
In The Pink  
 
The sun softly doffs below the clouds 
The sharp moon beginning to glimmer  
On the opposite horizon, like a sword unsheathed 
The permeating glare of emotionless rock 
 
But the last warm rays comfort me 
And the sky shifts purple, blue, and green 
Yellow, orange, and red swirl together 
Drawing the day to a close 
 
I know the night will be cold, 
And long and dark, beyond compare 
But I know the sunset better, it is Pink, 
And warm and safe, safer than anyone else 
 
I fear the moon and its dreadful, steely gaze 
But I take respite in the last glimmers of hope 
The light shielding me, for now, from midnight 
Warding the shadows off me, for a little longer 
 
I patiently await the terrible eve to come 
But for now there is calm, a foreboding,  
Terrible calm, as I savor what little time we still have, 
As I get lost In The Pink. 


