Light

Every speck of light

He paints with light

Against the clouds and earth we make

He paints with light

Against the movement of hard shapes

And objects

And clouds

He pains always

Ceasing not to sleep or rest

The sun rises

The sun sets

Every moment

The sun is his mighty wand

With streaks of light that lay rays of color

And a sleepy earth
Bands of warmth

Press down on a hot and hurried place

He strokes the earth with his hand

Gently caressing the clouds with gentle winds

Of a summer night

The blue earth

The “sad” earth

The blue planet

Breathe

To every thing there is a season

