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The Night Sky

The night sky, I look upon,

To see the stars twinkling above,

As | lay in my empty lawn,

The moon painted gin the grey of a dove.

The beautiful deep navy I see,

The marvelous sight | witness,

Yet solace is not what | feel,

Nor in my eyes is the coolness of peace.

The sweet deep dark sky,

With calm stars and winds aloft,

Is what | hope for this heart of mine,
That remains rigid like a hillock.

Your beauty oh moon,

And the and the scent of evening dew,

I wish and hope that soon,

| feel nearly as delicate and graceful as you.

And yet | feel my eyes,

Grow heavy with miles and miles,

Of sweet slumber, while below the fireflies,
Before I return to a life of organized files.
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