This white mask

The moon begins to fade now,

by which it seems the world

is nothing but a simple flow.

The specks and corners found

are easy to erase

it seems, though memory holds their shape,

A shape so pure that their

reflected tones advise

to that which I’d become with sunset,

Perhaps now better forgot.

No, not forgot but

displaced as other means are formed.

To me the day had found

a way to brighten darkness,

merging worlds once torn apart.

The moon above was urging,

defying rules of others,

exposing me to solar glow.

No, not the glow

of sun but all reflections

sun can bring to shadowed night.

Though night was once deserted,

in light I could transcend

the cyclic patterns which I dread.

Yes, still I dread

that moment in which souls

are squashed to fit this beehive world.

I know it comes, perhaps

it already came as light from

my moon is already fading fast.

But no one stops celestial

planets. No one asks

if they will change their steady flow.

Only we can change.

That is why I don

this white mask

and hope that daylight filters through.

