
Night Skies

Blurs and hues of yellow flicker by, 
staring at the hazy lit sky.
Pressed up against the winter pane,
my thoughts seem to have free reign.

Above the distraction of the city
lies an overt, ineffable beauty.

Scintillating gems, all intricately placed.
Spaced over a black canvas, not one misplaced. 
A work of art cocooning around the precious Earth;
if only the others realised its true worth.

Mother Nature’s own prized possession
obstructed by man’s selfish creation;
barely a vestige of these sublime jewels still visible… 

Once upon a time were they certainly unmissable. 


