
Full Moon Night  

 

The full moon is rising tonight; 

the daylight has faded; 

the shadows lengthen 

and stretch across the land. 

The cattle out in the fields 

are gathering to their rest, 

and the stars are peeping through 

all across the sky. 

Soon the brightness of the day 

will be replaced by the luminous light 

of a full moon night, 

and a million stars in a crystal sky 

will twinkle and glow 

and beckon to us mortals 

stranded here below. 

Maybe we would long to go  

if we could take what we know 

of the good and true 

and leave the bad behind. 

But, oh, it is still a beautiful world 

even with all the pain and sorrow – 

look! The glory of this night 

with its big yellow moon, 

sparkling stars, 

and clear, crisp air 

shines with the brilliance of heaven, 

and even though it is not so – 

for it can never be heaven – 

yet the hope of heaven 

reflects in our eyes, 



stirs in our hearts, 

and rekindles in our souls 

every time we behold a night 

so sublime, so magical, 

so glorious as this! 

 

Mystery 

 

I wonder why every living being  

must suffer and die.  

If I knew the reason,  

I would not be a mere mortal man  

dressed in these burial clothes.  

 

Someday After 

 

Sometime after we’re grown, our eyes glaze over,  

and we walk through this world like that until the day  

we die. When we were children, it was not that way.  

We were new, all of life was new, and we could taste  

the wonder of it all:  The sky, trees, grass, birds, sun, 

moon, stars.  

 

All of life was fresh, new, gleaming, glowing, 

alive with purpose and hope. Death was all around,  

but we were not phased by it; we were almost unaware 

of it, although everything here is living and dying  

at the same time.  

 

Somehow we felt, we sensed by intuition or  

something else within us and outside of us that we 

and this world were all part of something bigger, 



deep, mysterious, unexplained, but part of a grand design  

put together by a Designer we knew not but whom  

we sensed in our very beings and the very being of it all.  

 

But as we grow, we become consumed by toil, by  

sameness, sickness, and sorrow, and we lose that  

sense of innocent, wide-eyed wonder and adventure  

we lived in as children. Our eyes become glazed over,  

and we exist in that state until the end, not knowing  

how to escape it or be renewed to our earlier, 

childhood state.  

 

Maybe it is only at death that this can happen.  

Or maybe, once in a while along our way,  

we can get a glimpse of who we were as children, and how  

the world was then, and maybe for a brief, fleeting moment,  

we can see what we will become again – 

someday after. 
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