
No One’s Watching.

Good.

––––––––
[image: ]


Haiku and Other Poems

for the Dead, the Working, 

and the Almost Gone

––––––––
[image: ]


R.G. Gardner

Copyright 2025 by Robert Gardner

––––––––
[image: ]


All rights reserved.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
[image: ]


Published by FCW Press at Draft2Digital

This ebook is published at Draft2Digital and licensed for your personal use only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please ask them to purchase and download an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Please do not use the contents of this book without the author’s permission and reference. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
[image: ]


Contents

Author’s Note

Those Left Behind

Workers

Death Itself

The Ones Who Watch

A Mix of Voices

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Author’s Note
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They told me poetry should uplift.

I said, why?

Most of us are crawling through something all the time, with wounds of all kinds, and a grin that never reaches our eyes.

Some people write about sunsets.

I write about the people who clean up after them.

This is for the night shifters. The hooked. The forgotten.

For the kid waiting by a window for a dad who won’t be coming home.

For the drunk or the addict with something sharp in his pocket and a reason not to use it—barely.

For the dead, and the ones still walking around like they aren’t.

These poems aren’t here to make you feel better.

They’re here to feel true.

Keep the lights off. Read anyway

If that’s too much for you, close the book.

If it’s not enough, read slow—

no one’s watching.

Good.
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Those Left Behind
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For the ones who stayed awake, who buried the others, who weren’t chosen, (or were and lived to regret it).
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the picture’s still there.

his hands remember her skin.

the grave forgets it.

they sent back his watch.

it still ticks, cocky as hell.

he stopped. but it won’t.

his blood on her shoes.

the nurse won’t meet her eyes.

she already knows.

he died with a grunt.

no soft words. no final smile.

just a leaky pipe.

they painted the walls.

new tenants laugh in my room.

they don’t hear my name.

city chewed my name

spit it out in some back room—

I lit a new one.

the rope held his weight.

then the phone buzzed, just once.

he chose that sound.

they come when I sit.

crumbs are enough for the wings.

what’s left is still mine.

Jesus won’t talk back.

not on corners like this one.

just crack and sirens.

he left in the night.

dad said he’d come back. still does.

they know better now.

his boots by the door.

five winters and she still thinks

that creak means his step.

he dug ten small holes.

names worn off the wooden signs.

still his to love.
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Workers
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You keep the lights on, mop the blood up, flip the sign, fry the meat, and somehow still lose sleep. These are for the ones who punch clocks, sweep floors, haul lives, and get nothing close to a thank-you. It’s sweat, routine, resentment, and a little dignity barely holding on. There’s no glory here—just survival with sore feet.
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steam eats his fingers.

no one tips the one who scrapes

dreams off dirty plates.

he pours what they need.

some drink to live. some to leave.

same tip, either way.

clock punches my face.

they say, “work keeps you alive.”

feels like dying slow.

neon kills the dark.

her feet ache like old secrets.

tip jar still half-full.

stones don’t lie, not much.

names fade slower than the bones.

he mows around them.

out of paint again.

he turns to blood, spit, and smoke.

no one sees the cost.

he bites out of fear.

been kicked more times than he barked.

still, he guards the gate.

he cleans their gold shit.

they nod like he’s part of it.

he’s not. he knows that.

backseat full of lies.

they confess to strangers now.

I just watch the lights.

metal screams at me.

I dream in bolts and warnings.

no one reads the signs.

they learn my name late.

by then I’m already gone.

half a ghost in print.

ninety boxes in.

he forgets what time tastes like.

still—scan, sort, survive.
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Death Itself
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As seen from Death’s point of view—or those moments when it shows its hand. No robe. No scythe. Just presence. Indifference. Maybe even charm. Sometimes Death talks. Sometimes it just stands there, waiting.
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I don’t knock. I slip

in with your breath or bad dreams.

you already know.

I give, then I take.

no reason. no apologies.

try loving me still.

lungs like rusted pipes.

he fought for some rich man’s lie.

now he fights to breathe.

I haunt no one now.

they forget too goddamn fast.

even the good ones.

“his eyes stayed open.

I waited for him to blink.

he never came back.”

the driver slumps slow.

passengers think he’s napping.

soon the big reveal.

the beeping stops short.

one last breath like a question.

no one can answer.

death won’t always scream.

sometimes it just feels like... this—

TV. takeout. night.

I dialed her number.

the line clicked, then nothing spoke.

I knew it was done.

she lit one more smoke.

said, “not yet, you greedy bitch.”

and blew it out slow.

I saw him once, yes.

my own eyes, but older. still.

and laughing at me.

cemetery dusk.

names I don’t care to whisper—

still, I whisper them.
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The Ones Who Watch
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Some people carry guns. Some carry grief. Some just carry what they saw and never told anyone.

The Ones Who Watch are the quiet ones. The overlooked, the voyeurs, the forgotten cameras in the corner. They don’t always speak. But they always see.

These word pictures are about the people who bear witness. Not heroes—witnesses. That’s a heavier job.
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truth hides in bar smoke.

the jukebox knows everything.

but no one ever asks.

I order coffee.

the waitress says “you okay?”

I tip her “almost.”

dad’s boots by the door.

mom’s face red again. he hides

where the roaches pray.

he paid in cash. shook.

room six smelled like metal rain.

they changed the sheets slow.

I hold the last hand.

families leave before the end.

I don’t blame them much.

she screams through the wall.

he slams the door. again. again.

I turn up the sound.

she draws in her book.

the teacher talks of empires.

she draws them burning.

midnight, he walks in.

blood on his shirt, calm as hell.

he just buys gum. leaves.

mirror. dead center.

I looked too long and it blinked.

I didn’t. it did.

kids race down the block.

he lights one and lets them pass.

he’s buried too much.

cigarette burns out—

the ashtray’s full of choices

I never got right.

mother coughed all night.

god took the good ones early.

he stayed. drunk. watching.

capsule on the floor.

the silence weighs more than love.

death waits like a cat.

the girl left last week.

he fed her ghost cigarettes

and drank her goodbye.

blood in the gutter.

someone’s father. someone’s son.

we step over it.

nights like old barstools—

wobbly, broken, bitter.

I still sit on them.

life comes like a slap.

death doesn’t even bother.

just waits. smirking. calm.
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A Mix of Voices
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Drifters, dying men, tough women, nobodies, ghosts. A crack in the concrete, a voice muttering behind a bar, or a final whisper in an alley. 
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skin crawls with silence.

death would feel like a blanket.

but she’s still shaking.

jail years stack like tin plates.

outside, the moon’s just a guess.

he sleeps through the count.

my fists know the dark.

the ring forgot my number.

my brain, some of it.

words don’t save a soul.

they just beg for attention.

still—I write them down.

he once drove a tank.

now cardboard is his kingdom.

same war, different ground.

I stare at the clock.

as my dreams file for divorce.

no one is surprised.

the porch light still burns.

I keep it on out of spite.

moths are my guests now.

two mugs in the sink.

I wash mine, leave hers alone.

dust drinks her coffee.

yard sale in the rain.

her dresses hang like sad flags.

neighbors haggle low.

the voicemail still plays.

I call it just to hear her

say my name once more.

birthday cake for one.

I blow the candle too hard.

smoke joins the silence.

cold warehouse at dawn.

my breath looks like it’s leaving.

take me with you, please.

oil stains my blue shirt.

he wears them like merit badges.

boss doesn’t notice.

lunch break in the lot.

sun bakes the hood of my car.

I close my eyes, gone.

late shift cashier hums.

scanner beeps like lullabies.
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