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I saw the moon in the sky today
It bounced on the earth and went astray

Where it went no one quite knows

But it crushed Brazil and some baby crows

Many were frightened by this untimely display

And locked their houses to stay away

From their own blind, unreasoned fear

Of thinking the sun too shall disappear

Orange peels, orange rinds

People calming their tortured minds

Pretending the moon didn’t really fall

Rolling around the earth like a bowling ball

Eight ball in the corner pocket

Pry your eye from its socket

Bouncing in the future, shining in the past

Holding on with age’ed hands that it might last
Calm again, crawl under your blanket

What does it matter if you fake it?

Just let me wake up again tomorrow

To live another day in my hell and sorrow

Crickets chirping, celery stalks grow

Certain things continue to flow

Rivers rush over sand and stone

The world listens as the waters moan

The moon plots down in a shallow lake

We jump on with trees and proceed to make
An island for ourselves, the price high for real estate

Perhaps you have some cheese I can grate?
Props

