Donkal moon

| saw you then

distant in darkness

slipping among clouds
veiling your gaze.

| looked for you again

in twilight on gold

dry autumn trees.

You’d gone

slid into another quarter.
Waxing | saw moon over water
hiding in blackblue night
breakers catching your light
flickering.

Bleak loss now

when full moon shines:
waking for waning

for a silver crescent

a silken quarter moon.
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