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Yellow Star Gone High

-- by J. Scott Hardin

A woman sat along the calm shore
And stared up at a certain place in the night.

She squinted in open curiosity

At a yellow star gone high.

She let her imagination tighten its grip

And flung a wish out into the skies.

Sensitive and intelligent,

She crafted it fluently in the language of hope.

“Life?” she wondered.

But only a warm ocean breeze replied.

“Is it there?  When will we find it?” she mused

At a yellow star gone high.

She pondered such questions for a while

And let her body sink gently into the sands.

Wherever she went, in ever place she looked,

The Great Expanse revealed its clues.

She watched on, trembling,

Expectant under a red star hung low,

Ever dreaming in her heart

Of a yellow star gone high.
