
  …april 15, 2022…

no longer is the moon our master
or a deity –
hollowed out and cratered
to a trampled asteroid –

gibbons full or crescent dark 
mathematically exact –
the perfect sizing for eclipse
between the sun and earth –

silvered large and slivered small
now lost to innocence –
pausing till lunacy dissolves
back into nothingness.
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