CALLIGRAPHY BY NIGHT

Three migrating cranes
brush inky strokes across

the waning moon's empty page.

In silvered silence
we read their cryptic message
like an ancient haiku scroll.

SUNRISE IN ST. LOUIS

Dawn overwhelms the window,
bias light stretched wrong,

a mulled shade of ugly,
luckless as the failed painting
embarrassing my easel.

My palette and the new day
compose a drab medley
that might pass for blues.
or a torch song.

Such power there is

in unwanted effects.

Still damp,

the canvas can be scraped
or burned. It's harder

to dispose

of a misbegotten morning.
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