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Chapbooks may be downloaded &
printed from the website.

Cover: ‘Brick Wall by Moonlight’
Quilt by Peg Quinn

Erifgany Peary Peejads ™

Moon Shadows
Peg Quinn © 2016

Donations appreciated

Share this micro-chapbook
with a friend.
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Moon Shadows
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Dawn

Silent, but for birds.

The neighbors house dark and dreaming.
The day gathering like a wave,

feel it rise between your breathing.
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Blood Moon

I don’t know where the moon will rise tonight,

or exactly when, but the Bridge to Nowhere
is lined with cars as | approach the

edge of a mountain,

and people sitting in lawn chairs or
adjusting flashy cameras on tripods

as a peach sunset trumpets a crescendo
and the sky curls over in a gray blanket
enabling stars to dance across night’s stage
while lights lining the ridge of the mesa
sparkle an ancient celebration and

we stand, a united tribe of strangers
breathing night air, and awe and

| don’t know how to find my balance
suspended, between science and magic.



