Poetry by Julie L. Moore

From my book, Shpping Out of Bloom (WordTech Editions, 2000)

Joy

The e of Bk is mot 5o shallow
Thar we have drafned the ke ~Balph Waldo Emerzon

Fireflies flashing over lup-high comn—
breathe deep

as if 1t’s the first ttme this joy vafuds

lize 2 mbbon from the pith bensath yous abs.
Witness duzk now shading in comers

of the =k, indizo shadowrs

teanekng with the sun. Tast=

2 miracle tonight Taste its zacred

nectzr. Hear the low whine of the owl.

Hold the jewel of the night

in your open hand.



