Mysterious Orb

Gone the days of romantic moonlit nights

Too much known of your true identity.

Songs of old embrace your mysterious sights

Unknowing whether cheese or man of serenity.

Now your bright reflection is that of cold, gray rock

Covered in layers of dust and barren waste.

How can I compare my lover’s eyes and mock

Her beauty compared to that magic once embraced.

No, can we not turn back the hands of time

So that I may marvel as my imagination flows?

Your beauty still lights my nights but rhyme

No more in song you’re known so mystery goes.
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