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Let There Be Light
The skyline dims and cuts us 

From the rest of the world.

Thick, comforting, darkness

Blankets our life and protects.

The clouds disperse from our sky

And, behold: behind, burning balls

Of light contrast immensely in edenic 

Perfection with their space.

One flashes, drawing eyes that way;

T’other grimaces, shadowing our heavens.

Smothering rain-clouds suffocate our view,
But everlasting light illumes the moon.

The skyline now radiates, care-free,
With a fiery disposition, enflaming 
Over-hanging clouds.  Red flames flicker

Intensely.  The Day has begun.
