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The Last Grains of Day

A pair of wanderers and a platinum arc

Greet me with a breezy kiss

I sit shouldering the wind

Gazing after the sun

Looking west as the day starts to tire

The fluttering silhouette of the season’s last moth

Stutters across a rainbow ribbon

I watch salmon flame fade

Into tangerine glow

Looking west at the dawn’s dying spark

The gossamer trace of a thin lemon thread

Weaves between mango and aqua

I feel night stalking closer

And shrink from the chill

Looking west at tomorrow’s desire

Then dark mint pastel turns Caribbean blue

Shifting somewhere from midnight to jet

I gasp falling upwards

Past diamonds and dreams

Looking west while the world becomes dark
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