
yang lalu tak kan berulang
pengalaman lurus di pegang
jalan bengkok pun ku tak hilang

perempuan, isteri, dan jalang
pergilah kita jalan jalan

hidup memang satu jalanan

buai sini, buai sana, buaian mainan

woman, wife and whore

let's go for a walk

life is actually just a walk

swing here, swing there, a swing game

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Jambatan Tamparuli (Translated Into
English)

suka jambatan tamparuli
lagu yang menyayat hati
datanglah meninjau sekali
kasut terjatuh boleh di ganti

suka jambatan tamparuli
lagu yang menyentuh hati
datanglah melawat sekali
kasut terjatuh boleh di ganti

love tamparuli bridge

the song which is so touching
come visit the bridge one time
shoes lost can be replaced

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Kecil Suka Pakai Kasut Bapa (With English
Translation)

kecil suka pakai kasut bapa
tapi kaki tak muat kasut besar
kini bapa dah tiada

berdikari sentiasa ku belajar

when young i loved to wear father's shoes
but my feet were too small for the big shoes
now that father has passed away

i learn to be all independent by myself

masa kecil pakai kasut bapa
tapak kaki tak muat kasut besar
sekarang bapa sudah tiada
berdikari sentiasa ku belajar

kecil suka pakai kasut bapa

tapi kaki tak muat kasut besar
kini bapa dah tiada

kerinduan setanding orang askar

when young i loved to wear father's shoes

but my feet were too small for the big shoes
now that father has passed away

my longing for him feels like far away soldiers'

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Syurga Di Gerak Kasih Sayang (With English
Translation)

syurga di gerak kasih sayang

neraka di gerak hasad dengki

suryga tunggu yang menyayang
neraka tunggu yang akan di telan api

the heaven is moved by love

the hell by hatred and jealousies

the heaven waits for those with love

the hell those to be swallowed up in flames

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Salleh Ben Joned

indeed we are shaped
by the world
good or bad

letting the malayness

in him rise

in every occasion

all naturally

that psyche shaped
over thousands of years

refusing to let others
tell him what

a malay should be

a ship steering his way
in the worst of storm

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Sungai Sarawak Penghubung Masyarakat
(Translated Into English)

joint effort with Hadiah Hamzah

Sungai Sarawak penghubung masyarakat

sungai dikayuh menjamu kuih lapis

orang Semenanjung tersentak pemandangan memikat
menyimpul silaturahim generasi pelapis

translation:

sarawak river helps bring together the people

we cross the river to taste the famous layered cake

the people from the peninsula surprised of the beautiful view

and the harmony of the people

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Se Bentuk Cincin Cari Bahagia (Translated
To English)

se bentuk cincin cari bahagia
suami isteri menyarungi kasih
di tasik menyinar bunga seroja
menempuh hidup secara bersih

with a ring i try to find love

the husband and wife are bound by love
the lake shines with many lotuses

living life in a very clean way

sebentuk cincin cari bahagia
suami dan isteri menyarungi kasih
tasik di penuhi bunga seroja
kerjakan impian secara bersih

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Taman, Syurga Kita (With English
Translation)

awan menjanjikan
hujan menggembirakan
tasik menenangkan
taman, syurga kita kan

the clouds are promising

the rain lots of fun

the lake, it is relaxing to the eyes
and the garden, a paradise right?

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Tercari Cari Anak Sungai Zaman Muda
(English Version)

tercari cari anak sungai zaman muda
terkubur di tanah, terpendam di hati
yang rancang di kota senang diduga
yang hilang di desa sukar di ganti

i look for the small river of childhood

it is buried in the ground, latent in the heart
what is planned in the city are expected
what is lost in the village difficult to get back

tercari cari anak sungai zaman muda
terkubur di tanah, terpendam di hati
yang terdapat dikota susah di lupa
yang hilang di desa amat menyakiti

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Senja Di Sungai Rejang Sungguh Menawan
(With English Translation)

senja di sungai rejang sugguh menawan
hati anak perantau berdebar debar

di air terbentang kilauan langit dan awan
kalau hendak kejayaan haruslah sabar

(dusk at Sibu Waterfront)

dusk at Rejang River is overwhelming
the heart of the traveller is stirring

in the water the sky and cloud glitter

if we want success, we have to be patient

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Temple Lotuses

temple lotuses
riding the serenity
the chants of monks

mountain temple
the clouds float

from peak to peak

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Rambut Di Balut Jadi Sanggul (With English
Translation)

rambut dibalut jadi sanggul
sekutum melati menhaluskan wajah
seni dikasah jadi unggul

tekun menempuh segala rencah

translation -

the hair is rolled into a coiffure
jasmine refines the look

polishing skills results in great art

hardwork to face all challenges

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - World Culture Festival In Berlin July
2011

sri sri ravi shankar
in his silence the world
World Culture Festival

not left in the cold
despite the rain
World Culture Festival

the heart - where we
all converge

world culture festival

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - 384th Anniversary Of Russia's
Siberian City Of Krasnoyarsk June 30,2012.

Krasnoyarek 384th City Day
we forget we are
in Siberia

Krasnoyarek 384th City Day
in the rage of colours
our colourless world

Krasnoyarek City Day
in the rage of colours
our colourless world

Krasnoyarek City Day
the chinese dragon joins
in the russian fun

Krasnoyarsk City Day
The East and West are
just a dance away

Krasnoyarek City Day
The East and West are just
a Krasnoyarek away

Krasnoyarek City Day
The East and West are just

a russia away

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun -Sehiris Langit Terapung Di Perigi (With
English Translation)

sehiris langit terapung di perigi
air jernih menyerikan muka
sifat rendah diri di hormati
orang cerdik minda terbuka

translated from Malay:

a slice of sky floats in the well
clear water beautifies the face

the humble ones earns our respect

the clever ones keep their minds open

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Angin Bertiup Sepoi Sepoi Bahasa (With
English Translation)

angin bertiup sepoi sepoi bahasa
musim luruh menghiris kesepian

pic dan pisang kaki menharungi desa
bila kunjungan anda akan kesampaian

translation:

in the wind a peaceful calmn

autumn slices the loneliness in us

in the village is the scent of peach and persimmons
when will you be visiting us?

angin bertiup sepoi sepoi bahasa
musim luruh menghiris kesepian

pic dan kaki pisang mewarnai desa
bila kunjungan anda akan kesampaian

angin bertiup sepoi sepoi bahasa

musim luruh menghiris kesepian

buah buahan masak renum menharungi desa
bila kunjungan anda akan kesampaian

angin bertiup sepoi sepoi bahasa
musim luruh menghiris kesepian

buah bertimbun di pokok pokok desa
bila kunjungan anda akan kesampaian

memory of chiba, japan

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Pagar Terbengkok Bertimbun Labu (With
English Translation

Pagar terbengkok bertimbun labu
dedaun rambutan merah berapii
lautan minda ayat melabuh labuh
di mana hatiku cari penganti

translation:

the fence is bent by abundant gourds
a fiery red is the rambutan tree
words berth in the ocean of the mind
where is the person that is mine?

pagar terbengkok bertimbun labu
dedaun rambutan merah kian membara
lautan minda ayat melabuh labuh

terus memikul kasih jangan berserah

Pagar terbengkok bertimbun labu
pokok rambutan merah berapi
lautan minda ayat melabuh labuh
di mana hati cari penganti

pagar terbengkok bertimbun labu
pokok rambutan merah berapi
lautan minda ayat melabuh labuh
gantian mana aku harus meniti

pagar terbengkok bertimbun labu
dedaun rambutan merah kian membara
lautan minda ayat melabuh labuh
susulilah cari jodoh usah berserah

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Gagah Perkasa (With English Translation)

Gagah perkasa pisang tanduk
Kecik molek gadis rupawan

Cita cita cabang bertanduk
Teruskan usaha jadilah hartawan

translation

(a type of banana which is huge
each is about a foot long

huge is pisang tanduk

petite, and beautiful is the girl

a multi tiered horn is our ambitions
work hard and be a wealthy man

Gagah perkasa pisang tanduk
Kecik molek gadis rupawan
Cita cita cabang bertanduk
yang di impi untuk menawan

john tiong chunghoo



Pantun - Rezeki Tuhan (With English Translation)

siang matahari bersinar-sinar
malam cerah bulan purnama
rezeki tuhan bercurah-curah
milikku kalau cerdik dan pintar

translated to english:

in the day the sun shines

in the full moon, the night glows
sustenance from God overflows
it's mine if i use my mind

siang matahari bersinar-sinar
malam cerah bulan purnama

rezeki tuhan bercurah-curah

milikku kalau kerja benar

Sinar terpancar dicelah awan,
Bintang berkelip bulan mengambang
Melimpah ruah rezeki tuhan
Teruskan usaha janganlah bimbang

Sinar terpancar dicelah awan
bintang berkelip bulan mengambang
melimpah ruah rezeki tuhan

jujur dan rajin hasilnya di tangan

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Bridge To Your House

bridge to your house
i dropp an apple
and my heart

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - White Nights Festival St Petersburg

the old lady cries
the White Nights she met
her late husband

white nights festival
the dancer's favourite moment
the interval

white nights festival
she (the dancer) wishes to paint
the whole town red

white nights festival
the ballet dancer autographs

with her lipstick

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Angela Hijjas

Angela Hijjas

her high hopes

of malaysia
underrated perhaps
this country

the resounding feel
she generates

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Boryeong Mud Festival, South Korea

Boryeong Mud Festival
in the mud
childhood

Boryeong Mud Festival
one colour
one world

Boryeong Mud Festival
murky too the history
of korea

Boryeong Mud Festival
all the men carved
in grey

Boryeong Mud Festival
the group photo
sparkling teeth

Boryeong Mud Festival
saying we are mud anyway
he laughs and plunges in

Boryeong Mud Festival
on his head
a grey pagoda

Boryeong Mud Festival
the sea too
a shade of grey

Boryeong Mud Festival
travelling miles to
get ourselves dirtied

Boryeong Mud Festival
travelling back to



childhood again

john tiong chunghoo



2012 Haiku - End Of The World Haiku

2012
everyday i bid farewell
to a star

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - John Smith's Grand National Aintree

John Smith's Grand National Aintree
she holds her child high up
to see the favourite horse

John Smith's Grand National
'T am going to name the child

after that mare, ' the lady says

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - La Tomatina

IA Tomatina
overheard - i am the tomato
come crush me!

La Tomatina
the thais explain to friend
it is red songkran

La Tomatina
an old woman massages
face with the pulp

La Tomatina
she tells her daughter

not to wear red

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - Munich Oktoberfest (Munich Beerfest

Munich Oktoberfest
between gulps, he yodles his
favourite tune

john tiong chunghoo



Festival Haiku - San Fermin Festival

San Fermin Festival
our steps louder
than the bulls

San Fermin Festival
men - the ones more difficult
to control

San Fermin Festival
lounder than the bulls -
us

San Fermin Festival - the police
scolds the errant runner
'Dont behave like a Bull.'

San Fermin Festival
feeling myself lesser

than a bull

john tiong chunghoo



Forever Saying Goodbye

we are forever saying goodbye

goodbye, goodbye, goodbye let me repeat

the child who has grown into a young man

would remain a fond memory, like how we remember
a childhood friend who was always at our side

the young man who has matured into the middle aged
will remember him as someone who have looked

for so many things in thirty years only to get

only some things; a trail of disappointments to

spice up his memory as he bade the young man goodbye

the middle aged suddenly discovers that he

is not as young anymore, his eyes, his legs,

his hair, his stamina have all started to nag to him
that they are not as before, taking duties
promptly and without shortcoming; they have

all taken a turn for the the middle aged

who will soon teach his children happiness is the
best medicine of all and that life should be
focussed on finding that without hurting anyone

the octogenarian takes over the the steps
of the middled age and they have slowed
so much sometimes he cannot even do it
without the help of someone or a stick

the octogenarian who will tell us that a life

of charity is better than one lived alone;

an all important lesson from the silver haired who will
soon bid goodbye to himself, the world and us all

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Morning Park

filled with
an emptiness
the morning park

john tiong chunghoo



*seamus Heaney The Haiku Poet

college sick bay
i count the bells knelling
classes to a close

father crying
he has always taken funerals
in his stride

The baby coos
laughs and
rocks the pram

whispers inform
strangers
I am the eldest

the corpse
stanched
bandaged

he lies in the
four foot box a poppy bruise
on his left temple

a four foot box
a foot for

every year
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*percy Bysshe Shelley The Haiku Poet

the mountains kiss high heaven
the waves clasp
one another

the sunlight clasps earth
the moonbeams kiss
the sea

fountains mingle with river
the rivers with ocean
the winds of heaven mix forever

nothing
in the world
is single

All things
another's
being

what are kissings worth
If thou Kkiss

not me?
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Again And Again

poetry in progress

childhood days are roses and thorns
they comprise memories light as
the roll of one marble as well as
heavy as a bag full of the blue white
gleaming rolly pollies sitting so
quietly in the old store room

childhood is full of schemes

marbles - we made sure the other boys
are emptied of theirs

kites - we made sure the string of
their kites snap, kite flying away

like a helpless chinese princess

pigeons - one was downed by us so that
its mate waited for it one whole day

on the precipice of a roof

one memory i wish to tear to shreds
dragonflies - in my hands they ate
each other up

childhood is festooned with lessons

both inside and outside the classroom

with the two legged, four legged, the hornbills,
doggies, and those with no legs but then
morphed into the best hoppers - frogs, toads
and grasshoppers to teach us never

to underestimate the poorest of anything
arithmetics, music, football or paintballs

childhood lane

a ball floating and sinking

a patch here and there, a lake, a stream,
a river - so many fishes had splashed
their tails and now only concretes

to make the memory jump

a cry, a lane, a walk, a pet, a church,



a school, mother's hand holding so tight,
shaking, and still elucidating her
discomforts, and those yelps of puppies
there, here, here there we had more than
five doggies all those years

winding through there, here

a range of sepia, black and white, chromes,
working themselves into an abstract
marbles rolling onto empty canvas -

light and ever so desirable these bonuses

at children's alleyway dates

- rolling ever still rolling

the drive that reels and roils the mind

going back is the same as moving forward
there is never a point in time we can rest on
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*w H Auden The Haiku Poet

Scribbling in the sky 'He is dead! '
i put crepe bows around
the necks of public doves

stop all the clocks,
cut off the telephone
let the mourners come

silence the pianos and
with muffled drum
bring out the coffin

he was my north,
my south, my east and west,
my weekdays and sunday

he was my noon,
my midnight
my talk, my song.

stars are not wanted now
pack up the moon
dismantle the sun.

stars are not wanted now
pour away the ocean

sweep up the wood
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The Sea Has Many Moods

poetry in progress

the sea has many moods

you need more than one

canvas to paint them all

and an imagination cresting

like waves sweeping onto shores

the sea has many moods

it presents dawn with

streaks of luminous hope

and slowly breaks through

the menacing bleakness of night
to give us a new day -

a fresh new born, his eyes
gleaming like angel and that
first cry which opens to us

a new terrace for love - a chill
that slowly builds into a warmth
between us knowing that it

is a blessing from beyond

- tears or cheers

the sea has many moods
you need to see them all
to portray them on your canvas

there is a hint of melancholy

especially after a tempest when the beach
is strewn with all things from the

bowels of the sea; old coins,

broken porcelains, dead little turtles,
wine bottles that have crossed continents,
one shoe, slipper, sandal like partners
lost in war, and shells of all kinds,

some shining with a strain of hynotism
you wish they have not been torn

by the force of the sea

bits and pieces of everything here and



there to remind us of how life can be
as turbulent when the mighty tide works against us

the sea has many moods
you have to live by one to
experience them all

the cheers that brighten up the day
when every beach feels like a fresh
new summer, another mediterranean
the waves gallop like horses on

an an emerald to take us to their
adventures of mermaids in love,

of palace made of beautiful corals,

of gold and diamonds in sunken ships,
of romances, of aliens, of

finding a new angle to life,

so that the past is just another

wave disappearing on the beach

to recharge the self that has been
left to vegetate and muffled

in the race for survival

the sea has many moods

you need more than one canvas

to paint them all

the tide turns low on some days

enabling walks on seabed, and

to the next shore, before inch

by inch, the tide starts coming in

water swirling like a man sipping

and blowing onto his tea, inch by inch
like a hungry animal, the sea starts to
swallow up old territories as its own,

and in such haste, rage and chagrin,

one hour is all it needs to take it all in
there are those who, lost in their fun,
forget about the tide and are trapped

and swept away forever remaining on the
chiling and heartwrenching lost-at-sea list

walking the seabed is a walk through



the backstage of a theatre

you see all the theatrics of the sea

anemones in a range of red stick

their heads out on the sand like a vulgar thing

and here and there are broken corals

after having served as colourful dancers swaying
gracefully and serenading fishes

now with faded lustre they surrender to their fate

on the sand, a mound here and there

in the rhythm of the waves

as you walk, a pensive mood envelops you, a peace
and a quiet you dont savour on ordinary days by the beach
the wind feels like God caressing and whispering

to you his story of creation, his joy when everything is over
so that you can walk on a seabed to take it all in

the sea may be rough but it too, affords a time

and a space when it bares all to help you meditate on
its enlightened side, something it does not unveil to us
unless the tide takes an all about turn to the sea

it is a blessing for those who happen to chance

upon it and take it to its full advantage

the sea has many moods
you have to live by one to see them all

there are one thousand and one creatures
who are ever ready to share with you their fun
tenants of the white sand, sea, and breeze
and an occasional full moon, oh no two moons

the plovers and starfishes are friends

coral fishes sprint to and fro under a branch

waiting for the tide to ferry them out

mudskippers hop on the tail of the waves

like clowns at a circus, a head so huge and two short fins
one wonders how they anchor themselves so well at sea
little crabs run the lightness of breeze

and here and there little holes that gently

remind me of the tenants with claws

they are all so round these crabs

of orange, brown, green, yellow must have

been well trained by the divinity of their task



a conical shell is a soul in medtiation

an ear listening to its own sacred calling
seaweeds paint some parts a bright green

while an outcast the jellyfish is always

a sorry affair, sprawled and helpless

its see-through mass of shrunken body

transmit a fetid scent no one would love to have
children are told not to play around with them
as the toxins in the soft textured creature

can be just the opposite of its appearance

starfishes

like the setting sun over the hill
that turn the whole

like the poet swept with

a hope for that

one poem that would land
on the print to meet all
the sea has many moods
you have live by her to
see them all
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The Best About God

the best thing - about God - is
he talks more like a human being
- than many - who profess they
know him better
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Chinese New Year Eve Firecrackers Haiku

frightened swallows
serenade the sky
new year eve firecrackers
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A Hint At What Is Beautiful

poetry in progress

the mouth is the living soul

in an eden of ivory towers

the heart the seat of God

there the rules are laid out

the tongue is the spineless

that can morph into a deuvil

at the convenience of the dweller

a heart tells no lies

it is the seat of God

and there is the beauty of
beauties, purest of spirit

a chalice filled to the brim
with answers to a million
years of yearnings, for all

the years with an equal humber
of ungalvanised answers

if you care to search for its
sacred hints at what is beauty

beauty lies in the eyes of the beholder
and the heart tells no lies

it is the mouth that in all its

clean ivory innocence may morph

into a snake in its own eden

the heart tells no lies

it speaks as soon to its owner

of any intransigence so that he goes

to sleep heavy like adam after his fall,

poorer in the soul and tears brimming all over
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Trees

whenever the lustre of my amber glistens,

i could feel the price it had exacted on the trees,

blood red tears meandering rough and uneven tracks

to land where they were kept like a child for a million years

they emerge to fascinate us with coruscating tales

of the romances with time, lost on the memory of men,
the dinosaurs, the first forests, the insects -

which now sparkle with such subtlety - they draw us

to the heart of their very existence, the million

years in the now, solidified, and now dangling right

at the door to the heart, our bossom

the trees, the trees, so many of them

standing tall and proud, as if broadcasting to us
if they had not been around, creation

would have been at a standstill

the trees, the trees, they fuel the world

a panacea to foibles rolled into one tall order, -

so that our cars run, our kitchen cooks, our umbrella works,
the news reach us handsomely wrapped, the chopsticks

to pick our food, the clogs to walk and rattle autumn,

the medicine to heal our rebellious body, fruits for

the seasons, the table for us to write on and a cosy

space for the dead to dream on

when they stand in a fusion at the break of dawn

it feels one has stumbled upon a meditative realm

of the highest kind - the orchestra blasting away

in them permeates every hidden place - they only help

to enhance that robustness and promises of the day

the sun channels its recuperative light - leaves that dance,
filter the music and the essence of the day

trees, trees.... abodes of birds, animals, they tell
on the weather, sing the storm before it approaches
and whistles to us fine spring tunes



trees trees standing so tall, majestic affording

a luxuriance to cool ourselves as we brood over
our destiny - trees our only saviours as the earth
climbs the mercury ever ready to send us

into obivion in a spinning fiery hot cauldron

second version:

whenever the lustre of my amber
glistens, i could feel the price

it has exacted on the trees, brown red
meandering down the barks and onto

the soil and for a million years,

preserved in the goodness of the earth

to give us the infinite light on the pendant

the trees, the trees, so many of them

all standing tall and proud as if to broadcast

to us that if they had not been around, creation
would have been at a standstill

the trees, the trees, they fuel the world

a panacea to foibles rolled into one tall order, -

so that our cars run, our kitchen cooks, our umbrella works,
the news reach us handsomely wrapped, the chopsticks

to pick our food, the clogs to walk and rattle autumn,

the medicine to heal our rebellious body, fruits for

the seasons, the table for us to write on and a cosy

space for the dead to dream on

when they stand in a fusion at the break of dawn

it feels one has stumbled upon a meditative realm

of the highest kind - the orchestra blasting away

in them permeates every hidden place - they only help

to enhance that robustness and promises of the day

the sun channels its recuperative light between the leaves
in a playful quest - like pianists dribbling ivory keys -

to give to us the best of the day

trees, trees.... abodes of birds, animals, they tell
on the weather, sing the storm before it approaches



and whistles to us fine spring tunes

trees trees standing so tall and majestic, shaking and

jolting many of us to the solid truth that if not for their
presence, the earth that has been climbing the mercury bars,
would have sent us into oblivion in a spinning fiery hot cauldron

john tiong chunghoo



The Self

the self is a mountain

you can go exploring

some parts are not reachable

and some parts so riveting

you just wish to sing them songs

some parts are caves you can shout
and hear your own echoes

some parts are a make belief

haunted house you can frighten yourself with
some parts are chambers of

mysteries you can get lost on your own
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A New Poet

a new poet - first the

glow of the moon, then

overcast sky, then

thunder and lightning

the short interval between

shadows and lights

the delicate situations

that one has to fit in

on the page, white, yellow or blue
to make light, light

and the thunder, thunder,

and all the frightening winds

and storms that come in between
then the close of the rain

the loudness of the raindrops

taken over by drizzle and

little swirls of fresh breeze

that fuel the acme of enjoyment

for the senses and the mind

the final lines of a poem so well
written that it feels the weather

has cleared, so that the sun shines
through fleeces and in a sky so blue
one cannot help feel one has reached
wonderland - the glow of a new poet
is a child heaving in excitement

as he made that first round on the
pedals when he learns to cycle

rewritten from:
A new Poet

a new poet - first the
glow of the moon, then
overcast sky, then
thunder and lightning

the short interval between
shadows and lights



the delicate situations

that one has to fit in

on the page, white, yellow or blue
to make light, light

and the thunder, thunder,

and all the frightening winds

and storms that come in between
then the close of the rain

the loudness of the raindrops
taken over by drizzle and

little swirls of fresh breeze

that fuel the climax of enjoyment
for the senses and the mind

the final lines of a poem so well
written that it feels the weather
has cleared, so that the sun shines
through fleeces and a sky so blue
one cannot help feel one has reached
a piece of wonderland - the glow of
a new poet is a child heaving in excitement
of that first round he makes on

the pedals when he learns to cycle

]
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*william Blake The Haiku Poet

anger
I told my wrath
my wrath did end

anger
I told it not
my wrath did grow.

anger
I water it in fears
and my tears

anger
i sun it with smiles
and soft deceitful wiles

anger
it grows till it
bores an apple bright

my foe beholds it shine.
and knows

it is mine

anger my garden steals
when the night

veils the pole
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*robert Frost The Haiku Poet

between the woods
and frozen lake - the darkest
evening of the year

two roads diverge
in leaves no step had
trodden black

the only other sound
the sweep of easy wind
and downy flake

a young beech
clinging to its

last year's leaves
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*pablo Neruda The Haiku Poet

'Pablo Neruda the haiku Poet:

that fire is repeated
nothing is extinguished
my love feeds on your love'

evening walk
between our hands the blue night
drops on the world

you recede through evening
towards twilight
erasing statues

from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the
distant mountain tops

a piece of sun burns
like a coin
in my hand

I remember you
my soul clenched in that
sadness of mine

my blue sweater rolls
like a hurt dog

at my feet
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* Maya Angelou The Haiku Poet

i rise
i rise
i rise

i'm a
black ocean,
leaping and wide

i dance like I've got
diamonds at the meeting
of my thighs

into a daybreak
that's wondrously clear
I rise

the gifts my ancestors gave,
I am the dream,

hope of the slave'
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*walt Whitman The Haiku Poet

some dream
on the deck you've fallen
cold and dead

with mournful tread
I walk the deck
my Captain lies

the steady keel
the vessel grim and daring
the bleeding drops of red

for you bouquets and
ribboned wreaths
the shores a-crowding

the port is near
the bells I hear
the people all exulting

from fearful trip
the victor ship

comes in
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*'Alfred Noyes The Haiku Poet

a torrent of darkness
the moon a galleon
tossed upon cloudy seas

the road
a ribbon of moonlight
over the purple moor

the highwayman
comes riding— Riding—riding—
riding, up to the old inn-door

a French cocked-hat
a bunch of lace
at his chin
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*henry Wadsworth Longfellow The Haiku Poet

departing
the footprints on
the sand of time

trust no future
let the dead past
bury its dead

the living present
heart within and
God o'erhead

each tomorrow

finds us

farther than today

art is long

time is fleeting,

our hearts like muffled drums

are beating
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Pablo Picasso's Gargon
A La Pipe (1905)

Gargon a la pipe
who will be the crown
of my roses?

Garcon a la pipe
a decadence that
breeds excellence

decadent
excellence
Garcon a la pipe

Garcon a la pipe
a decadence that
breathes excellence

Garcon a la pipe
a decadent of finesse
for the art

stealing the heart of art
flowers, pipe

and the lad in blue
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Vinicent Van Gogh's
Portrait Of Dr Gachet (1890)

Portrait of Dr Gachet (1890)
a madness in a
fusion of madness

Portrait of Dr Gachet
the artist paints
his other self

insanity - it drives
an artists' posthumous career

sky high
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World Famous Painting Haiku -. Portrait Of Adele
Bloch-Bauer I (1907) Gustav Klimt

a dream many times
that of gold - getting
mr right

the world is gold
i am part of
the gold

so easy for
a woman to meld
into gold

so easy for
a woman to
blend with gold

woman - the essence
of all things
gold

gold dream
a desire to fly away

a swan in love
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* Slyvia Plath The Haiku Poet

I have always been scared of you
your LuftWaffe, your gobbledygoo
your neat mustache

I never could talk to you
the tongue stuck
in my jaw

my tongue stuck
in @ barb wire snare.
ich, ich, ich, ich

I have
lived like a foot
poor and white

I have had to kill you.
You died before
I had time-

a bag full of God
ghastly statue
with one gray toe

freakish Atlantic
it pours bean green
over blue

an engine, an engine
chuffing me off
like a Jew

a swastika
So black no sky
could squeak through.

every woman adores a Fascist,
the boot in the face
the brute heart of a brute



a cleft in your chin
instead of
your foot

the strange girl
guilt-stricken halts, pales
clings to the prince

hectic music, cocktail talk
she hears the caustic
ticking of the clock

the prince leans to the girl
her green eyes slant
hair flaring in a fan of silver

revolving tall glass hall
guests slide gliding
into light like wine

rose candles flicker
on the lilac wall

a million flagons shine
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Woman Iii - Willem De
Kooning

Woman
lost walking through
her sexes

john tiong chunghoo



World Famous Painting Haiku - No.5,1948 - Jackson
Pollock

mess in
the proper hands
iS money

mess meshes
the dollars

no 51948
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Haikuied - Sylvia Plath

the strange girl
guilt-stricken halts, pales
clings to the prince

hectic music, cocktail talk
she hears the caustic
ticking of the clock

the prince leans to the girl
her green eyes slant
hair flaring in a fan of silver

revolving tall glass hall
guests slide gliding
into light like wine

rose candles flicker
on the lilac wall

a million flagons shine
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World Famous Painting Haiku - Paul Cezanne's The
Card Players

The Card Players
the artist's brush with
the colours of fame

The Card Players
a concentration locks into
every inch of the canvas

the card players
a delight spreads out
between the fingers

The Card Players
the day's worries diffused
between the fingers

The Card Players
between the fingers
the probability of wealth

The Card Players
the world diffused in
a few cards in the hands

The Card Players
hypnotising the men
in the pictures

The Card Players
caught in the hands
a deep anticipation

The Card Players
every moment of fun

caught in shades

The Card Players



enlivened
boredom
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*edgar Allan Poe The Haiku Poet

Annabel Lee
the moon beams
bringing me dreams

Annabel Lee
the stars never rise
yet there her bright eyes

Annabel Lee
the seraphs of heaven
Covets her and me

Annabel Lee
we love with a love
more than love

Annabel Lee
i lie down with all
the night-tides

the sepulcher
her tomb - the

resounding sea
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*rudyard Kipling The Haiku Poet

yours is the world
filling the unforgiving minute
with its worth of run
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Travel Haiku - Mount Everest Peak

everest peak
the world shivers
with me

Mount Everest Climb
success that fine line between
the foot and snow

mount everest climb
success rests squarely
on the foot
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Travel Austrailia Haiku - Melbourne Street Art

Melbourne Street Art
in so many colours
Saddam Hussain's crossed out face

a spellbinding chilly
crosssed out saddam
melbourne street art

melbourne street art
of all places
here's Saddam Hussein

midnight melbourne street art
in all the quietness
saddam's sad grin

Melbourne Street Art
crossed with an X
Saddam Hussain

Saddam Hussain
one man's life crossed out

with an X
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*rabindranath Tagore The Haiku Poet

a moment's indulgence
away from you
my heart knows no rest

my work
an endless toil
in a shoreless sea

summer
at my window
its sighs and murmurs

the bees
plies their minstrel
at the flowering grove.

time to sit face to face
and sing to this silent

and overflowing leisure
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* Langston Hughes The Haiku Poet

Langston Hughes the haiku poet..
when dream dies
life is a broken-winged bird

frozen with snow
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* Charles Bukowski The Haiku Poet

the flesh covers the bone
they put a mind in there
and sometimes a soul

the women break vases
the men
drink too much

nobody really finds one
but keep looking
crawling in and out of beds

flesh covers the bone
and the flesh searches for
more than flesh

no chance
we - trapped - by
a singular fate

the city dumps fill
the graveyards fill

nothing else fills
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Ode To Rebirth - Cross Century Surgery Operation

voila! if rebirth is a fact and

time travel is mastered

you can always request

at the cross century

surgery theatre, your first human birth
eyes, second birth eyebrows

fifth birth nose, cheeks,

eighth birth shoulder blade, and

the fusion of fifth and eight birth sexes
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*william Shakespeare The Haiku Poet

the world's a stage
for the men and women
exits and entrances

the infant
mewling and puking
in the nurse's arms

... the whinning schoolboy
creep like snail
unwilling to school

the lover
sighing a furnace of ballad
to his loving mistress

a soldier
full of strange oaths and
bearded like the pard

the justice
in fair round belly
with good capon lined

the sixth age shifts
in the lean and slippered
pantaloon

his youthful nose
shrunk shank, his big manly voice
a childish treble

last scebe
a second childishness

sans teeth, sans eyes, sans everything.
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*john Keats The Haiku Poet

an endless fountain
an immortal drink pouring
from heaven's brink

wreathing a flowery band
to bind us
to the earth

beauty moves away
the pall from
our dark spirits

a thing of beauty
a bower quiet for us,

a sleep full of sweet dreams
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Haiku - 34th Bali Arts Festival

Bali Arts Festival
gods and humans
fuse in spirit

Bali Arts Festival
on the sunset beach
chants of kecak dancers

Bali Arts Festival
between the fiery sunset
and moonlight - kecak chants

Bali Arts Festival
in full splendour
the ramayana

Bali Arts Festival
gods, humans blast
away in colours and dances

Bali Arts Festival
playing with us
gods and demons

The Bali Arts Festival is a month of daily performances, handicraft exhibitions and
cultural activities designed to promote tourism in the resort island of Bali. June -

July.
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* Ezra Pound The Haiku Poet

life slips by
not shaking
the grass
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* William Wordsworth The Haiku Poet

margin of bay
10,000 daffodils toss
a sprightly dance
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Haiku - Dalai Lama And Aung San Suu Kyi Meet
(London)

two nobel peace laureates meet
between them
the buddha

two nobel peace laureates
each crying for
a country

two nobel peace laureates meet
both crying for
a country

two nobel peace laureates meet
cry the beloved
country

two nobel peace laureates meet
one wants to save, the other

wins back a country
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Ode To Prayers

whenever I pray

I dedicate the prayers

to whoever comes to my mind

be they my enemy, friend, pet,
father, mother, relatives long gone
the Prime Minister, the Queen

this is how the Almighty really
wants us to do I think and

those images are sent by him
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First Encounter - Tony Bennet

tony bennet
a million diamonds
dropp into my heart

tony bennet
giving my brain cells
a new breathe

tony bennet
a voice
crystallises my mind

tonny bennet
letting the voice

do its wonder
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Haiku - Malaysian Haze And Elections

Malaysian concerns
the haze and elections
share the same clouds
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First Encounter - Rabindranathtagore's Paintings

Tagore's Last Harvest
a child putting wings
to his imagination

Tagore's Last Harvest
behind the colours and lines
a child

Tagore's Last Harvest
the nobel laureate dances
with ink and pen

Tagore's Last Harvest
the colourful images
of a colourful life

Last Harvest an exhibition of 49 of Tagore's paintings
are exhibited in Kuala Lumpur Visual Arts Museum for three months

April to July.
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My Father's Day Poem

those little needles on cheeks;

your kisses, daddy, are a fond memory

i always turn to for solace.

i love your moustache; they make you

so distinctive.

and your pipe, it makes you so much

like my intellectual hero, Albert Einstein.

i am always fasincated

by the smoke swirling into the air as you
write through the night.

always fascinated why they always disappeared
into nothingness when I was a child.

As i grew older, it has jolted me to realise
that one day we too will

follow the transient smoke;

disappear into the silence

of the night, into another realm.

I am grateful that with each

growing year, my love for you have
grown deeper, thickened like smoke

john tiong chunghoo



God

you dont need a human figure

to be able to think

you dont need a human body

to be able to talk

the whole universe is not a human figure
and it is thinking and it is guiding

the whole universe whispering to us
things greater than any mouths

would ever utter.

'God talks more like a human being than many people in this world".

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Sadguru Sri Sharavana Baba From
Kerela

sadguru sri sharavana baba
a smile, a smile, intimately
bringing blessings

sadguru sri sharavana baba
quite like Lord Shiva

who came to my dream

john tiong chunghoo



United Nations Conference On Sustainable
Development Haiku

UN Brazil sustainable Development meet
two tribes show each other necklace
of seeds, canines, and silver

UN Brazil Sustainable Development meet
one borneo tribe surprised a taiwan tribe
also call rice 'nasi'

UN Brazil Sustainable Development meet
the long necked admire the long eared
the big mouthed look on

UN Brazil Sustainable Development meet
one tribe insists all of them

have similar origins

john tiong chunghoo



A Thing Of Beauty

the ruffling of the hair

on her eyelids, the billowing

light brown tresses accentuate

a delicate face, aquiline nose,

finely shaped eyebrows, luscious lips

a beauty that slices a space for

one to walk handsomely into her heart

a painter's spontaneous delight,

a ballet dancer's graceful twirl

a vantage wine - two hundred years

in the damp, dark and cold - to

finally meet daylight and reflect

the sweetness of a heartelt evening

where laughter takes over the lane of stresses
to let beauty walk the aisle of the soul,

our feet lightly tap, and our voice tempers

the air to let the luxury of nature closes in on us
so irresistible for such a light moment of the day
it's a punctuation between reality and dream
where two persons dance hand in hand to a
beauty framed in the soul, a sanctuary

where no others can reach or take away

john tiong chunghoo



Potpourri 2

cherry blossom
our hearts full with praises
for spring

new york supermoon
a dream i still
carry with me

cherry blossom
our hearts full with praises
for spring

two trapeze artists
a sixteen legged stunt
in @ maze of ropes

the black widow did not just
devour her male partner

he begged for it

... he said it was part of his ecstasy
she obliged for the thrill and fill

john tiong chunghoo



Potpourri

mulu cave
talking zen in
all its silence

delivering me from
the womb of samsara
buddha, dharma and sangha

haiku for Bandar Seri Begawan

the drive around
neat and clean as the sultan
in the picture'

getting the message
in the toilet
durian season

super moon
the monk's head
glowing with a moon

the boat permanently
beached on a canvas
thanks to my brush

two trapeze artists
a sixteen legged stunt
in @ maze of ropes

the mountain there
it takes me to
the nirvana inside me

all souls' day
the child's grave clean

and sparkling again

spring parting



only your haiku to
lighten up the path'

solar eclipse
the sun hides in the
moon's belly

my love for this country

is like @ moon waning and waxing
pulling a tide that sweeps me

.. in so many directions

john tiong chunghoo



Boat On My Canvas Haiku

the boat permanently
beached on a canvas
thanks to my brush

john tiong chunghoo



Venus Transit The Sun Haiku 2012 May

Venus transit over Sun
that face pimple i wish
would move and go away too

john tiong chunghoo



Nature Creates Its Own Fun

nature creates its own fun
these two carrots that come out
of the earth like a naked couple

john tiong chunghoo



Poem About Poetry - Rewriting

cant help rewriting my poem

giving it a new coat, a sheen

that shines like the break of dawn

a child's sparkling eyes

as he walks with mom hand in hand
in the gentle recuperative first light

john tiong chunghoo



Read Me Now

read me now
read me 500 years after i am not around

after that flush me down the toilet
that is if you are still using flush toilet

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Dr Maya Soetoro Ng

an indonesian grace
with an American mindset
Maya Soetoro Ng

met at Islamic Arts Museum Malaysia
during the launch of Ann Dunham Batik Collection Exhibtion

June 8 2012

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Ann Dunham Batik Exhibition

i too swing around
the sarongs of
obama's childhood

the blossoms of
obama's jakarta
dunham batik exhibition

ann dunham batik exhibition
i hear a president's
childhood footsteps

round and round
i walk the colourful
life of ann dunham

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
between each piece
a colourful slice of her life

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
holding on a piece i say
thanks for Obama

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
sharing - the colourful
Indonesian years

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
unfurled, pinned, hung -
the indonesian years

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
on the wall, pieces of
her indonesian years

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
so full of colours
those Indonesian years



Ann Dunham batik exhibition
whispering to us - the years
of coloured ecstasy

Ann Dunham batik exhibition
tipping under the fan

those colourful years

john tiong chunghoo



Risk 2

life is edgy -

a drive along

the ledge of a hill
stunning scenery
fraught with risks
in case the wheels
spin away taking us
down the valley

of broken dreams

john tiong chunghoo



Black

black absorbs all forms
into its formlessness
including the mind

in the sphere of black
space is one primordial
nothingness till light
awakens the ego that
propels the quest for forms
we sleep well without light
so that the mind goes back
to the form of formlessness
sleep on, sleep on
darkness sleeps well in

the absence of light

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Batu Ferringhi Beach In
Penang

Batu Ferringhi Beach
a serenity holds on to me
like a dream

Batu Ferringhi Beach
a memory cheerful as

the morning sun

john tiong chunghoo



The Designer

from now i would call him
the Designer, not God
because that leads to

too much struggle and fight
to pin down who he really is

the Designer drives the world

and this physique working it |

ike he works the stars,

the constellations, harnessing them
since the day he started them all

you dont have to believe

you dont have to disbelieve

you just need to sit down

to feel the space blasting

in you, the cells renewing
themselves like stars throwing

its light and another world to us
the flowers budding to give us
another world, of spring, of hope,
each cell propelled by a divine force,
unfolding a painting the shades and
shapes of the promise of a paradise

the hill gives a path to the feet

of the water so that it can beat a step
in triumph to the river, to the sea
and the lake

the water grows wings too

all the way to the sky

so that it continues

the cycle of the Designer

in his love of life, life, life

some blasting away a million trillion

miles away, some resting in venues

so close you you cannot even hear them -
the way catfish dozes off in its secret



crevice, the way your heart pump
right in the centre of your frame

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku For Germany Wave And Goth Festival

Wave and Goth Festival
creativity feels like using
20 colours in one minute

Wave and Goth Festival
creativity explodes like a crocodile
tiger and horse in one cage

Wave and Goth Festival
eyes on the foot, cross on the loins
and fangs on the navel

Wave and Goth Festival
i look for angel's hair, devil's skin

in the flame of the human heart

john tiong chunghoo



Japanese Jabberwocky

where we lived the road

was called onitaka or tall ghost
little wonder we have so many
hair raising experiences

after the 12 strokes of night

Jabberworky, Jabberworky tale

lone night walk on Onitaka

(tall ghost in Japanese)

Shimousa Nakayama, Chibaken

back to the haunted house

- we did not know until told -

where we lived with them

for two quiet years - japanese

jabberworky ghosts - an old man and woman -
penniless - killing themselves

and we were sleeping on where

they had laid, as they bade

the world goodbye, cold like stones,

but did they leave, fly away, jabberworkies?

they were there. the two who kept the days
in numbers, who even foretold my life -

two lives which had ended - or did they? -
telling the living how his life would be?

what a Jabberworky dream it was?

stretching their hands and fingers

into my life - but then how accurate they were -
-i wouldnt amount to much....almost a stamp,
their words turn out to be after 30 years
japanese jabberworkies using numbers

to get to the nitty gritty of my life

and how good their prediction was!

two hair raising japanese jabberworkies
how easy they had worked to tell this
fragile poet he would not have

the numbers to boast about and they had
surely meant the savings account -



japan where when you have no money

your legs and feet cannot take you anywhere
even two jabberworkies who had gone away
from the world were still caught up with
figures - the all important notes and yen

the two jabberworkies - they were discovered
when they were rotting, hadnt eaten for
days. Jabberworkies they were,

numerologist of the excellent kind....

a table like the one you do your word puzzle
only that they have more squares, and each
with a number, criss crossing

numbers, an ocean of life pinned down

to its very penny's worth

the very art that could have seen the
jabberworkies through the cold damp winter
but then perhaps they too had unravelled

the secrets, seen the figures that told

them where they would be here, now and then?

jabberworky ghosts walk the lane of the mind
haunting every inch of the real world

heavy the air became after the secret

about them was given us - the Japanese woman who
always came over to borrow money - could not hold
her tongue anymore - and everything in the house
suddenly became cold - like corpses - so that

even taking a shower was done in seconds

with the hair raising....despite the water

Jabberworkies - the two knew me to the bones,
yesterday, today, the next 50 years

unperturbed of the world of light, seen and unseen
they shared with me the art of seeing the future,
numbers in a puzzletable so easily forgotten

after we woke up to the world

where real numbers matter

jabberworky ghosts...they have been
wandering penniless, meritless...
wishing somebody would come



to their needs, sharing their prayers,
affording them a better realm where they would
not be bothered by figures, yen or yuan, anymore

jabberworkies..all those hotel rooms

where they walk on lonely dinghy verandahs,
corridors, disturbing our souls, straying

into our path in the dead of nights

for some warmth they could not never have

jabberworkies..the way out of their
claws...is to have your deities sleep
with you, ..jabberworkies...i prayed
for some of them...giving them merits

jabberworky children tales, jabberworky.
jabberworky, a bird flies into the house

at midnight, pays homage to the crsytal buddha
and flies out so steadily as if it has imbued

full confidence of a fine reincarnation...

no more jabberowrky, jabberworky...

and yeh i am looking to the next Japan trip
were i would go visit ghost to see if

the jabberworky numerologists are still there
after 30 years, using numbers to help

new tenants see their own lives

- japan where you dont have the figures

in your savings, you would be better off

as two ghosts wanderiing helplessly in

a house seeking to figure out the world - for us

john tiong chunghoo



After Auschwitz

history black as Auschwitz

is a juicy beef, not necessary

a burnt, over roasted turkey

if you know how to ride the time
the heart of the audience

turn the camera and flood

their adrenalin with as much

of the real things again

assigning them to those who have
the penchant to act them out

a passion to portray, almost

with the sadist streak of the nazis
albeit for another cause

because every line on the face

can be arched to bring out the pain
because every tinge of the voice
can be modulated to bring out the cry
because every line can be written to
steal the hearts of the floor

take them to a tempest dance
where a fiery stage bares the inner
elements of the humankind more
poighant than the best stories

ever written and choreographed

and they are still capitalising

on the jews, sending them to

the camps, torturing them,
silencing them, gasing them,
leaving them only skins, skeletons
and deaths to tell of their scars

but dont worry, this time they are

are only on celluloid and the

people who really walk away taking

our breath are the ones who have helped
us relive the odds..the best actress,

the best director, the best actor



anymore to come that could satiate
these men's passion to relive the
the time and tide that refuses to be
swept away, forgotten like

the last wave that hit shore?

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Nepal Haiku - Pokkara Himalaya

Pokkara himalaya
its tranquility holds
my breathe

Pokkara himalaya
a shivalingam in
the distant whiteness

a majestic grandeur
a calmness takes to the

the sky in white

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Ting Lik Hung

ting lik hung
yes, even the glance
is calculated

ting lik hung
a towering
Chinese temenggong

(the man was very tall)

met the late leader/banker while working with Holiday Inn Kuching near the
former Hock Hua Bank.

The Sarawak Kutien Association has proposed that a road here be named after
their clan elder, the late Temenggong Datuk Ting Lik Hung, in recognition of his

contribution to the state and nation.

john tiong chunghoo



Gay Writings Malaysia/Singapore

gay writing malaysia/singapore
why dont they learn to whine
with some diversity?

gay writing malaysia
is there nothing more to sex

between the same sexes?

john tiong chunghoo



Queen Elizabeth Ii Diamond Jubilee Haiku

the Queen's diamond jubilee
a bouquet of sunflowers -
the royal faces

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
new royal faces brighter
than the morning sun

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
some faces we can only
imagine to be there

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
some faces we can only
wish them to be there

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
each gait lighter than
the first - 60 years ago

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
all the years that make
this day a glory

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
the day shines like
quality vantage wine

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
every gait and smile
a sparkling triumph

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
60 years unfold in yellow,
green and ocean blue

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
the thunderstorm clears
with a chorus of laughter



the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
in each and every smile
flashes of triumph

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
between each sparkle
a glistening tear of joy

the Queen's Diamond Jubilee
three more years to

the longest serving monarch

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - The Temple Of Tooth Relic,
Kandy

temple of the tooth relic
the roof bells clang like buddha
himself welcoming me

buddha tooth temple
the chants over the
serenity of the lake

buddha tooth temple
the evening prayers and
the serenity of the lake

buddha tooth temple
filled to the brim

a holiness in the the lake

the temple is the most sacred buddhist temple in the world. It has in its
possession, a tooth of the buddha.

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Famous Buddhist Monk Ajahn
Brahm

ajahn brahm
the humour of love
wins our hearts over

ajahn brahm
brimming with the humour
of love

ajahn brahm
not letting buddhism
become idolatory worship

ajahn Brahm

does it matter which religion
one belongs to

if our heart is filled with

the universal teaching of love?

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Thailand Haiku - Chiangmai Hotel

chiangmai budget stay
keeping me company
the buddha on the wall

chiangmai budget stay
the buddha, me and the
lovemaking next door

chiangmai budget room
the buddha on my wall
the love making next door

chiangmai budget stay
my only companion
the buddha on the wall

chiangmai budget stay
my frilless companion
the buddha on the wall
chiangmai hotel

sleeping with me
the buddha on the wall

(buddha refers to a framed buddha painting)

john tiong chunghoo



Remember Earth

When I look into the sky,

I like to imagine the stars and planets

as human beings who were able to transform
themselves into these super spheres, circling in
an eternal meditative realm.

The earth is but a sad and failed entity

that had launched itself too eagerly, too fast

its consciousness has crashed into a million
trillion little consciousness, moving everywhere,
some squelling, some barking, some growling,
some ointing, roaring, and alas, the little egos
have even found it apt to turn on in each other,
devouring each other

These fragmented consciousness can be revived
for eternity, and now each has to find its own way
launch not your ego before you have mastered
your art - remember earth

another version

when I look into the sky

I like to imagine the stars and planets

as one time human beings who had transformed
themselves into these super spheres,

circling in an eternal meditative realm

the earth i stand on is but then a sad and

failed entity, an overambitious being that

had launched itself before it had even mastered

the full art of meditation, the art of transformation,

so that its consciousness ow has crashed and splintered
into a trillion zillion little consciousness running everywhere,
some squelling, some barking, some meowing, some chirping, some...

these fragmented consciousness can be revived for eternity

and now each has to find its own way

and now never launch your ego before you have mastered an art
be it to become an ant or planet

remember earth



now look into the space in your mind and meditate
like the planets circling round the stars

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Yasmin Ahmad

the first and the last
at long last
best director at home

Malaysia Film Festival awards for Best Director (2009) Talentime. Her first and
last for best director from the Malaysian premier film festival. was there at Putra

World Trade Centre for the ceremony. She was clad in a yellow ensemble.

john tiong chunghoo



Tongue Of The Creator

everyday we push, slice, chop

a knife ego sharp tearing out love

spilling from a cosmic mouth perennially

whispering to us, taking us over a fountain

of denials and wants, a thorn between good and evil
we hold onto for guidance, slipping at times

a tongue wears heavy on the heart, but grow wings to
lift us into bliss when we take to the lesson it dispenses

john tiong chunghoo



The Earth Is Making Love To Me

i know every day the earth

makes love to me, carressiing thoughts,
sending vibes up my spine, dancing
with me a waltz of nerves

playing hard to get in its game

of feeling and emotions

if only my mind would just

tune down to allow a full play

of its - the earth - passion

i ride a horse that takes me

somewhere between the past, present and future
and the earth is teaching me how to
cross all the boundaries without letting
me know the full measure of its game

john tiong chunghoo



Back To Life Again

i know what happen after death
look at the vapour in the sky

it has come all the way

from the land, the river, the sea
and it takes quite a while

with the right condition

for it to fall down to the land
river and sea again

the water falls many thousand
metres down, and trek many
thousands more before it joins
the sea and the ocean again

that's what we all will be when
we die - whether it is going up
floating in the sky, falling down
or trekking to the ocean and sea

it just takes the right condition
before we go back to ourselves again
but sure, we will come to life again
be it a fish swimming in the sea

or a bird cruising through the sky

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Datuk Shake

still the
numbing question
did i let him down?

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - The Mulu Caves

Mulu Cave
talking zen
in all its silence

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Brunei Haiku - Bandar Seri Begawan

bandar seri begawan
behind the tall gates and under the domes
the world's richest man

bandar seri begawan
everywhere I smell
the Sultan

bandar seri begawan
the town bustles like
the brunei river

bandar seri begawan
towering over us and all
the golden domes

bandar seri begawan
life flows at the
brunei river

bandar seri begawan
criss crossing the black billed
and yellow billed cranes

bandar seri begawan
no vandalism like i saw

in Kuala Lumpur

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Munir Majid

something doesnt
change much - the talcum
powdered face

first met at an interview at NST early 1981. He must have been in his 30s. Looks
like you cant do away with old habits... like you just dab yourself with talcum

powder after a bath, and getting ready for work.

john tiong chunghoo



The Bamboo

kyoto bamboo shoots
i bite into every inch
of spring

john tiong chunghoo



The Shell Haiku

beach shell
a ear listening
to itself

road tax
my volkswagen - shakes
and grumbles

autumn sojourn
in the evening chill
the clatter of my clogs

autumn chill
between the clatter of my clogs

haiku moments

john tiong chunghoo



The Fireffly Haiku

firefly river cruise
a little green lamp lifts itself
over the water

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Andy Lau, Hong Kong Actor

the actor knows

the picture before

and behind the camera
(life of an actor)

no shine of a star

fair, gentle, more

like a boy next door

met in the 80s in Malacca

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Ziana Zain

on the lift up
a showbiz career
a stewardess

met at the old WEA office when she just came out of the lift way back in the 80s.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Reality Between The Lines

haiku
between the lines
reality and make belief

haiku - learning
to word the tightrope

of reality

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Xavier Lopez Ancona (Kidzania
Founder)

no children
the man who makes games
for children

two bachelors trying
to get the best
out of life

life a theatre
everybody has to
play a part

Xavier's favourite haunt
Kidzania's

children theatre

john tiong chunghoo



Mother To Son

mother to little boy...'stupid boy.'
son to mother...'clever boy.'

mother to little boy 'stupid boy.'

son to mother 'clever boy.'

Mother to little boy 'stupid boy.'

son to mother 'clever clever boy.'
both laugh and hug each other hard.

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Merdeka Square Kuala
Lumpur (Freedom Square)

freedom is the tallest
flag pole with its flag
billowing in the wind

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Zaiton Sameon

walking in a
soulful gait
Zaiton Sameon

walking with
a soulful loss
Zaiton Sameon

walking as if
she has yet to find
herself

met at the former Prince Hotel
in the 80s at the height of her career

with the song Menaruh Harapan

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Nicholas Tse (Hong Kong Actor)

bursting with the veins
of the sensual realm
Nicholas Tse

the rhythm of talk
that echoes sleaze
off the camera

this boy sure knows
secrets of

Hong Kong moviedom

john tiong chunghoo



April 12 8.7 Earthquake Indonesia

stealing the king's thunder
8.7 richter scale earthquake
off Sumatra

installation of the new King for the next five years
in Malaysia. April 12,2012

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Chan Ling Yap (Authoress)

chan ling yap
still in her veins
the united nations

the un infuence
runs deep
chan ling yap

no drink, no treat

we merely enjoy our talk
- on the sofa chair
outside the hotel room

(she used to work with the United Stations. She was baseed in Italy)

john tiong chunghoo



We Have Perfected The Art Of Not Talking To Each
Other

we have perfected the art
of not talking to each other
suckerface

we reach out to each other
only in telepathy
sending hell to each other

and when we do pass each other
it is more than
a graveyard can hold

the coffins overturn with
their untold tales and lies

each grave, chilly and quiet,
gnhaws at the soul like worms
festering on the privacy of corpses

tidal waves churn in places
only the inhabitors know where
devilish corals, fangtooth,
blobfish, stonefish, sea wolves,
vipers, snakeheads, granadiers,
slimy slippery monster eels
suckerface

888888888888888888888888

we have perfected the art
of not talking to each other
suckerface

we reach out to each other
only in telepathy
sending hell to each other



and when we do pass each other
it is more than

a graveyard can hold

suckerface

the coffins overturn
with untold tales and lies

tidal waves churn in places

only the inhabitors know where
urchins, sharks, seasnakes, devilish
corals, slimy slippery eels
suckerface

each grave, cold and quiet,
ghaws at the soul like worms

festering on the privacy of corpses

john tiong chunghoo



Religious Haiku - Easter Sunday

easter
always rising to the occasion

jesus

john tiong chunghoo



Religious Haiku - Good Friday

roses
so much sharper
good friday

rose thorns
i feel the pain
good friday

rose thorns
i feel the pain too

good friday

john tiong chunghoo



Prize Winning Haiku - Sea Death (Japan)

sea death
a bouquet of roses
washed ashore

commended award at

The Second Annual
Vladimir Devidé
Haiku Award
Osaka

Organized! by! the! International! Academic! Forum!
as! part! of! the! Second! Annual! Asian! Conference!
on! Literature! and! Librarianship! LibrAsia! 2012
Osaka, ! Japan
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First Encounter - Sheila Majid

her music
the only thing that brings us
close to each other

like her song
she tries hard to make
the best of the occasion

first meeting
stereotyping not the name
of the game

what politicians can do
to people's heart is

more than music can mend

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection April 5,2012

economic bubble
our dreams
bursting midair

economic bubble
how flatten our ego
has become

hitting the field thrice
before shooting sky
the spiderman kite

dug out doll
the sockets bleed
soil and slime

tohoku tsunami anniversary
the tremour in
the one minute silence

spring
my haiku too
blossoming

breeze and waves
the lovers swim into
moonlight

beaming with smile
she tells mom their sakura

has blossomed

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Artist Ahmad Shukri Mohamed

he digs a friendship
ground in soil
Ahmad Shukri Mohamed

talking about his paintings
like how butterfly kisses

the blooms

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Hetty Kos Endang

she is rooted
to her roots
Hetty Kos Endang

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Winnie Loo

Winnie Loo
just quite a cut
above the rest

wikipedia - Winnie Loo is world renowned for her pair of magical hands that can
enhance an individual's beauty with her creative craftsmanship and audacious
hair styles. A prominent figure in the world of hairdressing, she started off only
as a junior stylist in London and strived all the way to become one of Malaysia's
most awarded hairdresser bearing the title of the Best Hairstylist for the
Malaysian International Fashion Awards (MIFA) 2003 and also winning the
World Master of Craft in New York in 1997. Her achievements are recognized
globally with her appointment as the Creative Ambassador for Schwarzkopf since
2001.

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Anita Sarawak

Anita Sarawak
all the selves
bursting at the seams

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Krishen Jit

Krishen Jit
his words of compliment
taste sweetest

not ready for compliment
sweet recollection
it has become

(first met in early 1980s at the New Straits Times Office, KL)

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Faridah Merican

faridah merican
her home is where
the theatre is

never liking what some
politicians do to
nation and her brood (people of Malaysia)

premier love
the english language
then theatre that lets it sparkle

every cell comes alive

in the world of dance

and performances

does not want malaysians
to be shortchanged

by crafty politicians

first met at her new theatre in Sentul in mid 2000.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection - April 1,2012

apple worm
there is a stage for
everybody to dance

april fool
he still wonders about
that actor's sexuality

tonight between the moon
me and the boat
loneliness

(the boat on the sand with me leaning on it)

night wind
the two lovers swim
into moonlight

quiet beach
two lovers swim into
the moonlit night

the moon
with me before
i was born

distant star
the oscillating wish
to migrate

waterfall
we hold onto each other
like rocks

end of world
unending

prediction

last night's poem



i struggle to
fill out a blank

night breeze
the lovers swim into

moonlight

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Tan Sri Francis Yeoh, Ytl Executive
Chairman

Tan Sri Francis Yeoh
a patience the construct
of education and experience

we build the world
we are the construct
of our roots

First met at the National Geographic store launch in KL in the late 2000.

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Tan Sri Tiong Hiew King

Tan Sri Tiong Hiew King
he sizes me up to know whether i know
how rich a sarawakian can be

first me in the mid 80s at the Rimbunan Hijau office in Jalan Mission, Sibu. I was
working with the Holiday Inn Kuching and was paying a courtesy call. Holiday Inn
Kuching was then the only five star hotel in Kuching.

Tan Sri Datuk Sir Hiew-king Tiong (simplified Chinese: ???; traditional Chinese: ?
??; pinyin: Zhang Xiaoging) is the Malaysian Chinese founder and chairman of
the Rimbunan Hijau Group, a timber company founded in 1975. Its overseas
timber operations in Papua New Guinea is the largest in that country. He also has
interests in logging operations in Russia.

Tan Sri Datuk Tiong resides in Sibu, a town in Sarawak, of Borneo island that
belongs to Malaysia. With a reported net worth of about US$1.1 billion, Tiong is
ranked by Forbes as the 840th richest person in the world.- Wikipedia

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Sheikh Muszaphar Shukor (First
Malaysian To Go To Space)

Sheikh Muszaphar Shukor
our distance between
the stars and earth

First met at the opening of the National Geographic Store at Lot 10 in the late
2000.

Sheikh Muszaphar Shukor (born Sheikh Muszaphar Shukor Al Masrie bin Sheikh
Mustapha on July 27,1972) is a Malaysian orthopaedic surgeon and was the

first Malaysian to go into space. - wikipedia.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Hanami

hanami
i keep ooking at the sakura
on her kimono

last night's poem
i look into the sky
for the words

i struggle to
fill out a blank

last night's poem

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Body Is Tide

the body is tide
i am the person
walking round it

menopause
the worry about
the worries

cherry blossom
the artist refuses to let go
of his brush

staged miracle
the arch enemies play

loving sisters

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 27,2012

vegetarian again
the body will soon
send its gratitude

staged miracle
two arch enemies play
loving sisters

cherry blossom
she applies the pink lipstick
for the second time

new construction site
a chirp of displacement
joins the din

new construction site
a chirp of fury
joins the din

menopause
the worry about

the worries

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Chinese Porcelain Expert Christian
Jorg

Christian jorg
our talk tinkling like
merry making porcelain ware

Christian jorg
so clear and distinct
his love for porcelain

christian jorg
a talk tinkling like
fine porcelain ware

Christian Jorg
the porcelain man's best love

is tribal art

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Jericho Rosales

jericho rosales

a young man who thinks

he has the world in his hands

jericho rosales

another young man who needs

the money to keep going

(Jericho is famous Filipino actor and singer)

met in the mid 2000. he was having a concert in Kuala Lumpur.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 23,3012

tree rings
not a year
missed

hot and biting
the skin
this noon rain

dripping of dusk rain
every now and then
bird chirps

candy commercial
always the boys and girls

with the best teeth

john tiong chunghoo



Memory Of Japan - The Four Seasons

first winter

i walk to to work

feet exposed in the melted snow
life is a winter storm

first winter and my lips crack
two red dried rivers of pain
that the lip balm tries to soothe

first winter

the snow like cotton
dances to my bewilderment
our laughters burst the
sanctified silence of cold air

first spring

the buds too rage to join

in the warmth of time

as our heart takes on

another rhythm

in the excitement of all

the good things that the season signifies

first summer

so hot the sun bites and all

i want to do is to lie

and wait for it to set

so that cool wind would take
over the air again

i can walk around like an
animal fresh from hibernation

autumn

the persimmons give

the fruit market a fresh glow
they are everywhere

Y100 for a whole basket of 10
the only things that make me
feel Japan is cheap



and the shopping places

too like a chameleon

is changing in shine and shades
with new designs to suit the season
where the mood is to be more
colourful than the leaves that are
twirling away in cheers

and yes, christmas is in the offing

john tiong chunghoo



Sri Lanka, Sri Lanka

i was about a month going on

to 52 when i travelled Sri Lanka

and i really criss cross the nation

in hours to everywhere on a three wheeler

from kandy to anuradapura, to polunaruwa

to the east coast town of where tsuanmi struck

and down south to Colombo and the southern town of....

(poetry in progress)

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Taib Mahmud

light smile
i feel the weight of sarawak
in those hands

Chief Minister for Sarawak the last 30 years or so.
first met at the Borneo Post Office in Sungai Antu in the early 80s. See Hua was

having its anniversary celebrations.

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Mustafa Noor (Malaysia)

mustafa noor
he carries the theatre
with him

mustafa noor
i heard the london
that applauds

mustafa noor
the air charged with
his art and friendliness

mustafa noor
a voice made for
theatre arts

mustafa noor
his eyes roll with
his london experience

mustafa noor
i join the excitement

of his london experience

met in the early 1980s. He was just back from London and had strong ambitions
to activate the theatre world in the city that is Kuala Lumpur.

john tiong chunghoo



Tree Rings Haiku

tree rings
not a year
missed

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Nicholas Saputra

a quietness
envelops him
Nicholas Saputra

first met in the 2005-6 when he came to promote one of his movies,
in which he was featued as a theatre worker in charge of sending film rolls to

other theatres.

john tiong chunghoo



Spring Haiku - Love Birds Glide To The New Season

spring lake
love birds glide
to the new season

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - P Shushila

Tamil Nadhu Queen of Song
it is so difficult to
forget those two eyes

Tamil Nadhu Queen of Song
the eyes so telling

of her calibre

first met in the 1980s when she came with a large Indian group comprising a lot
of famous stars to perform at the Putra World Trade Center.

john tiong chunghoo



Solar Flares Haiku - My Nerves Flaying

solar flare
my nerves
flaying

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Cambodia Poem - The Bayon Smiles

bayon smiles

from high up

a thousand year old smile
frozen through the ages
in the forests

snarled, overgrown

with shrubs, ferns

to finally emerge to

smile again - triumphantly

thank god, for the dim years

the forest, has saved you

from marauding thais, champs

burmese, colonialists and world war criminals

bayon, smile, smile and smile to the world
from all the angles.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 16,2012

early spring wind
a symphony of cherry buds
on the tree

mona lisa
i try to smile
a 500 year old smile

ides of march
flipping through a book
on witches

ides of march
the day knocks me
like a tempest

ides of march
the day knocks me
like a rock

ides of march
a haiku that does not
fit the lines

ides of march
et tu brute
my shakespeare

bamboo groove
the leaves carouse
with stars

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Amir Mohammad

Amir Mohammad
another writer his self
stuck in so many places

first met at the New Straits Times office in late 2011.

john tiong chunghoo



The Mind Is Too Small

nobody can
compete with nature

everything is put
in its own place

every colour
and every hair
in their order

the Creator
works in ways

only he knows

our brain is
too put in its place

and it is too small
to know everything

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 11,2012

clash of words
telling my friend to
put the clock back

..clock is not auspicious as gift in Chinese society because clock is read as zhong
in mandarin which sounds the same as death or the end

mona lisa
i try to smile
a 500 year old smile

earthquake drill
one fat lady asks what happens
if it is an 8 richter scale

tohoku tsunami anniversary
the tremour in the
one minute silence

receding tide
i walk to
the next island

earthquake drill
one fat lady asks what

if it's an 8 richter

john tiong chunghoo



Mona Lisa Smile Haiku

mona lisa
i try to smile
a 500 year old smile

john tiong chunghoo



Tohoku Tsunami Anniversary Haiku

tohoku tsunami anniversary
the tremour in the
one minute silence

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 1,2012

sign language
reaching out in twist and turn
my fingers

music
the universe
rages

new delhi
the eagles charging up
the sky

every inch
corresponds to
the first cause

life chances
making sure the bull charges
at the right places

women's day
the woman says if only
she had a daughter

old sakura
blooming as
iam

ittle girl makes sound
of the tiger, elephant, frog
as she draws them

japanese kite festival
a hornbill glides
to an octopus

sign language
all the news
in 10 fingers



john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - United Buddy Bears

United Buddy Bears
men, stand up for
world peace

United Buddy Bears
getting bears to
teach the men

United Buddy Bears
one by one they line up
for peace

The United Buddy Bears were paraded around the Pavilion Kuala Lumpur early
2012.

john tiong chunghoo



Women's Day Haiku

Women's Day
the woman says if only
she had a daughter

Women's Day
the transvestite says
wish there is a day for us too

Women's Day
all around her
brothers, husband and sons

Women's Day
she says her heroine
is Mother Teresa

Women's Day

she says women are great
because there were

Mulan and Joan of Arc

but never men who dressed
up as the opposite sex

to save the nation or daddy

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 5,2012

beach
leaping at the sampan
the sampan

sincere with God
sincere with ourselves
life becomes easier

alzheimer's
the deadend
between us

stephen king
a dug out doll takes us

to the nether world

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection March 3,2012

one month old son
she sees the ears
of her husband

dug out doll
two hollow eyes looking
through her

dug out doll
two hollow eyes drawing
out all her fear

hinamatsuri
mom shows daughter her first
all girls' day picture

the 100 year old wine
fruits and spices explode
over her tongue

our prayers
for another good year

plum blossom

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To The Wind 2

i am wind i caress
every skin i have a date

i float with the tide
and dance with the moon

as we glide over the sea
the waves takes us onto a silver path
serenade us the lustre of the moment

the moon shivers, i twirl, the trees rustle,
clouds part to give us way to a crescendo of fun

everytime i am around, the feet of the universe
spring to action, things dance, and i dance too
spreading a joie de vivre

i am a vagabond of the wildest kind

a gypsy, a tramp, a born traveller

holding a carte blanche to everywhere

in summer a thousand fans work me into action

those who ride me go on to build new lives

i had the reputation to take people

from continent to continent

to the remotest places, if they only cared

to put up a sail for me to carry them with me

nothing can stop me as i tarry from

coast to coast, village to village,

city to city, ocean to ocean

sprinkling cheerful fragrances of spring

unfurl summer's nerves, making

fair ladies sprint with pride as their graceful
luxurious crown dances round them like dreams

a million artists wait for the swirl of autumn scarlet
to work volume into their canvasses

oftentimes, you would see me sweeping



the streets here and there; leaves somersault
to my path as we play twins on a fiesta

when i do rest, i can stand on a single hair
static like a frog on a lotus leaf

a sadguru meditation, letting the self

to a land of nowhere

i hold many faces, but hide many till

things get blown away, the masks taken

the battle of opposite begins

the hot and cold air tailing each other in rages

i will be worse than the Indian Goddess Kali

eyes fiery as a volcano, a wasp out to sting

i tear down houses, uproot trees, throwing the ocean
helter skelter so that water springs everywhere

my face then is nothing other than vengeance and death,
i take away everything in my way

i am the Yama from hades and nobody escapes

the twist of fate i administer

i hold many faces, at my sweetest,

i can dance like Nataraja the cosmic dancer

moving earth, sun and moon, and the whole universe
with the tilt of my feet, swaying of my hips

and the turns of my fingers and heads

i bring good news to the deserving,

those who sweat for their work

a whole padi field waves in golden delight

as i cross the path to bring news of harvest

on the feet of a romancing couple i take them

from one high to the other of remembrances

in the worst of winter, i help sprinkle frost
everywhere - window panes, stairs to the front door,
windscreens, and our parting memories

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 28,2012

life chances
making sure the bull charges
at the right places

Sibu town maternity museum
as loud as their silence
the labour instruments

Sibu town maternity museum
everybody born on
the same beds

puppet on a string
he submits to the ups

and downs of life

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ganges The Boys Scrambling For
Embers

ganges
a few charred shards
the boy scrambles for embers

ganges
the water cleanses the corpse

calms the family at last

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 26,2012

savannah game
cheetah zips past zebras
for an antelope

two disturbing jams
this morning
the road and my zip

a burst of laughter
the old pant zip works well

for her trousers

john tiong chunghoo



Letting Earth Speak

for once i listen to earth

letting him speak as we

journey across india

a feeling surging like from

the primordial corner of earh,

the heart of earth, its centre

making one realise every inch of land
has its own story to tell even if it is
just to let you know how it is feeling,
how it cannot help having to communicate with you
as you cross the land for the first time

john tiong chunghoo



Collection February 24,2012

yellowing marriage blanket
she wonders what
to say to him

lost virginity
every time as she sees
Zip

a burst of laughter
the old pant zip works well
for her trousers

artist's new dawn
the horizon streaked with
yellow acrylic

buddha birthplace visit
the mustard fields
swirling with grace

buddha birthplace visit
the mustard fields
firing up my curiosity

infinite X - a lost Star
God and that file to help us
find the murderers

files X, XX, XXX
all the things that you
should not know

Chinese death penalty
his name on a panel

crossed with red

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 23,2012

infinite X - an illusive star
God and that file to locate
the murderers

the clipped macaw
to the trees she caws
this whole morning

childhood river
we go looking for it
at the edge of the city

venting their lust
upstairs bed creaks
to a crescendo

venting their lust
upstairs' bed takes us
to a crescendo

venting their lust
the bed rides noon
with a maddening creak

noh theatre - the virgin girl
that man with flowers
on the wig

noh theatre
her husband - that prettiest woman
on stage

envelope X
three strands of hair that would
solve the crime

envelope X
all they have



to bust the crime

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 22,2012

upstairs' vent of lust
the bed rides the noon
with a maddening creak

upstairs' vent of lust
the bed rides through noon
with maddening creaks

from ash to ash
a little romance
with the Creator

spring class
robust laugh breaks through
the chill

a race
the budding trees last week
have bloomed

putting on her wig
cancer patient asks the price
of being woman

broken roof arch vent
the haunted house

whistles and sighs

john tiong chunghoo



The Mushroom Haiku

on the jungle path
doing an umbrella dance
three white mushrooms

john tiong chunghoo



May Poppins Haiku

mary poppins
the boy jumps off the table
with an umbrella

Chinese opera
the actor riding an umbrella
riding a horse

children's game
the umbrella

is a horse

john tiong chunghoo



Hiaku Collection February 20,2012

the longing for youth
two matching figures
under the umbrella

john tiong chunghoo



Whitney Houston Tribute

we all sing
'T will always love you
Whitney Houston'

Whitney Houston
there we sing, each of us sings

'T will always love you'

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 19,2012

tight as a bud
my longing for
spring

leaving vanarasi
glad that the ganges now
flows in me

Guan Eng - Soi Lek debate
lost in the head
and tail of things

a spirituality blossoms
shimmers
temple lake lotuses

the cold war
we leave our echoes
at the fort talus

the universe is

billion of years

we share its space

to live its minute little seconds,

or not even that but we do worry so much
as if the universe is so much to hold on to

abbatoir
getting one cow

to toe the line

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 18,2012

scarecrow rattle
the birds fly
in circles

scarecrow rattle
the farmer's tries it, smiles
before fixing it on

scarecrow
the rattle of the harvest
begins

taking after a friend
for the first time he buys
a pair of sandals

touching a raw nerve
the dog runs the sandal

dangling from its mouth

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 16,2012

taking after a friend
for the first time he buys
a pair of sandals

resplendent in the
light of the pool
lotus blossoms

autumn
my feeling the way
the leaves fall

a spirituality blossoms
shimmers
temple lotuses

after the opera
glistening on the stage
three little bells

frost
my first winter lips
crack

summer lake cruise
gliding through the noon heat too
two white swans

on the quiet windy beach
tilted to one side
a malay sampan

tokyo siesmic fear
now and then
the plates rattle

slaughter house
getting one cow
to toe the line



john tiong chunghoo



Collection February 14, 2012

love is a many
splendoured thing
nachos for valentine

in the throes of silence
the music waltzes
opera music recital

frost
my first winter lips

crack

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 13,2012

start of day
the mountain summit bathed
in sublime light

between the lightning
and roar of thunder
the quiet mountain

midnight
a Mouse runs across
the owl's eyes

piercing the serenity
of the mountain air
shrill of eagles

himalayan mountain
in the distance
a towering solitude

mountain holiday
we walk looking for shells

and corals

john tiong chunghoo



A Tribute To Dad

written for dad of Sven-Eric van Osch
whose dad passed away last night.

the night is dark but

there are the little stars up there
sparkling and twinkling

there you say you will be

when you are gone

when the sun sets and
my mind wanders to you
they show me the world
has a life even in the dark
even when you are gone

look at how the stars twinkle
and wave to us tonight

they remind me of you dad

that you will be crowning

the sky of our heart day or night
always in your own little way
that endears you to us

now and forever

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 12,2012

himalayan mountain
a towering solitude
in the distance

crisp morning air
glowing with sublime light
the mountain peak

piercing the serenity
of the mountain air
the shrill of eagles

a climax of solitude
the mountain range bathed
in sublime light

laundry in the breeze
the slant of light
on the white sheets

another sloppy bachelor
the three day old laundry
still on the clothesline

washing machine rumbles
her wish for a new one
these three years

cooking up a storm
the couple tries it

on the kitchen table

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 11,2012

kitchen health
the sink gulps last water
with a burp

United Buddy Bears
one by one i seach
facebook friends' bears

cooking up a storm
the couple tries it
on the kitchen table

blocked sink
the children finally get
to know a plumber

new friend
a shisha pipe on
the kitchen table

first snow
new geisha brushes her face
pale white

john tiong chunghoo



February 10,2011 Haiku Collection

a reassuring warmth
the couple kisses goodbye
in the kitchen

over the cooking
mom in law's lesson
on family's genealogy

a tokyo kitchen revisit
all the words
i have forgotten

cooking up a storm

the couple tries it out
on the kitchen table

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 9,2011

another new year
still the ice
between us

all souls day
the child's grave sparkles
in the sun

here they are in a pile friend
Mt Fuji framed and ever ready
to be carried home

reposing in glory
Mt Fuji in the meditative quiet
of a golden frame

under the bodhi tree
the rain non-stopping drip
drips, drips, drips

ice sculpture
a white tiger glows
in the snow

my second appetiser
the wish for someone
to break the ice

favourite whisky
the crisp sound of ice cubes
falling into glass

whistling in the wind
of this grassfield
a secret love story

first snow
new geisha brushes her face
pale white



sea death
a bouquet of roses
washed ashore

john tiong chunghoo



Ah Late Grandma Is Back

last night late grandma showed her face
on the screen of my mind

perhaps that's her way to say

she had received the merits sent her
from the supplications

at the Mahavira buddhist temple

the temple where new year candles flicker
in little red cuplets filled with oil
through the night on festive occasions

on grandma's face is a spirituality

i had never seen before

she looked a different person

after so many years, she has been to somewhere
and yes she has put on weight

like before not a word was spoken
but who needs words when one's face itself
can tell a story more profound than a thousand words

who needs those lengthy descriptions when a mere look
at a face is able to show us the spirituality of another realm,

and hers tells me the spirituality she has imbibed is thicker
than the one i am in
sure she has been to places all these nine years or so

you know through her ace there is a religion somewhere
governing us all, a spirituality that carries us through
each realm, each day

a God can be seen through the face of those

who have journeyed into eternity

if you have the blessings to have them back to you

for a split second or two, right on the screen of your mind

a spirit keen to share with us the graces they have imbibed



since the day they left, a holiness no words can tell
a face treasured for the all the stories it can tell
without the need of words

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection

ice sculpture
a white tiger glowing
in the snow

my second appetiser
the wish for someone
to break the ice

favourite whisky

the crisp sound of ice cubes
falling into glass

john tiong chunghoo



The Hat Haiku

the street musician
a smitten heart tinkles
into his hat

the street musician
into his hat

the tinkles of hearts

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Come My House

Come my house to get
the best view of Mt Everest
frozen and framed for you

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Collection February 5,2011

whistling in the wind
of this grassfield
a secret love story

john tiong chunghoo



My Haiku Collection Feb 2,2012

green apples
the child paint them
red, yellow and blue

tea house
next table's jasmine
takes the scent

a titanic dream
tore up by an iceberg
first Atlantic crossing

the forest floor crevice
a chilling quiet after
the catfish was taken

from the meditative quiet
of the forest floor crevice
the angler's struggling catfish

sticking out of the saucer
after the meal
catfish's whiskers

between me, the moon
and a boat on the beach
loneliness

that apple flower song
our heart blossoms with
the memory of a little girl

january arrival at the tropics
the japanese girl's
rosy apple cheeks

green apples
the boy paints them
red, yellow and blue



john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Mark (Sbtg)

Mark (SBTG) Ong
doesnt look like his shoes
are too big for me

Mark (SBTG) Ong
looks can be
deceiving

Mark (SBTG) Ong
I really want to have a look
at his sneakers

Mark (SBTG) Ong
the wish to walk

in his shoes

john tiong chunghoo

Ong



My Haiku Collection Feb 1,2012

january arrival at the tropics
the japanese girl's
rosy apple cheeks

green apples
the boy paints them
red, yellow and blue

the chicken flaps
and claws fending off
death

US presidential bid
a newt eyes
the moon

resting on
tonight's stillness
a vicissitudue

the two parter curtain
tonight dances
our heart

the wind
now it is a vagabond
sweeping the road

sickle at the door
SO many moons more
to havest

fuming in the sky
two gods
on a kite

the bunch of bananas
god makes himself



feel so real

the black cat
tiptoes across like
a traffic red sign

first day of new year
i sprinkle my house
with ganges water

mount fuji
a dropped pearl brooch
tops the memory

as it lays its eggs,
the leatherback's tears
melt our heart

snowflakes
cry
on my face

start of day
the beggar throws coin
into his own bowl

whiteout
the snow blanks out
my mind

as the hairstylist cuts
she keeps telling the octogenarian
she is young and beautiful

scenting my delight
the morning cup
of fresh hot coffee

my delight rises with
the strong coffee scent
and steam



falling star
when will we meet again
like this

coming through the air
a multi-limb puppet
on a string - spider

tears shake me
to the realisation so long
i have never cried

chip by chip
new chick cracks open
the world

tea house
next table's jasmine
steals our scents

john tiong chunghoo



Republican Presidential 2012 Nominaton Race Haiku

US presidential bid
a newt eyes
the moon

Republican Presidential Nomination Race
a Newt wishes to jump
to the moon

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To The Wind

the wind
now it is a vagabond
sweeping the road

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Datuk Seri Rafidah Aziz

Datuk Seri Rafidah Aziz
walking the strength
of a matriach

john tiong chunghoo



Only Nothing Is Forever

yes only nothing is forever
if you aspire that

go for it

first by becoming

nothing

john tiong chunghoo



Collection January 25,2012

rainy night
i ruffle through
the old letters

as he works
the piano tuner talks
about weather

haiku beauty
nature picks a rose
to decorate its vase

haiku beauty
nature picks too to ink
its reflective moment

the whirring sound and
two hundred years come down
in a log

the bunch of bananas
God makes himself
feel so real

he black cat
tiptoes across like
a red traffic sign

first day of new year
i sprinkle my house
with ganges water

the lake
i reflect over

the flighty years

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Artist Rafiee Ghani

Rafiee Ghani
you wont see his colours until
he sketches and paints

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter -Datuk Seri Shahrizat Abdul Jalil

Shahrizat Abdul Jalil
i wish my jewels could shine
like those limpid eyes

those two eyes
i will use them to explain

the meaning of limpid

john tiong chunghoo



On The Bridge God, The Devil And - A Choice

i keep telling myself

this body is a gift of the divine, a bridge
i keep telling myself i am not

of the body but beyond

and that on the bridge is God, the devil
and - a choice

john tiong chunghoo



Anwar's Acquittal

Anwar's acquittal
so, what's the game
behind?

the real sodomy
in and out in and out

of the dark prison

john tiong chunghoo



John's Best

the earth
every second somewhere
a new dawn

sunset
in our wine glasses
the glow of passion

falling star
when will we meet again
like this

Konark Sun Temple
what we really want is really just
great sex

mona lisa
leonardo thanks for leaving us
a great smile

black hole too
the one over
my shoulders

Sri Lanka allure
the gentle blue of this sapphire
sums it up so well

dawn
up and down, up and down over the field
three sparrows in unison

meditation

one with
nature

bush..bush...



all the money lost
in the bush

Patong New Year Eve
2012 born in
waves of joy

tasting the new year
nibbling it
like a piece of cake

earth peace
the cat curls an asana
of sleep

earth peace
the cat teaches me
the yoga of sleep

Konark Sun Temple
every nook and corner oozes

with love

john tiong chunghoo



Sunset Haiku

Sunset
in our wine glasses
the glow of passion

john tiong chunghoo



Falling Star

falling star
when will we meet like this
again

john tiong chunghoo



Holding The Noon Stillness

holding the
noon stillness
frog on a lotus leaf

john tiong chunghoo



Famous Quote Of Mine 1 - Art

art is the ability to put
harmony into chaos and chaos
into harmony

art is the ability to
turn chaos into a form of beauty

and beauty into a form of chaos

art is the ability to put
beauty into everything

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - Colombo

Colombo traffic
oh oh oh mine mine
kuala lumpur 70s

Colombo
a foreign tourist tells me

not to join the insanity there

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Sri Lanka Haiku - The Sapphire

Sri Lanka allure
the gentle blue of this sapphire
sums it up so well

john tiong chunghoo



Painting - Mona Lisa Haiku

mona lisa
leonardo, thanks for leaving us
a great smile

mona lisa
leonardo, thanks for leaving behind

a great smile

john tiong chunghoo



Buddha Haiku 1

in the buddha
the harmony
i crave

john tiong chunghoo



Daffodils

they swirl in the most auspicious manner
lifting cups of yellow over a field of joy

they sway in the most friendly manner

so that they are a unison of grace

in the whole field, an emptiness except
these flowers and the spring breeze song
each waiting for someone to fall in love with

john tiong chunghoo



The Angel

the angel says
you are on the right track
right into my ears

i see ye not
but know you are at my side
day and night

speaking to me
only when you need to
to spring surprises

guiding me

when you need to
leaving me a dream
between your wings

john tiong chunghoo



One Art One Art

art is so many parts of the cakras
divine colours breathing through selves
locked in a painting every colour works
to soul up the images loosened

and patched over a field of creativity

we thought we have only one, two or three selves

until they all come knocking at the intelligence

like an alcoholic pining for the sip of his day;

every shade fills up an emptiness struggling to breathe,
a magic wand enlivening the senses

john tiong chunghoo



Smile To Remember

a smile to remember

a smile that goes

a thousand miles

to tell how much love is like

the sun that never fails to rise
streams of robust light

line of smiles to cheer up the day
a river of positive ions

fishes swim in

swirling their fins as in

the lines of divine smile

a farm of staples ready

for harvest having imbibed
everything that nature has to give
fresh air, morn light, and

the rain pouring the generosity

of divinity for the human race

the smile of the Lord in the air,

in the light, in the water,

pouring through your heart and mine

john tiong chunghoo



A Painting

God paints me

and my passion
gives myself away
or am i living every
drip of ink scripted
in my name?

john tiong chunghoo



A Poison Tree

the mom and dad

found a poison tree

did not realise

the land they are tilling

until a poison tree

sprouts in their midst

the tree from the seeds

of their sweats

the tree sheds leaves

of disappointments

flying away with their

most secret wishes, hope

and fun of life

the sweats are now tears
drenched with deep seated regrets
they never realised they would be
the farmers of the poison tree
but now they are not able

to do away with for whatever
reason, whatever price

the tree poisons their systems
the roots the tree has imbibed
its nutrients all these years
the tree clings over them

a parasite strangling

its parent tree slowly,

surely, despicably

john tiong chunghoo



My Poem

if my poem has lifted you up
makes you feel flitting away

like a butterfly, walk in a gait
faster, tighter and graceful like

a top model, likewise, it would
have made me bloom like the
most beautiful flower in the garden
petals, pistlls, luscious, colourful,
showering bliss

john tiong chunghoo



Autumn, Between The Falling Leaves, My Longing

autumn
between the falling leaves
my longing

john tiong chunghoo



The Dance Tribute Haiku

dance, my body
hands and feet take me
to the heavens

john tiong chunghoo



Autumn Blends Into One

autumn
red, orange, yellow
blend into one

autumn
how many shades of orange

are there

john tiong chunghoo



Rain Warms Me Up Haiku

i like rain because
it warms me up
for love

john tiong chunghoo



Childhood Marble Poem

&lt;/&gt;in my hands again
childhood marbles

how fast the years had rolled by
how quietly and gently childhood
had been stored away

john tiong chunghoo



Spiritual - I Am Just A Little Part Of Myself

so little is myself

a little corner left of heart

a consciousness

i claim it all - predatory

do i have full reins?

the lonely dead of night

it has choked me in tears

it holds full reins?

we tango together for sure
sometimes together
sometimes on opposite lanes

i am a dancer with set rules to follow
and have been told to be
totally responsible for missteps
the heart it is made to
measure them all

i am just a little space on left
meditating on them all

john tiong chunghoo



Illusion

a death warrant signed

with the very thing we hang onto for life
veins and arteries in a million knots

not an inch to let go for breath

the physique festers in a despicable illusion
we had clung onto with pain and expectation

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Brickfields Mahavira
Temple

Brickfields Mahavira Temple
below each bodhi tree
a giant buddha sits

hindu and buddhist chant
fills the air
brickfields mahavira temple

Brickfleids Mahavira Temple
one step closer
to nirvana

Brickfields Mahavira Temple
up there the buddha stands
dazzling with dharma thoughts

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To The Child

the child is the

father, mother

mentor of the man

he gathers the whole
language for him

his mother tongue

with all the shades of meaning
in the first many years of his life
when you hear a man speak
he is speaking the tongue

of his childhood

when you hear a man lie

he is lying on the inoncence
of his childhood
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Haiku Is

haiku is telling the readers

how the day starts

and how it actually ends

the light, the mist, the birds, the sun
how the dawn is different from the dusk
how the birds sing in the dawn

and how they sing in the dusk

and ultimately how the sun rises

and how it sets

john tiong chunghoo



New Town New Friends, A Haiku

new town, new friends
and all the space
in between

red
the blood dissolves in me

and - life

john tiong chunghoo



Water Water

water is like God

there is no taste no nothng

but you feel the whole

thing invigorating your system
filling it up with all goodness
not one dropp wasted

you feel God filling you up

john tiong chunghoo



Small

i like my buddha
to be small
smaller than

an ant in a large
clean room
sparkling with white
in this smallness
is vastness

vast as womb
that holds
whole creation

john tiong chunghoo



Dusk Haiku - Lingering Me And My Shadow

dusk
lingering me
and my shadow

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Brickfields Little India

Brickfields' multi religious spiritual dawn
buddhist temple bell, subuh prayers and
the gayathri mantra charging up the air

brickfields dawn
rising with the sun - the toll of temple bell,

subuh prayers and the hindu chants

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Kuala Lumpur Twin Towers

&lt;/&gt; Kuala Lumpur
charging up the night
the Twin Towers

kuala lumpur
malaysian twin pride

peace and harmony

john tiong chunghoo



Passion

i walk the beach aimlessly

in the dead of night alone
looking for adventure but
only chance upon a man

who looks over the sea -

he is so quiet and steady

in concentration i feel strange
until i get an inkling his broad
body shields a passion
rougher than the sea

is all about to explode

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Autumn

a fervent sense of longing trails each autumn
a leaf makes a change of costume and
spirals away in a colourful farewell dance

the year makes a ceremonious bidding
before turning earth into a page of white

for us to shower our memory of each day

leaf by leaf the wind tears away autumn
orchestrating a skeletal frame to rake our
thoughts about the year, instilling the
anticipation for the comeback of another
sparkling spring, blazing summer...

autumn helps us compose the days
when we shed the clothes for a new
spring and sunbath a new shade,

a charged bodice every cell

surges in a burst of portent energy

every autumn leaves an aftertaste of

a billowing like the soothing and mellow
sounds of violin where every note comes
alive with a bright orange hue the weight
of longing and anticipation

john tiong chunghoo



Pablo Neruda, Langston Hughes, Maya Angelou

i am a sky, i change with the day
in the morning, i am coloured

a brightness of orange

that cheers up everybody

with a fresh hot cup of coffee

i am sky

john tiong chunghoo



Shots Of Love

the universe is a flower
we are parts that make it up -
pistils, stagmens, petals, colours

you are my everything -
a river circulating round
my veins

the modern Great Wall
of oppression

Wall Street..

john tiong chunghoo



I Live In Little India

&lt;/&gt;dawn in Little India unfolds
from the sanctum of the Lotus

petal by petal of spiritually

inches and spreads around our heart as
as the sun rises from the palm

of the Almighty colouring the sky

with his shades of blessings

like the Hindu Gods blue,

green, red, and yellow on their chariots
screening the splendour of heavens
buddhist temple bell chimes right at six,
after the call of the mosque azan

when there is a hindu festival

the nearby shrine where Kali manfiests
the frightening scale of her character

a red blood tongue lengthy enough

to draw a thousand questions

from passers of her divinity

one of the few Hindu goddesses to whom
you can slaughter an animal to please her

india and little india fight for space

this little shrine even the Gods have to make do with little place
to stand, to sit, as devotees pray, offer incense

to Muruga, the warrior God, Muneswaran,

the Guardian God and Ganapathi the Elephant God

for a happy existence in Little India

to be continued

rattles away



their drums to a frenzy

the spiritually inclined joins in

the meditation ambience evoke

by all these, the gayathri and other mantras

i used to see the world in black and white

until i started to live in little india

there is light in the dark or darkness in light

my eyes are open to chakras, bright red, orange
yellow, green, blue, indigo and violet

these are the colours of the buildings

clothes, vibuthi, ....

poetry in progress

john tiong chunghoo



Meditation Poem - A Tooth

this body is a
tooth of existence
one among 32

but when it pains
it feels all 32
32 becomes one

this mind holds
the realm of existence

the body is
a pain of a tooth
numbing all others

you pull out the tooth
the other 31 look at you

and - smile

john tiong chunghoo



Richard Cory

a richard cory can make a home in us
no man is an island to life and death
and everything in between

now and then we are driven to the edge

the office, the school, the parish everywhere
a Cory haunts with the blood of his thoughts
flowers shrivel in the dungeon of his depression

tragedies are hatched in the cold nest of humanity

the face curves a mask to help the real selves live
the mouth plays traunt to create a mirage

a man walks a smile with ghosts feasting on his miles
there they patiently wait for the real catch of his traps

a friend laid himself on the tracks and
a train tore through him

regrets like a steam engine rumble through the years
they look for answers behind the shroud

Cory had sewn stringing, longing for

the buttons he never got all his days

we are tortoises - as a reptile readied to have him

whole feet, head, legs, entrails, blood and all -

in the darkness of our shells

the hassle of life clouds life like a calm river starving crocodiles lurk
we cant even see whether it is their tails or heads

slashing, lashing, splashing their way to us

raining a slush of hot blooded foamy death

john tiong chunghoo



Music Puts The World On Its Foot

music puts
the world
on its foot

john tiong chunghoo



Time My Companion

nature hands in a child marriage

and willy nilly we become companion

a suspense holds us like two hands of the clock

we go round and round with an exactness sometimes
we long for that misstep to fall behind each other

like ballet dancers we let the world twirl round us
sometimes we wonder how long we can go on like this
but yes, depending on your station you will be

happy, wealthy, joyful or are bound to a plodding
outing you wish you could call it quit in no time

like lovers we are tied in for strange adventures

the most awesome comes knocking in the dead of night
when time would be his mischievous self, stealing out,
taking me in his hands on a stroll through fantasy gardens
throwing me head over heel with his Harry Potter witcheries

i could fly, i could sing, i could be another person,
i could meet with angels, jesus, late grandma

in the flesh and blood that one can go gaga
sometimes, he would run me out of my wits so
that i woke up sweats and tears all over

we live with each other through thick and thin
taking one another as each's alter ego

the only question we never quite ask each other

is when we would live each other out or when

the two hands that hold us would start giving us up

we know none can can tell because
we are a match made in the heavens

with a dimension noone can break through

john tiong chunghoo



Realms Of The Butterflies

butterfly, are your
stripes and shades
a map to paradise?
if that is so, i am
already in one

SO serene, so quiet

your gentle adventure
enchanting colours

entrance me, transport me
tranquilly into another realm

the angels, do they fly like you?
so effortlessly, forever carrying a paradise

is paradise filled with honey? sweet
success for your rendevouz with blooms

is your caterpillar a testimony that
one grows in and out of realms?

so softly, quietly, you fly off a rainbow
leaving that little monster

you once were fluttering on trees

john tiong chunghoo



Diaspora Haiku

diaspora
in the breeze
seeds taking leave

john tiong chunghoo



I Ask Mother Nature To Take A Rest

I ask mother nature to take a rest

offering the comfort of my mind for her to lull

mother nature who has been working here

working there making sure |l things bloom

she must be tired through and through

i spread out my mind with all its space in the universe
and as she rests it becomes so calm

and peaceful with her restfulness

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Missing Miles Of Our Life

the road home
i think of the missing miles
of our life

drowned by your eyes
dazed the whole day

wandering the contour of your soul

john tiong chunghoo



Distant River Haiku

distant river
the meditative calm
i aim for

john tiong chunghoo



Rewrites

there are works that wont be finished
after a thousand rewrites

the mind holds a larger sky

the years glide like the leaves

in the flame of autumn

and you hold the thought that

the pastiche of thoughts can look

a better season with time

like how wine matures

There are works that wont be finished
after a thousand rewrites

and after years that glide away

like leaves blasting the red of autumn
you hold the thought that the pastiche
of your thoughts can look

better than it should

There are works that won't be finished
after a thousand rewrites

the years glide away

like red leaves blasting autumn

your mind turns and turns and

you still find a larger sky coming your way
to improve the flow of your verses
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Meeting Beyond Words And Time

i have walked through minds

before committing thought to words

if they read familiar to you in rhythm or in essence
that's because we have been friends

in the universal scheme of things

where we are all one in spirit and soul

now, then and...... forever

john tiong chunghoo



The Tide Of Salvation

the sacred water flows leaving bygones - the good, bad and ugly
the sacred river flows bidding swift parting to land

water inches this way, the earth the other way

this side is studded a spiritual bliss out to sea, paradise

the other to earth's carnal pleasures and allures

they dwindle in their appeal as water joins the

grander sphere of heaven's treasure chest where graces flow

john tiong chunghoo



Meditation Poem - The Empty Mind

the empty mind is when
you are blessed, totally
absorbed in your work

the empty mind is

when the fragrance of a night bloom
bowled you over giving your mind
an empty space to breathe in

the empty mind is when
you are lost

in the kiss of your loved one
the world becomes one

with the universe and you

the empty mind is when
you meditate on the name
of the divine intelligence
resulting in a centre of bliss
that time has never touched

the empty mind is when
you are in metta meditation
pouring out your love

to all beings those you see
and those you dont

a bliss takes you over

in @ sanctum where times
has never had a place

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Body Is A Brewer Of Intoxication

this body itself
is a brewer of
intoxication

in all the quietness
rising sun

setting sun

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Midnight

midnight meditatioin
silence empties the mind to
give the universe a space

midnight meditation
silence empties the mind to
give space to the universe

midnight meditation
silence empties the mind to

give space to the cosmos
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Chastity Most Overrated

chastity is held high as the sky

the night but throws a blanket over it

the stars steal out in droves, pirouetting

with glitters the wish to have a brush with love

they chatter all over giving light to men and women

so that they can see the affection glowing in themselves

insects, frogs and toads join in the fare with a frenzy of courting song
homo sapiens quieten down to a tide that sweeps over eliciting

a language that extols love with the calisthenics of tongue

letting chastity run loose like a wolf between four bed posts

john tiong chunghoo



Maddening Burst Of Cherry Blossom Haiku

trapped in the maddenning burst
of the cherry blossom
the sky

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Autumn Equinox/A Moon In My Mouth

autumn equinox
a moon in my mouth
sweetens the season

john tiong chunghoo



Fish And Mind Haiku

my mind is a fish
swimming in
the space of day

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Poem - Ode To The Ganges

december ganges at Vanarasi
the freshness of morn suffuses the heart and lung
giving the mind a great and sacred space to breathe

dawn light plays with the day in the river

gently portraying a scene heralded by sea gulls,
men and women in overcrowded wooden frigates -
all look forward to the providence of the day

i catch a prayer or two vibrate between their lips
as the river glides its way to sea in divine silence

boys push ganges water to tourists, healing water
in copper jarlets to be brought home for friends

the multi coloured ghats spread like stages

of the gods and goddesses

they light up ganges with a very mediterranean flavour
without spoiling its soul and spirit

devotees fill the long steps in earnestness
to be close to divinity, dipping in, swimming,
and praying sprawled over, hand clasped
towards the rising sun

amid all the light and colours, one lone man
invites me to the cremation ground

there a boy scrambles the last paltry pieces of embers
with the hope to warm up home

my heart churns as one shard of charred bone

turns in the way of his hands

at the side is piled high the remains of the dead,
anything that should be thrown before the soul
could go onto their journey to moksha

you might sometimes find a gold ring or two, the man says to me
without even noticing i am reeling from his suggestion



a tide of desire in the way of the respect for souls

some men bathe the body of an emaciated woman - their mother? -
before setting her on a pyre forever leaving her
in the rush and peace of the ganges

i almost feel one of them heave a sigh of relief,
as if he had had a troubled time looking after her
old age is a curse, not only for the aged, but those around them

the lone man takes us to the quarters for the aged

who he says wait in earnest for liberation - from birth, life and death
in between our talk, he throws a gracious idea

about buying timber for these men who cannot afford a holy cremation
i turn it down not knowing whether the money would

burn the flame of the dead or fuel another

frightening web of karma for the living

in the boat, over the tranquil albeit highly polluted ganges

i chant om nama shiva ye, a call to the the Hindu Almighty

where this great river flows from to look into the needs

of the living and the dead right at their doorsteps

with the fervent wish that he would answer this humble prayer just there

the river that flows from him, from the himalaya ranges
now resonates in me, starts to flow in me

as i chant i feel the river echoes in me

so much so...it is now me... the wind rustles and

my soul resonates like Ganges water

the river that never pauses in its pilgrimage from the mountains

out to the sea and beyond, taking holy ashes, sins of the saints,

men, women, their graces, their joys, their sufferings, their loved ones,
their not so loved ones, their children, their children's children

their births, their deaths, gently, quietly, away

john tiong chunghoo



Tea Haiku

new tea shoots
delicately lighted
in the dawn sun

new tea leaves
holds onto the
dawn light

new tea leaves
sharing the magic
of dawn light

new tea leaves
inching into

dawn light

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Amazon Haiku - Caught In The River

Amazon
caught in the river
a shimmering tropical forest

Amazon
the insect world drones
us out

Amazon
between the tinkles in the river
the insects' shrill

Amazon
one whole dayh the river and the insects
play out their songs

Amazon
peeking through the forest
the sky

Amazon rainforest
waving and peeking at us
the sky

American Rainforest
the sky peeks at us through

a million million leafy gaps
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Travel Thailand Haiku - Thai Puppets

hotel antique shop
peeking through the glass
three thai puppets

john tiong chunghoo



The Artist's Haiku

waiting for the
blazing sun to dry
the artist

dawn inspiration
the artist's light is

water colour

john tiong chunghoo



A Haiku For Each Country Project - Brunei
Darulssalam

brunei
Borneo's Sultan thrills world
with oil wealth

brunei
fluid as oil the people's
smile

Brunei
Sultan's wealth floats

with the oil
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Bintulu Kite Festival

Bintulu Kite Festival
soaring high
a chain of hornbills

Bintulu Kite Festival
the passion to make

animals fly

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Old School Bell

old brass bell
heavy the thought
of school years

old brass bell
echoing still
the school years

old brass bell
so cold our memory
has grown

old brass bell
heavy my thoughts
this evening

old brass bell
heavy my thoughts
of the school years

the old brass bell
solid and clear
school memories

old brass bell
reverberating still
the school years

old brass bell
this evening school memory

cold and still

john tiong chunghoo



Zen

i take to call him zen

i talk talk to zen like

to all the nature around me

zen can you talk back to me

there is a pause and i say

zen can you talk back to me

silence like the silence of nature

are you dead or alive?

i am such a bewildered dweller

i talk to zen like i do to

all the nature around me

nature do you have a mouth

talk back to me

silence

then this tranquil feel

this feel of zen reacting to all nature, to me
but no talk, just silence

then i say zen

well if you let me do all the talking?

zen zen zen i know you will one day

be more cruel, do the leaving,

not a sigh, not a word

so why dont you talk to me now?

i talk to nature hoping it will talk back to me
but like zen, it is all quiet, silence

i even pull his leg, i say zen you have
sprouted a mole, a wrinkle, a line here and there
and i say you are smart and i suddenly
feel a contentment manoevres him a little
but then i ask again, and again

zen is it my own ego boiling over?

zen, zen please tell me

till then you may stay the way you are

john tiong chunghoo



Sept 11 Anniversary Haiku 2011

sept 11
towering still
a fear

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Morning Sun/In The Beams/All My Past Lives

morning sun
in the beams
my past lives

john tiong chunghoo



Poem About Poetry - How A Poem Is Born

a poem is born

when the poet

merges his soul

with the universal mind

through his language -

the language that floats

in the sea of this universal mind
waiting for the poet

to turn over and over

to entertain it like a mother frolicking
with her new born

john tiong chunghoo



Bad Poet

everybody is sometimes

a good poet, sometimes a bad poet
it depends on the mood

and whether words come your way
and dance with your soul

or hide behind your every inspiration
refusing to give you a hand

in creating that song so that

even that enemy of yours cant help
but give you those two looks you
have only of him in some 10 years

john tiong chunghoo



Grace Of The Day

we all try to cheer up each other
when the job is done, we disperse
like the birds in the trees seeking
the graces of the day, in the garden,
in the hills, on the beach, in the river
anywhere where the hands of God lie

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Delhi Red Fort Miss

Deilhi tour
a tourist fights with guide
over red fort miss

john tiong chunghoo



Michael Jackson This Is It Haiku

this is it
a superstar's struggle
for survival

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku-Humayun Mausoleum

humayun mausoleum
my heart reels with
the little graves

humayun mausoleum
here and there on top
little child graves

humayun mausoleum
the peace of the moghul years
still reigns supreme here

holding the grandeur
of the moghul years
humayun mausoleum

humayun mausoleum
breathless architecture breathes

in the greenery

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku-Indira Gandhi Residence Delhi

a quiet corner still
the prayer room; small desk, bell,
the buddha, a christian saint and hindu gods

indira gandhi residence
a picture sets a pyre of her fiery years
raging through our heart

indira gandhi residence
a broken glass pane retraces
the last step of the heroine

indira gandhi residence
a young girl, a woman, a lady, a politician,

a mother, a wife, a patriot, a president, a murdered

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Nepal Haiku - The Royal Palace..Kathmandu

Kathmandu Royal Palace
here and there
butchery spots

Kathmandu Royal Palace
amid our talk of royal butchers
the stuffed animals

large stuffed animals gawk at us
as we talk about butchery
Kathmandu Royal Palace

Kathmandu Royal Palace
butchered animals greet us in
the hallway

here the royal
butcher house
Kathmandu city centre

who did it? who did it?
who did it? rings in all our mind
no, no not the king's son!

we look at the son and sigh
'it could not have been done
for puppy love'.

here at the Kathmandu Royal Palace, the place where the king, queen and others
who were butchered are marked for tourists. Huge stuffed animals such as a
crocodile are used to decorate the hallway. We feel that even before the butchery
of the royalties, this palace is not that a happy one as there are so many animals
butchered to decorate it.

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Nepal Haiku - Lumbini Buddha Old Palace
Ground

Gaotama's old palace ground
silence and serenity
the like of nirvana

Gaotama old palace ground
a rough patch the road he takes
out of the palace

Gaotama old palace ground
i walk the path he took
to leave the royal ground

Gaotama
the guide and me teary eyed as we
talk about him leaving behind the world

between the palace ground and us
Gaotama and his

Nirvana

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Houses Of Worship

my heart just refuses to be bound

i walk into the hindu temple

to savour the myriad manifestations

of the formless God, who can take any form

i walk into a buddhist temple

knowing that all the manifestations

wont help us one bit if we dont help ourselves

to heaven, nirvana, syurga, tiang tang

God can be a wine we lose our mind in

if we do not take him in the right way

whom we go to favours without fail

draining the blood of a thousand animals

in the mad scamble for favours in this sin laden realm
forgetting the task to liberate ourselves

buddha's wise dharma has brought us to our senses
that the soul is our responsibility and ours alone God or no God
and animals cannot walk us to God

if we dont even have a heart for them

I walk into a Christian Church

knowing that the love of God knows no bound
that as much as we sacrifice for him

he too would be ready to sacrifice for us

i walk into a mosque

knowing that there is but One God

a formless Spirit that dwells in us all

that listens and talks to us day in day out

dawn to dusk and dusk to dawn anywhere, any time
that all the earth can be burnt down to

just one simple thing - ash

because we all come from one source,

one nature and One God

i walk away with an open heart

knowing that i have read all the scriptures

with an open heart, knowing that if the heart is closed
to words of love, of kindness, to men to animals



that if i have a heart closed to all these
heaven's doors too will be close when i am there

john tiong chunghoo



Shinto Haiku

the path, the path
even gods need a path
to us

jinja
in all the quietness
red pillars

jinja shrine
i walk around taking in
the breath of God

jinja shrine
whistle of fir

carresses of gods

john tiong chunghoo



Butterfly Haiku Poem

butterfly
never a noise over
its own beauty

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To The Butterflies

the butterflies dart through space
some in measured grace

some in zig zag frenzy

some carrying wings too small

to take the weight of their body
up and down, up and down

they flit, flit-flitting a burdensome dance
some are in pairs and in

such obvious romance outing
they sprint to each other

head and tail, tail and head

frolic and merry make

an ubiquitous love dazed flight
charging up the season

nature lavishes such wholesome indulgences
over such fragile creatures

exquisite tender wears topped

with an equally edifying elixir of life

divinely blessed, proffered

the nectar of heavens

an intoxication of transcience

an air of lightness envelops as

the butterflies do their its ballet

a maze of colours flips - stripes, eyes,
tails, island paradise in hues of orange,
yellow, white luminous green, blue...

so gleefully the butterfies carry themselves
and when they do settle for us

they politely spread out pages of rainbow
fold and unfold them with gentle persuasion
to take the weight of our verses

so bewitchingly the butterflies
dart through their ethereal sojourn
invigorating as night blossoms
touching us in so many ways



giving thoughts wings
to fly into heaven's bliss

the butterflies dart through space
some in measured grace

some in zig zag frenzy

some carrying wings too small

to take the weight of their physique
up and down, up and down

they flit, flit-flitting a burdensome dance
some are in pairs and in

such obvious romance outing

they sprint to each other

head and tail, tail and head

frolic and merry make

an ubiquitous love dazed flight
charging up the season

nature lavishes such wholesome indulgences
over such fragile creatures

exquisite tender wears topped

with an equally edifying elixir of life

divinely blessed, proffered

the nectar of heavens

an intoxication of transcience

an air of lightness envelops as

the butterflies do their its ballet

a maze of colours flips - stripes, eyes,
tails, island paradise in hues of orange,
yellow, white luminous green, blue...

so gleefully the butterfies carry themselves
and when they do settle for us

they politely spread out pages of rainbow
fold and unfold them with gentle persuasion
to take the weight of our verses

so bewitchingly the butterflies
dart through their ethereal sojourn
invigorating as night blossoms



touching us in so many ways
giving thoughts wings
to fly into heaven's bliss

john tiong chunghoo



Back To Where I Belong

my body and i never meet eye to eye

the former always playing the other out

usually we go our own way doing each own business

so that sometimes we hardly recognise each other

a wrinkle has clawed its way through the side of the eyes
and it is not even telling me, keeping it as an open secret
so stealthily it always gets itself of me so near my eyes
and i am not even told

my friend alerted me but still i could not see myself

until i borrowed a mirror, yes the mirror seems

more helpful but still i could not see until i borrow

this pair of eyes snugly placed below the brows

yes, that's when the body is most generous

only then did i get to see the way it has tore through

my face, eagle flying, through the sky of fifty years
clawing at the core of my soul now, at my ego!

it is okay, one day my friend, these eyes

and even this body, my other friend, will bid me goodbye
one day they will all be gone leaving me alone in

a spot of of nirvana meditation where all the borrowed selves
take their leave, leaving me in a spot of nirvana

john tiong chunghoo



The Parting With Love / Haiku

parting
we hold each other
tight

the dazzling sea tonight
my memory of you

the mist descends
slowly moves to me like

slay the first male thing

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Childhood Star

childhood star
still up there a twinkling twinkling
little child

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Japan Haiku-Kamakura Bronze Buddha

kamakura bronze buddha
in your eyes
the wheel of existence

kamakura bronze buddha
like the shoguns

i too bow

john tiong chunghoo



Hungry Ghost Festival Haiku

hungry ghost festival
candles, food, paper money
and my goosebumps

hungry ghost festival
a solitary candle flickers
hell money rages in flame

hungry ghost festival
night wind sends the hell money
flying in the air

hungry ghost festival
hell ash notes fly
in the night lane

hungry ghost festival
never seen -

the chairs and their guests

john tiong chunghoo



Buddhism-The Rebirth Haiku

rebirth
the last life is
a forgotten dream

john tiong chunghoo



The Man Falls In Love With The Woman Of His Last
Life

when the mystic shows him
the sketch of his last life
when he was a woman

the man fallsl in love with her

john tiong chunghoo



Life An Imprisonment

an imprisonment
between birth and death
- life

john tiong chunghoo



Rebirth Haiku

rebirth
your last life is
a forgotten dream

john tiong chunghoo



The Christmas Day Before Tsunami In Phuket

Christmas day

I saw the boy

the white boy

skinny, thin thing

who could only be

two scores of age
smiling so innocently

in Phuket’s Patong Beach
the elders surrounding him, cajoling
I saw a little boy

black plump little thing
barely two, I guess,
almost nude, running
carefree, near the sea
close to the waves

and into the waves
looking, discovering
danger, no,

a thousand miles away

I saw a granddad
jumped a few steps

as he ran

a little girl

trailing behind

did the same

a breeze

chilled us

refreshed us

in the splendour

of the setting sun

the rays dilated our pupils
so that everything
became so dreamy

in that already

paradise setting

I saw a mother

her satiated self

sitting on a towel

her dreamed holiday came true



surrounded by teenagers
oh! that warm smile

of love from a mother!

I cried over the transient
quality of life too

over mother!

I saw the white men
executives of

some conglomerates
stressing out

a mishmash of tired nerves
pampered by the sea

the cool wind,

the sand,

the Thai women,

their reassuring

and status

confirming

touches and beer

the patong beach
Christmas day dusk
endless waves of joy
swept through the souls
the hundreds of foreign souls
the white boy,

the skinny tiny thing

the boy I turned back

to take so many looks
the young child

playing by himself

near the harmless mass of water
and so many others
their last holiday?

the wave of joy now
overtaken by waves
waves, tsunami scale grief
the waves,

the relentless waves
that roared

kill, kill, kill

all over the Indian Ocean



Oh! that skinny little white thing
with that lovely smile

those mysterious successive waves
of pain that sweep through me

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Indonesia Haiku - Lake Toba (Medan)

toba the lake earthquake made
so calmly it reflects
my face

my smile in the calm waters
the earthquake made
lake toba

lake toba
mountains and roofs

charge to the sky

john tiong chunghoo



Senryu - Religion

religion well they all
promise a heaven
and a hell

religion

a business of

heaven and hell

when the man

is - trapped in between

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Forgetfulness

thank god for my forgetfulness

i can read some of my poems

like they were written by somebody's else
appreciate them with total impartiality

like walking through a paradise of varied blooms
the best shot is in the discovery that they are
actually from the garden of my thoughts

such beautiful thngs, oh my God did i write this?
did i write this? the heart that would scream
thank God, thank God

john tiong chunghoo



London Riot Haiku

between the have
and have nots
London fire

john tiong chunghoo



Buddhist Dharma Talk-Haiku

buddhist sermon
a cat joins us
on the chair

john tiong chunghoo



Snake

shakes, scaly, slippery, a cold lump morbidly crawling
through the dark tunnel of memory

some creatures are born cursed

they are spat, and trumpled on

so that the nerves slithered when i actually

came face to face with one at two or three

the black six inch long they called two headed thing
propped my interest further

you dont get to see one often

i could not remember whether it had ended up
under somebody's stick or a parang

but thanks to the snake it helped me

hold onto a figment otherwise

would have been lost on the tail of time

an inert lump resting on cold yellow soil

guilty heavy of heaven and earth

all ready to take the cold and

inhumane blows of the world

once in while a little one would surface
below the neighbour's house,

a short floral ribbon it looked like jewels

on undeserving hands, bothersome foul mud

the impatient neighbour never let it up
coming running with his parang

crashing or splitting it into two

wonder how such a small creature

can elicit such a anger in a big fat farmer

an eerie feel for them led me to
kill one with a stick and to this
day i am struck with the thought
of what karma i have to face
little wriggly creature that

would have done no harm

but then it is a snake

the road between two padi fields



become a killing field during the harvesting season
a dead chamber as little snakes

make their way to to the other side

for better pasture ending up under wheels
they lie each morning crushed, bruised
they become nothing but a charred

brittle piece of leather a few days later
some snakes are aphrodisiac

and I usually wonder whether these

can be Chinese medicine

to heal whatever ailment you

have such as impotence

one morning a flash flood brought

the fate of a little cobra under brother's bed,
the cat agitated had sounded the alarm

with her irritating meows

the cat we then called brother's saviour

we smelt things foul and like the feline came face to face with it
someone screamed cobra as its head had reared

and its neck spanned

the poor little lifeless rope then flew head and tail

through the air, into the flash flood

after it had gone under the stick

as is always with snake it slithers back
to my memory lane each time
somebody mentions snake

a lane of sweet sour sad feeling

of heaven and earth about snakes

of why God even bothers to create it

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Tender Tea Leaves

tender dance
tender tea leaves bristle
with dawn light

john tiong chunghoo



Bamboo Groove (Haiku)

bamboo grove
row and row of
uprightness

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku-Follow The Heart

follow your heart
he will guide you
to who you are

follow your heart
your identity is
sealed there

follow your heart
you will find
yourself there
held high by all
those around you
your fellow earth
creatures

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku-I Fear The Real Live Devils More

i fear the real live devils more
those you can hear and see
with your eyes

john tiong chunghoo



Meditation Poem-I Ask My Physique These Questions

I ask my body

Have I wronged you?
expecting you to behave

like what others have
described in the book?

tell me your true self

dance it out in each nerve
leave me on the chair

let me be an audience

in this theatre of realities
spiritual, physical, or metaphysical
when all has unfolded
perhaps you and me

would be the best of friend till
the end of time or all eternity

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Lending Nature A Mouth

I lend nature a mouth
so that its soul reverberates
in our heart

john tiong chunghoo



Poem About Poetry - Did I Write Them?

did i write my poems?
no, not entirely

does the flower
blossom on its own?
not, not entirely
there are hands

that help each petal
tilt itself, one by one
so that the flower
inches and express
its beauty to you
beauty installed

by a set of hands

one could only describe as
the Lofty Ones

did i write my poems?

no, not entirely

there are verses

that have sprung

in the the mind like

the flower

so finely tuned each

petal has moved, so that
they are in unison with each other
so that they converge as

a beauty all done up to glorify
the unseen hands

the unseen, the unseen
that could only be

known by the heart

as every petal moves

like word to take the heart
to the height of praise

for the Lofty One

john tiong chunghoo



Dont Go Far Off Pablo

dont go far off stay close

stay where you have always been
like the sun, for eons, never disappointing
sending its light and cheers

the moon, never haunting,

for eons sending its inspiraton

dont go far off stay close

make my day a blessing to have

and night a sanctuary to luxuriate in
dont go far stay close

let your laughters fill my day

and your breath, my breath

let the day brighten up with optimism
and the night a wonder drive for morrow
dont go far stay close

as close as the heart can be

because when you are gone

the days are as good as it is without
the sun and the night moon

and the beach without the water

to carress and serenade its love song

(In Memory of Pablo Neruda)

john tiong chunghoo



Invictus In Memory Of William Ernest Henley

pain is so that you remember
every second of your strife

victory is so that you crown

every pain of your strife with

a triumphant smile as you say
witholding tears 'I did it. I did it'.

john tiong chunghoo



Holiday Nature Haiku-Waterfall Outing

waterfall outing
in between every splash
fluid laughter

john tiong chunghoo



Cracked Lips My First Winter

first winter
my lips
crack

with a pair
cracked lips
i greet my first winter

cracked lips

that's how i greet
my first winter

or rather that's how
my first winter
greets me

(tokyo,1988)

john tiong chunghoo



The Most Abused Word-God

i refuse to use God
preferring Divinity because
it's the most abused word

john tiong chunghoo



Meditation Poem - This Body An Antenna To The
Divine

without the radio

we would not

have gotten the news
without the body

we would not be able to tune
in to the divine

an energy swept asunder
in the cosmos

the body, it dies

but it is a bridge

to the divine

SO many antennas

you find here

some we have yet

learnt to use

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Poem - First Sight Of The Ganges At
Vanarasi

the first sight of the ganges

i walk the ghats with names of gods

shiva, vishnu, brahma, hanuman,

sadhus put thick white powder on my forehead
three lines to denote the shiva sect

the lingams, oh the man told me

not to walk into the sacred ring

drawn with white chalk

it is the realm of the divine

as far as he is concerned

john tiong chunghoo



Season Haiku-Winter Chill

winter chill
a heart pining
for love

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-Mitsuko Baisho

Mitsuko Baisho
her simplicity, cheap blue kimono
and japanese -ness fuels my curiosity

We met in Malacca where Shohei Imamura came to film Zegen in the 80s.

john tiong chunghoo



Meditation Poem 1 - Emptiness Of The Mind

emptiness of the mind

a realm bigger than this head can hold
bigger than dead could hold

it is when you are absorbed in

the blossoming of a night flower

every second it scents time like heaven

emptiness of the mind

it is when your mind fills a huge boulder
like a soul, sprawled over the universe
taking in all with solid stoicism

a desire frozen by coldness

harder to break than rock

emptiness of the mind

it is when your mind cast a bigger mystery
than the black hole

so vast and empty you realise the zen of things
that there are things surviving on emptiness,
just being empty

john tiong chunghoo



Strange Dream Haiku-Princess Diana In Black
Groaning In Pain

even in my dream
Lady Di is in pain groaning in bed
in a black one piece ensemble

john tiong chunghoo



Strange Dream Haiku - Sharing A Table With Lee
Kuan Yew

making it to my dream
kuan yew at a square table
we have a meeting

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-Anwar Ibrahim

a distance, a discomfort
and a reply
that is all important

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-George Chan

in between our talk
the struggle to make things
as important as can be

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-A Samad Said

sandwiched
between us -
salina

salina and
the novelist's youth
fire up our talk

our talk warmed up
by one fictitious character
Salina

between him and me
one fictitious character
salina

bringing us closer
one fictitious woman
salina

salina
his old work

my new fascination

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-Rehman Rashid

in between the niceties
tripping over
all his words

john tiong chunghoo



Poem About Poetry-Words And Colours

it is not how many words we know

it is about how we portray our thoughts
and feelings with them giving others

and our own brain a new space to breathe

it is not about how many colours we have

it is about how we spread them over the canvas
to give the heart and mind a new corner

to luxuriate in

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter-Khalil Ibrahim

khalil Ibrahim
leaves a big space for me
to paint him in words

khalil Ibrahim
stirred by the detailed lines

of his roots

john tiong chunghoo



A Haiku / Nature Is Tender As A Lace

noon rain over the mountain
the tenderness of nature
soft as a lace

dug out doll
i look into the sockets

and shiver stephen king

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Pak Samad Ismail

Pak Samad Ismail
every stride carries historic events
his pen committed to posterity

Pak Samad Ismail
every step carries historic events
he has let his pen do the talking

Pak Samad Ismail is father of Malaysian Journalism.

john tiong chunghoo



Through Your Eyes

through your eyes a spring,

a summer, an autumn, winter

the ingratiating smile your eyes

reflect a river of passion

summer laughter, autumnal walk,

romantic candlelit valentine

the carvort of light and shadow

takes us through the corridors of night

the gems of love sparkle like stars

i gather them onto a page every word

echoes you as we shed layers

of ourselves like divine flowers

like how leaves freeze time to give us

a cherished outing in scarlet and sepia

a sweeping odyssey the light of fall translates so well
a red blazing orb, an entree to a season

so pleasurable and mersmerising to hold onto

through your eyes a spring,

a summer, an autumn, winter

the ingratiating smile your eyes

reflect a river of passion

summer laughter, autumnal walk,

romantic candlelit valentine

the carvort of light and shadow

takes us through the corridors of night

where the gems of love sparkle like stars

i gather them onto a page so that the words
twinkles with every facet of love

we shed layers of ourselves like divine flowers
like how leaves take leave to freeze time

to give us a cherished outing in sepia

a sweeping odyssey the scarlet of fall translates so well
a red blazing orb, an entree to a season

so pleasurable and mersmerising to hold onto

second version



second version:

through your eyes

a spring, a summer

an autumn, winter

the ingratiating smiles

the like of dawn dazzling spring

summer laughters, romantic candlelit valentine
where the delightful carvorts between light and shadows
take me through corridors of night

I harvest the gems of love for a

page every word echoes you

spring that helps us find layers of ourselves
unfolding like petals of a divine flower

swirling through the breeze

colours that wrap us so warmly to let

the inner sanctum speak to each other

in the sweltering summer passion,

autumnal romance that sways between leaves
a smoldering experience the scarlet of fall
translates so well, a red blazing orb,

an entree to a winter that makes everything
so pleasurable to hold onto

john tiong chunghoo



One Malaysia, One World

i say friend, look at the malay face
look at as many as possible

a wave of emotions

spilling from the mountains

and hills all over

so well blended they are

the real one malaysia brand

my friend, read through the malay scripts
a rain of tongues start falling from
mountains, hills, rivers, and shores
sanskrit, english, portuguese, germans
arabic, they inch their way from

some remotest part of history and world
they dance like the rarest form of dance
on the corridors of thoughts

a world language quietly taking root

One World, One Malaysia

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku / Dalai Lama Tribute

the Dalai Lama
losing a country
to win a world

the dalai lama
losing a country
now the world his home

the Dalai Lama

the Buddha have no home
the dharma is home

the dharma spans

all the realms

john tiong chunghoo



Two Sides Of Liking A Man

some you find their every move
motivated by economic reasons

some you find them leaving behind
things for people to love them

for what they are, for no other reason

some you find their every move
motivated by reasons of racism
some you find them leaving behind
things for people to love them
without throwing the weight of
who they are,

john tiong chunghoo



Death And Life

when we die we would be

shoved out of this body into

another plane, something else

it can be quite frightening

the hands of of nature

that work between the known, unknown

but then so what? we never are our own thing
nature never means us to be in control of ourselves
we are always somebody else's

father, mother, the Divine

in between the known, unknown

belief and make belief we plod on

to put sanity into place,

a recurring drama, a sea of waves

sweeping over us, never waking us up

second version

when we die we would be

shoved out of this body into

another plane, something else

it can be quite frightening

the hands of of nature

that work between the known, unknown

but then so what? we never are our own thing
nature never means us to be in control of ourselves
we are always somebody else's

father, mother, the Divine

in between the known, unknown

between belief and make belief

we plod on to put sanity into place

the ants building nests under the rain

a recurring drama, a sea of waves

sweeping over us never waking us up

john tiong chunghoo



The Day Before The Tsunami In Phuket 2004

H! That white boy
Skiny, thiny thing
Did god claim him too?

christmas day

i saw the boy

the white boy

skiny, thiny thing
who could only be
two scores of age
smiling so

innocently in phuket
the elders surrounding him
cajoling

i saw a little boy
black plump little thing
barely two, i guess
almost nude, running
carefree, near the sea
close to the waves
and into the waves
looking, discovering
danger, no,

a thousand miles away
i saw a grandad
jumped a few steps
as he ran

a little girl

trailing behind

did the same

a breeze

chilled us

refreshed us

in the splendour

of the setting sun

the rays that dilated
our pupils



so that everything
became so dreamy

in that already
paradisical setting

i saw a mother

her satiated self

sitting on a towel

her dreamed holiday came true
surrounded by teenagers
oh! that warm smile

of love from a mother!

i cried over life
transience too

over mother!

i saw the white men
executives of

some conglormerates
stressing out

a mishmash of tired nerves
pampered by the sea

the cool wind,

the sand,

the Thai women,

their reassuring

and status

confirming

touches and beer

the patong beach
christmas day dusk
endless waves of joy
swept through the souls
the hundreds of foreign souls

the white boy,

the skiny thiny thing

the boy i turned back

to take so many looks

the young child

playing by himself

near the harmless mass of water
and so many others

their last holiday?



the wave of joy now

overtaken by waves

waves, tsunami scale grief

the waves, the relentless waves
that roared

kill, kill, kill

all over the Indian Ocean

Oh! that skiny little white thing
with that lovely smile

those mysterious successive waves
of pain that sweep through me
did god take him too?

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Full Moon 2

the full moon
so far yet so close
we are

just a full moon
the distance

between us

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Lake Boat Ride

lake boat ride
stretching my voice to reach
a distant age

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute - Moon Haiku

in the lake
the moon smiles
and dances

in the lake
the moon dances

with shimmering sequins

john tiong chunghoo



Best Birthday Haiku- Birthday Cake

birthday cake
brighter and brighter
each year

birthday
brighter and brighter

each year

john tiong chunghoo



Man From Dust To Dust Haiku

streaking
through my soul
earth's essence

streaking
from dust to dust

the light

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute - Ant Haiku

ant megacity
a mound of
quietitude

john tiong chunghoo



It's Raining Zen

rain is zen

you can practise it

in SO MmMany ways

the sound of water
filling us up with
divine echoes

drizzle, pitter patter
small rain, heavy rain
storm or a teary
plodding non stop

the heaven send the
graces to earth

in roaring thunder
lighted up in everyway
the best is the tail end
every dropp leaving the eave
a glittering zen

that helps the mind holds
onto a blessed
moment in time

every dropp that takes
leave of the eave

a glittering zen

helping the mind

find a moment in time

rewritten;

rain is zen

you can practise it

in SO Mmany ways

in the middle of it all

the sound of water striking
a divine echo in us

drizzle, pitter patter
small rain, heavy rain
stormy or a teary
plodding non stop



the heaven sends
graces to earth
in so many different ways

in rip roaring thunder
splitting flashing lightning
a tearing sheet lighted up
every step of the way

the best is the tail end
when every drop

that leaves the eave

a glittering zen for
the brain to hold onto

every dropp that takes
leave a glittering zen
helping the mind

find a moment in time

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute - Shell Haiku

between the shell
and my ear
the vast expanse of sea

john tiong chunghoo



Pablo Neruda Tribute Haiku Haiku

Pablo Pablo
the breeze breathes your
lines tonight

my soul on the edge
i hold onto your poem

a heart on an ocean of love

john tiong chunghoo



Tribute - Dinosaur Haiku

on the slippery back
of your remains
we roam the world

such a huge blessing
even in death,
you help drive the world

in death too
we roam the world
with you on our wheels

what a huge blessing!
your remains it oils
the world's progress

one day

we would fight over
your remains

inking ourselves
oily thick black

john tiong chunghoo



A Haiku For Each Country Project - Taiwan

101 Taipei Tower
solidly planted -
the island's pride

101 Taipei Tower
our feet cannot take us where
our eyes could stretch

101 Taipei Tower
we walk round Taipei
in some five minutes

101 Taipei Tower

here and there insects

aiming to be higher

(perched outside the windows)

101 Taipei Tower
mountains, hills, river, lake and

legends link us to the past

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Taiwan Haiku-Taipei Summer Passion

Taipei summer passion
cicadas' ear
splitting shrill

john tiong chunghoo



Langston Hughes Tribute Haiku

Langston Hughes
every verse peeling
the skin of discrimination

Langston Hughes
seeking a light
for darkness

Langston Hughes
songs from a

solid black heart

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - This Cool Night

this cool night
the only things lacking
your warm hands

john tiong chunghoo



Love Flights - Spring Haiku

spring drive
yellow butterflies in
estatic love flights

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Cambodia Haiku - Memory Of Phnom Penh

the angkor wat ever
so exotic and young
apsara dancers

apsara dancers
i learn a new word and the nymphs now
dance in me

apsara dancers
they take me to the graceful side
of Cambodia

apsara dancers
in nook and corner of the angkor
heavenly nymphs dance

apsara dancers
in their graceful steps
the pain of the khmer years

apsara dancers
they flip over the violent history
of cambodia

apsara dancers
in their steps the sweeter side
of cambodia

in phnom penh i saw one of the best dances in south east asia, the apsara
dance....for a while, my mind was taken off tuol sleng, where many of the crimes

of the khmers were committed.

john tiong chunghoo



The Sleep Haiku

sleep
a nobody's
wonderland

john tiong chunghoo



Best Loved Haiku For You

language
the mind's
eternal dance

this night
the silence that is
all you

spring drive
the yellow butterflies in
their love flights

The Sleep Poem

Sleep sometimes when i seek you
you leave me high and dry

a night turning over and over
...leaf of listlessness

veins of anguish seeping

through like mirages

sleep sometimes i got
overtaken by you

without much prayer

moon or moonless

starry night or starless

i black out in your thick bossom

haiku:

this cool night
the only things lacking
your warm hands

after the indian dance
three little bells
on the stage

I remember the days when I was barely three years old very well - thanks to a
magpie. Each day she would perch on top of a pyramid like roof and sing away.



Her song though sounded more like some woman complaining about her own life.
She would sing all those songs to the heavens. I could not help myself from
talking and consoling the bird.... well in my own language.

shrivelled leaf
i still hold onto
the sweet moments

Wave after wave

crushes on my legs

i remember mom's every word
...to help me stand

on my own two feet

What a strange happening. Right in the middle of the night a little bird flew into
my house on the 16th floor and headed straight to the old antique tibetan crystal
buddha I had bought on the same day.

morning dew drops
such tender refreshing

youthfulness - you

john tiong chunghoo



Ode To Sleep

Sleep sometimes when i seek you
you leave me high and dry

a night turning over and over
leaf of listlessness

asunder on sea of tempest

veins of anguish seeping

through like mirages

sleep sometimes i got
overtaken by you

without much prayer

moon or moonless

starry night or starless

i black out in your thick bossom

john tiong chunghoo



A Collection Of Haiku

shrivelled leaf
i still hold onto
the sweet moments

morning dew drops
such tender refreshing
youthfulness - you

striking like the collapse
of another huge tower
bin laden's death

Nature
the soul
of God

sunday late noon rain
hynoptising, the hasty feet
clapping hands of rain

fleece in the sky
my worries have found company
and slowly drift away

William Kate Royal Wedding
I feel the joy of youth
again

so dearly facing the sky
between me and the rose
a sacred intelligence?

that star
i faintly remember
a long lost friend

black cat in the dark
its eyes help me
see it



sea death
a bouquet of roses washed
ashore
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A Haiku For Each Country Project - Singapore

Singapore jaunting
i am caught between
a lion and a fish

Singapore
legendary lion spouts water

sprouts a fishtail

john tiong chunghoo



A Haiku For Each Country Project - Kenya

kenya
the giraffe and obama
pull me there

kenya
the wish to stand tall

as the giraffe

john tiong chunghoo



William-Kate Royal Marriage Haiku

William Kate picture
the joy of youth
permeates the air

William Kate royal wedding
feeling young
again

William-Kate royal wedding
i feel the joy of youth
again

William Kate Wedding
one greatest royal show
on earth

William Kate picture
i keep seeing
diana

William Kate Wedding
when every inch of a couple
fascinates

Kate Kate you look
better than the pulp
makes you up to be

William Kate wedding
over their eyes the weight of
staying forever together

William Kate Wedding
over the eyes the weight of
keeping it a fairy tale

William Kate Wedding
the best advice of the day
live and enjoy every moment



William Kate Wedding
when living in the moment
is one great blessing

William Kate picture
diana floats here
and there

William Kate picture
in the aura of Diana
the two smile

William Kate Wedding
walking down the aisle

for everybody's sake

john tiong chunghoo



Poem About Poetry-What I Want My Poem To Be

i want my poem to be
light, bubbly, brimmy
like a newly opened
can of beer

after imbibing two
three lines

your brain opens up
like a fresh lotus
delivering a shine
the same as

what the words have
given to the world

john tiong chunghoo



A Haiku For Each Country Project - Myanmar

Shwedagon Pagoda
the buddha's blessings
light up the sky

Shwedagon Pagoda
the buddha's blessings
glitter in the sky

Shwedagon Pagoda
a walk through the golden
path of the dharma

Shwedagon Pagoda
eight buddha's hair pull in
the crowd

Shwedagon Pagoda
gold and jewels don
the beams

Shwedagon Pagoda
our mind joins the sparkles
at the monument

Shwedagon Pagoda
the magic sparkles in
the sky, water and the Buddha

myanmar blessings?
young monks, old monks
crowd the streets

after the tourist zone fee
soldiers peddle us

the Burmese Days
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A Haiku For Each Country Project - Japan

folded cranes
one thousand and one wishes
for japan

cherry blossom
each bloom a flight
of wabi sabi

cherry blossom
after the flower viewing

a bed of wabi sabi
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A Haiku For Each Country Project - Malaysia

malaysia
a golden chersonese
still a golden chersonese

malaysia
a hibiscus so
dearly red

malaysia
a melting pot of respect
for each other

malaysia
inching its way out
a sharper mind

malaysia
a drive, a drive
to improve

malaysia
SO many roots
in one root

malaysia
a rage of cultures
the batik shirt

malaysia
blazing a trail the riotious

colours of the batik
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Travel India Haiku - Gate Of India Bombay

Gate of India
a landmark for the rich
and poor alike

Gate of India
the couple say it is
their cupid

Gate of India
the couple say they fell in love here
years ago

Gate of India
from here the grandeur

of Bombay

john tiong chunghoo



About Haiku

haiku - mere
password to a treasured
and enlightened moment

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Dawn Ganges Chant Of Shiva

dawn ganges
the chant of shiva rides
the light waves

dawn ganges
trailing the light
my chant of shiva

dawn ganges
dancing to the light
chants of shiva

dawn ganges
dancing with the light
chants of shiva

dawn ganges
twinkling with the light

chant of shiva

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Dawn Ganges

dawn ganges
the chant of shiva rides
the light waves

dawn ganges
trailing the light
my chant of shiva

dawn ganges
dancing to the light
chants of shiva

dawn ganges
dancing with the light
chants of shiva

dawn ganges
twinkling with the light

chant of shiva

john tiong chunghoo



Earth Hour Haiku 2011

earth hour
brightness and darkness
in our hands

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Vanarasi Ganges

the rush to
purification
pollution

vanarasi ganges
like a lotus, i try to bloom

above the muck, the filth

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Delhi Sky

always up there to
celebrate someone's triumph
delhi sky eagles

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - From Sonauli To Gorakphur

born anew into India
the passage from Sonauli
to Gorakphur

yes, that's the border town I entered when leaving Nepal. Nepalese can walk a
few kilometres here to buy goods at the Indian side. Nepal looks like a womb and
the border crossing gave me the feel of being delivered into a basket... the shape
of India.
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Manifestations - I Cannot See Myself

everything is a manifestation

of the divine.

I am a guest in this physique.

I can see everything of the divine
except myself.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Arch Of The Rainbow

in the arch
of the rainbow
a gown of bliss

john tiong chunghoo



Supermoon Tribute Haiku 2011 March 19

supermoon
quake victims willy nilly
take a peek

supermoon
my curiosity blossoms
many times over

supermoon
as large as my
fascination

supermoon
grown with a big heart

to talk

john tiong chunghoo



Kriyayoga Haiku - Yoga Reflexology

yoga reflexology
an inner light corresponds
to each cakra

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Kriya Yoga 2

kriya yoga
each breath takes me closer
to the divine

john tiong chunghoo



Elizabeth Taylor Tribute Haiku

those eyes cleopatra
would have killed for
Liz Taylor

those translucent eyes
that take us to depth we hold onto
for half a century

lost - the pair of translucent eyes
celluloids make
So exciting

hot on the throes of the 3 Ms
movie, men, and men with aids
liz taylor

for her love of the four lethal Ms
movie, money, men and
men with aids

so gracefully taking us
from scene to scene

elizabeth taylor

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Japan Tohoku Tsunami Aftermath 2011

tohoku tsunami aftermath
the snow weeping
on my face

Tokoku refers to North Eastern Japan, the place where tsunami struck. Basho
travelled extensively this area as written in his travel journal, oku no hosomichi.

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - Time Is Timeless

Never enquire time while in a place of worship. I immediately felt the wrath of
the divine when i impatiently asked about what time it was once in a place of
worship. Yes for the divine...there is no time and to ask about time in his house
means disrespectful to him, as if you want to get out of his home immediately.

dont ask about time
in the abode of God because

his time is timeless

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - A Row Of Pigeons On A Loose Wire

tilting up and down
a row of pigeons
on a loose wire

smile and laugh
putting wings
to my day

the stream flows
trailing time
in @ canvas of infinity

dawn lotuses
i am open to all
beautiful ideas

anger
the body burning up
itself

shakened to the core
have the japanese really repented

from WW2 excesses?

john tiong chunghoo



Japan 2011 Earthquake Haiku - In The Flurry Of The
Tsunami Death Radio News

in the flurry of tsunami
death radio news
cherry blossom fall

japan giant quake
a ramble in the office
over a cartoon

the almighty
writes his poem in
colours, shapes and sounds

rain
in its sound
me

cocooned in
the sound of rain
me

cocooned
in the sound
of rain..

a world continuously grows
from a finite body
making it infinite

the stream flows
trailing time in
a canvas of infinity

death anniversary
the field full with
migratory birds



john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - The Stream Flows Trailing Time In A Canvas
Of Infinity

the stream flows
trailing time in
a canvas of infinity

a world continuously grows
from a finite body

making it infinite

death anniversary

the field full with

migratory birds

john tiong chunghoo



Buddha Tribute Haiku
Yesterday's Rain

in the tranquility
of the buddha's curvatures
yesterday's rain

reflecting the tranquility
of the buddha's curves

yesterday's rain

john tiong chunghoo

- In The Buddha's Curvatures



Haiku - Approaching Spring

approaching spring
an excitement thrusting over
the landscape of my mind

dawn nettles
at each tip
the day's light

john tiong chunghoo



2011 March Japan 8.9 Richter Earthquake Haiku

8.9 richter quake
a tsunami of fear sweeps
over the pacific

this wave that comes
all the way from japan
quake of a thousand deaths

a love hate familiarity
the tsunami her country sends
to her in Hawai

8.9 richter quake
the rabbit jumps, tilting
a rattan basket

ohn is feeling terribly uneasy these days because he thinks something really
serious is going to happen to earth. John has some psychic power which is
enough to disturb the saner part of him. March 4 at 11: 10pm

sunset nostalgia
those empty days when my mind
was full of you

new spring kimono
trailing the fragrance
of the fresh blossom

spring
riding the nose
to me

a frightened octopus
legs at loggerheads
with each other

international women's day
wonder what ever is amiss
all around me female bosses



approaching spring
warmth between
child and mom
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Buddha Tribute Haiku - A Saffron Shrouded Sun

a saffron
shrouded sun
the buddha *

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku - In The Buddha's Curvatures And Other Haiku

in the tranquility
of the buddha's curvatures
yesterday's rain

reflecting the tranquility
of the buddha's curves
yesterday's rain

approaching spring
an excitement thrusting over
the landscape of my mind

plum blossom
feeling the petal like

someone dear
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Haiku - Dawn Nettles

dawn nettles
at each tip
the day's light

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Best Collection 3

Sunset Taj
a love intensifies in
the diminishing light

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Best Collection 2

a saffron
shrouded sun
the buddha

i met Roberta Fleck many years back. The first impression of her...

with a deep hurt
she calls out
my name

mahakam new year cruise
the snow lion in the cloud
shares my joy

solid beauty of
an unconditional embrace
mother and child

in the lake too
the sun, the trees, and

bliss

john tiong chunghoo



Haiku Best Collection

tonight the sea
sweeping to us
the stars

a shadow
the crescent
emrbaces

skewering
the heart
first pimples

The problem with inadequate people is they will only see people in the best or
worst light despising anything in between.

journey to Shirdi
between the leaves
the welcoming light of Sai

road to shirdi
between the leaves
the welcoming light of sai

new day
my thoughts heavier
than the sun

a heavy load she carries
with just one wish
to be admired

the snow
weeps

on my face

john tiong chunghoo



Buddha A Tribute - A Saffron Shrouded Sun, The
Buddha

a saffron
shrouded sun
- the buddha

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Indonesia Haiku - Makam River Chinese New
Year Cruise February 2011

mahakam river cruise
two snow lion in the clouds
cheer up the new year

mahakam river cruise
the mosque arches
over my thoughts

mahakam river cruise
the beauty of the city floats
over the water

mahakam river cruise
the yearning to be here

in the night

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Winter Haiku - Tearful Farewell To
Winter

February high noon
the icicle tearful
farewell to winter

john tiong chunghoo



Nature Is Game For Life

Nature is game for life

no matter how small it is

how trivial each is.

it soon raises dust

to a creature, infuses its own thoughts
so that it livens up life.

look at the clouds in the sky,

sooner or later, the winds blow

them into shapes of birds, rabbits

and doggies....nature is game for life..
no matter how trivial they ar

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - The Worm's Backbone

the worm's
backbone
earth

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Bombay To Kuala Lumpur Flight

bombay to kuala lumpur flight
we speed to the dawn
of the new year

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Sunset Waves

sunset waves
riveting the memory
of you

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Dawn Prayers

dawn prayers
let peace grace
every heart

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Taj Mahal The Bliss Of Admiration

Taj Mahal
the bliss of
admiration

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ganges Bath

Ganges bath
my first
her last

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ganges December

Ganges december
the pilgrimage ends
with an ice cold bath

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Nepal Haiku - Lumbini Buddha's Birth Place

buddha
still facing
desires?

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - At Mumbai Prince Of Wales
Museum

mumbai prince of wales museum
my steps punctuated by beauty
of long gone years

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - At The Taj

at the Taj
a realist, an impressionist
a surreal upside down Mahal

in the breeze

the Taj graces us a dance
upside down

We take pictures of the Taj Mahal as well as the other version of it, in the
fountain.

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Two Taj Mahals

at the taj two mahals
mumtaz's
jahan's

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku
Tale

sunset Taj Mahal
feebleness of
a fairy tale

john tiong chunghoo

- Taj Mahal Feebleness Of A Fairy



My Favourite Haiku - A Tide Of Inspired Words

full moon
a tide of inspired words
sweeps over the page

spring rage
my heart chimes with
a stalk of luscius bluebe

white out
a flock of sparrows

out for fun

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Sensuous Realm

idle moments
the brain awakens
every sensuous realm

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Dipping Into The Ganges

Ganges River
I dip in with all my long pants,
underwear and sins

Ganges River
in the freezing water the warmth of
my body and sins

Ganges River
fate reigns supreme

over the water

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Cheering Up The Taj

cheering up the Taj
little greeen parrots flying
singing around the spires

Taj Mahal visit

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ganges Sweet Scene

Ganges sweet scene
the woman laughs and splashes
water all over mother

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Admiring The Full Moon

admiring the full moon
me at the window of my soul
the frog the crevice of a bough

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Floating Leaf

floating leaf
an ant runs
round and round

john tiong chunghoo



Travel Singapore Haiku - Orchard Road

singapore travel
an emptiness orchard road
could not fill out

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Flight Of The Butterflies

on the flight of the butterflies
the survival of the forests and
us

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Butterfly Butterfly

beauty of butterflies
helping the forest flourish
and the flowers bloom

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Beauty Of The Butterflies

beauty of butterflies
helping the forest flourish
and the flowers bloom

john tiong chunghoo



My Favourite Haiku - Adam's Apple

adam's apple
how deep and vocal
this downfal

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - Ganges River

in the rush of the river
a spot of nirvana
the ganges

(find your spot...it is there
and meditate on it

it will take away

all desires and take

them out to sea)

Ganges december
the pilgrimage ends
with an ice cold bath

Ganges swim
the water takes away sins
and the city's filth

Ganges
my first bath

her last

(here is the crematioin ground for hindus too.
a body is bathed before being cremated)

john tiong chunghoo



Travel India Haiku - The Taj Mahal

tAJ Mahal
chilly as the marble walls
the love it enshrines

Taj Mahal
a flight of colours
from the parakeets

Taj Mahal
parakeets add colours and songs
to the world wonder

Taj Mahal
the bliss of
admiration

Taj Mahal
the depth of quietitude
and bliss

Taj Mahal
mumtaz mumtaz
rings in my heart

Taj Mahal
chilly marbles that extol
a lost love

Taj Mahal
a touch of powder
in the marbles

Taj Mahal
gently piercing the sky
a lost love

bandaging the
love monument
koranic verses



john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Cameron Highland
Strawberries

when looks betray
the velvety red strawberries
would bite your tongue

joining the cool clime
to freshen me up

bright red strawberries

Though very appealing in their appearance, the strawberries in the Cameron
Highlands are most of them sour.

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Cameron Highland Jim
Thompson Trail - Jungle Trekking

Jim Thompson Trail
the only spot we dont know
where he went missing

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Moonlight Bungalow,
Cameron Highlands

Moonlight Bungalow
an emptiness trails
the sweeping view

Moonlight Bungalow
the corroding ceiling evokes
a haunted feel

Moonlight Bungalow
fireplace, fireplace,
every room a fireplace

Moonlight Bungalow
between the walls
the scream for an answer

Moonlight Bungalow
so many fireplaces
waiting to be lit again

Moonlight Bungalow
nowhere to run
nowhere to run

Jim Thompson, the American architect turned designer who revived Thai silk to
make it an international appeal went for a walk from his holiday bungalow on
easter Sunday in 1967 and never returned. Mysteries still abound as to where
his disappearance.
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Cameron Highlands Resort

Cameron Highlands Resort
the old pines its
crowning glory

Cameron Highlands Resort
so quietly Jim Thompson makes
his presence felt

Cameron Highlands Resort
spa village takes us to
relaxation paradise

Cameron Highlands Resort
jim thompson refuses
to die down

(after 50 years of disappearance, Jim Thompson is still
the most talked about legend here. the cafe is named after him.

the souvenir shop carries his brand of batik clothes and souvenirs)

john tiong chunghoo



First Encounter - Jimmy Choo The Shoe Designer

Jimmy Choo
so obliging you can wear
his shoes

I met Jimmy Choo, the internationally acclaimed shoe designer, who was invited
for the Christmas trees lighting ceremony at the Cameron Highlands Resort this
November 20 2010. Jimmy looked very obliging and is a very friendly person. No
wonder he can climb so high in the international shoe fashion world. Being polite
and friendly is so important in the fashion world especially when you are a new
comer and need the patronage of celebrities and royalties..
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Sixth Bintulu International
Kite Festival 2010

Sixth Bintulu International Kite Festival
the wind and kites
sweep us off our feet

There are so many creative kites in the sky at festival ground. They are from
Italy, Malaysia, China, South Africa...and in all shapes and sizes. There are giant
octopuses, hornbills, carps, teddy bears, coral fishes, elephants, stingrays,
herons....All the flags hoisted at the festival ground too sway to the breeze to
give a patriotic feel of the participating nations.
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Pablo Neruda Tribute Haiku

your haunting, reminiscing lines
echoes of love reverberating
through the milky way

POEM:

your haunting, reminiscing lines
send echoes of love

reverberating through the milky way
sand dunes after the gale

beach after the temest

a broken broken heart

after an affair worst

than infatuation
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Emily Dickinson Haiku - Hope

hope is the thing with feather
it flies, flies with an air of a wanderer
carrying a muse to distant shores

poem:

hope is the thing with her poems

that sweep the shore of every American's heart
without even the slightest whisper

except the relentless wave that crushes

over and over a terrain that gives

a fresh new lane to anchor our soul
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Walt Whitman Tribute Haiku - Leaves Of Grass

leaves of grass
each blade turns my world
between this and the next

leaves of grass
each blade triggers
a clamour for eternity

leaves of grass
each blade a dance of the joy
of the moment

leaves of grass
each blade sharpens
my thought of nature

a child asks what is grass
i say it is the love of God
played out, whistled, whispered

a child asks what is grass
i say Whitman's growth, ever green
you and me, here and beyond

a child asks what is grass
i say listen listen to the evergreen
everlasting love whisper in the field

a child asks what is grass
i say love, because like grass it grows
and evokes so much fond memory

a child asks what is grass
i say the wave of every blade
as it is touched by divine love

a child asks what is grass
i say look afar, take in the field
and beyond.....every blade is God's love



day and night
every blade of the grass dances
to portray nature's laws
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My Best Haiku - Empty Sea Coast

empty sea coast
whistling the peace
casuarinas
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My Best Haiku - Mid Autumn Moon

Mid Autumn Festival
are you too
looking at the moon?

Mid Autumn Festival
the big sunkist moon makes its way

through the clouds
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My Best Haiku - Fallen Leaves

fallen leaves
i try to remember
the day we met
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My Best Haiku - The Wind Tears Away Autumn

Leaf by leaf
The Wind
Tears away autumn
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Trengganu Islamic
Civilisation Park (Trengganu)

Islamic Civilisation Park
spires charge up the sky
of muslim faith

Islamic Civilisation Park
in the noon sun the sparkles
of the crystal mosque

Islamic Civilisation Park
great monuments built to

the scale of a Malaysian dream
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Admiral Cheng Ho Cultural
Museum (Malacca)

Admiral Cheng Ho Museum
looking down at us
an artificial giraffe

Admiral Cheng Ho brought back to China the giraffe from Africa.

Even this story is exhibited in the Cheng Ho Museum. I was surprised as to what
giraffe has to do with Cheng Ho. Only after I read the brochure did I realise the
extent of his travel and the tributes he got from the countries he visited.
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Obama Haiku

a white house dream achieved
in a pool of red

little by little he moves

the economy back to black
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A Birth

a birth is always painful

like how the universe came into being
a blast strong enough to impregnate
every fertility nerve of earth

a child bursts out innocent tears

when it is shoved into the world

a woman is awakened to a new self

love flows with renewed intensities

in so many spheres; sound, touch, taste,
sights, hope, fear....

the birth of a soul is also a painful experience
the living faculties close one by one

as every cell takes the cold shoulders

to let the soul loosen itself into the realm
beyond the blast of the big bang
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First Encounter - Sharifah Aini

we both try find

an angling to each other

she throwing a questioning look
Did she think

I am a Malay?

Sharifah Aini

We first me in Sandakan where she Sharifah Aini had gone for a concert in the
mid 80s. Together with us was also Fauziah Ahmad Daud, another famous

Malaysian personality.

john tiong chunghoo



Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Sri Mariaman Temple
Kuala Lumpur

Sri Mahamariamman Temple
a Chinatown miracle
Malaysia's richest Indian temple

Courtesy of Wikipedia:

Founded in 1873, the Sri Mahamariamman Temple is the oldest and richest
Hindu temple in Kuala Lumpur. It is situated at edge of Chinatown in Jalan
Bandar (formerly High Street) . In 1968, a new structure was built, featuring the
ornate 'Raja Gopuram' tower in the style of South Indian temples.

From its inception, the temple provided an important place of worship for early
Indian immigrants and is now an important cultural and national heritage.

The Sri Mahamariamman Temple was founded by K. Thamboosamy Pillai in 1873
and was initially used as a private shrine by the Pillai family. The family threw
the temple doors open to the public in the late 1920s and eventually handed the
management of the temple over to a board of trustees.

This is the oldest functioning Hindu temple in Malaysia. It is also reputed to be
the richest in the country. The temple was originally sited somewhere near the
Kuala Lumpur Railway Station. It shifted to its present location along Jalan Tun
H.S. Lee (next to KL's Chinatown) in 1885.

The initial attap structure was demolished in 1887 and a brick building was
erected in its place. That structure was demolished to make way for the current
temple building which were completed in 1968. The impressive gateway to the
temple, known as the gopuram, was completed in 1972. The new temple was
consecrated in 1973.

Recently, the Sri Maha Mariamman Temple Dhevasthanam has after a 40 year
old wait, finally got its own building. The RM 13 million six storey building,
located behind the temple in Jalan Tun H.S Lee was officially opened by Works
Minister and MIC President Datuk Seri S. Samy Vellu.
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How To Appreciate Me

afar like a flock of birds
because when you come near
they would have flown away

tell you how you should
appreciate me

look from afar

like a birdwatcher

screening their

colourful feathery prizes

in the burstling

privacy of each other's world
the birds joining you

in praising the

wonders of nature

seeking pleasure

the lightness and
gentleness of feathers
without feeling the
trickeries of time

zen bathing in

so many hues

and shapes of green

taking the striking
plumes as an invitation
to the lanes of God

in the search for

the ultimate beauty

the chirpings

as the start of that journey
hypnotising

clear crystals

and mountain spring

a song to the



sanctum of
sacredness
of tranquility

the bird's hop

a child's inquisitive search
for memories

as they fly in

the sky of

make beliefs

and fantasies

the bird's smooth

and adorable head
filling the soft spot
in our heart of love

their crowns
a salutation to
the hands of God

and yes, just be there
watching things from afar
and be aloof

because if you come too near
the bird iwould have flown
away with all the feathers

of all my dreams
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Poem About Poetry - The Blood Of My Soul, A Haiku

poetry
the blood
of my soul
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Batu Caves (State Of
Selangor)

Batu Cave temples and shrines
excited for alms
the monkeys and priests

Batu Caves is a beautiful hill just outside Kuala Lumpur where Tamil Indian has
turned into a place of worship in the last 100 years. They also have placed the
tallest statue of the Hindu God Muruga just outside the cave. There are mainly
temples around the cave though the popular ones are in the main cave itself.
Every year thousands of hindu devotees come here for Thaipusam where
devotees in a trance carry kavadi up the 272 steps to the main cave. When I was
there, I found monkeys excited for food. The priests too are all expecting me to
go to their shrines. I visited each of them giving about RM5 for some prayers to
the deities such as Goddess Amman and Lord Ganesan among others. In one of
the caves, one can see statues of Hindu Gods and Goddesses taken from scenes
of the Ramayana.
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The Art Of Destroying Ego

my ego is some ugly little frogs
some oriental restaurant workers
smash on their floor

before cutting them up

live for the frying pan

my ego is some

loud annoying cockerels

some restaurants slit

before gutting them of all

their vital organs

belly, liver, heart, gizzler,

gall bladder, big and small intestines
to be boiled down into soup

my ego is some vipers

villagers smash with all their might
head, body, and tail

so that they are nothing

but a roll of flowery, leathery
spineless outcast fit only

for the rubbish bin

my ego is some doggie corpse

on the street

offensive and buzzing with

large blue green flies

everybody has nothing to like but
shun and ask to be buried

two metres in the soil

my ego is dark and slippery

like the remains of dinosaurs

burned to drive cars,

factories and industries

a primordial leftover i wish

to use in the right way to

fly me to the silky abode of my dreams
and heaven! !
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Poem About Poetry - Realisation Of Selves

i am not here,

not there, not anywhere
forgive me

i am torn between words
and their charms

between their essence
and their chameleon arms
a sincerity sometimes
caught between the
drunkenness for beauty
and the realisations of selves
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Semporna Tourist Floating
Market (State Of Sabah)

Semporna Tourist Floating Market
a bajau man smiles and says he has
uncultured pearl
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Gua Taat (Tasik Kenyir,
State Of Pahang)

Gua Taat
an elephant-tiger loyalty bow sealed
in rocks

Here in this smaller cave beside Gua Bewah, are two rocks that resemble an
elephant bowing to a tiger. The spirit of loyalty is so well conjured by nature in

the rocks we are all thrown aback.
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Visit Malaysia Year Haiku - Sepilok Orang Utan
Sanctuary (Sandakan, State Of Sab