THE MOON

The pale moon creeps between the fingers of night

A frail silhouette in the dark velvet sky

The landscape is hushed, and as quiet as the grave

Grey as marble, carved under her pale silver eye

Looking down on the silvery shadows below

A single dark cloud passes over her face

And, turning to leave, she travels on by

So cold and alone in the dark void of space

THE SUN

Parting the peach and blue curtains of dawn

The sun strolls out, lifting his proud golden head

Reminding the birds of the joy of the Spring

And coaxing the buds from their warm winter beds

Weaving his afternoon path through the sky

He battles to shine where the clouds swoop and leap

Until weary of casting his molten gold light

The evening glow summons him back to his sleep
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