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The Beauty Is A Liar Haiku Blues

Storm-smell in the air —
stars like dust on blue velvet

shoulders in black light.

Storm-smell in the air —

stars like dust on blue velvet

shoulders in black light.

Snow's white shadow on

tree limbs — wind lifts up and rocks

a changing streetlight.

Woke before daybreak,

broken branches littering

the glowing grey lawn.

Woke before daybreak,

broken branches littering

the glowing grey lawn.

Only their black parts
visible, the hard cries of

magpies mark the dawn.

Horses hoof the snow —

"Beauty is a liar," she

says. One horse nickers.

Horses hoof the snow —

"Beauty is a liar," she

says. One horse nickers.

She is smiling as

she says it; I laugh, and I

call her a liar.
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