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The night, a background for every fleck of gold and speck of silver that drifts with the lunar giant pearl, roaming through our empty black abyss.  The morning, the time for beams of amber light, when honeysuckles awake from their drowsy slumber to sway to the singing of morning birds.  The late day, where the chalky clouds fog the pale blue morning sky, and leaves waltz underneath them to the wind’s crisp song.  The evening, where the Sun squeezes out its remaining golden light to fill every corner of the lingering day, and the shadows dance until the stars return.
