The Moon

Rising in the late afternoon,

Covered in a veil of red against the horizon,

Announcing the impending eve.

The bringer of darkness,

Watcher of the night,

Guardian of dreams.

As she rises higher in the sky,

Her color brightens,

Becomes more vibrant.

The children of the night,

Welcome her arrival,

Become alive and mobile.

Gliding across the heavens,

In the company of stars,

Watchful always.

As she settles back in the horizon,

The calmness of time ceases, for now,

Until the next eve, she shall sleep herself.
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