Blanket of Night  8-1-02

So heavy is the mist

it feels like rain.

It seems almost sticky

as bare feet tread across 

the beads which have landed on the ground.

The blanket of night wraps around me,

keeping my chilled body warm.

I watch the stars dance in the distance,

running from the moon

in fear of capture.

The birds have ceased song,

and the crickets awaken.

They chirp temporarily 

for a new day will dawn

and the mist is expected to rise.

For when the moon falls,

it drags with it the mist

and it steals the stars

and it chases away the chirps

and it leaves me here without a blanket.

