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Dawn

A small seabird circles the sky.
She is pulling

back the clouds,

Undraping the day.

And it never occurs to her
that she is too small

for such

an awesome task.
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Reflection

A thousand colors cool the ocean at dawn,
and they all have yet
to be named.

Perhaps the gulls have names for them,
and the day we decipher
their language

Then our words will be birds
to fly away on

And our thoughts will be free
as the waves.



