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Moon Flower by Jodli Girouard

| stirred Moon Flower from her evening shade, woke her from her garden bed.

A maiden of the night | bade, a being guiding me once misled.

Frosted tulips thawed on ground, her sound unmuted rampant glories.

Resounding desperate calls abound for more, much more, of her hope’s stories.

Woven needs lit up in weeds lifted to a crown that shone.

Soft blue hues of morning’s need, a refrain’s chance no more alone.

Silent beauty slipped to speech, whispered breaths to hail the queen.

Paused reproach, intent to preach, a forest’s life prepared the scene.

Pines bent forward, toward her trail, needles stirred in songs from breeze.

A stallion’s whiteness from flowers frail, the moon spilled light from bending trees.

Honeybee's sweet scent perfumed her walk through passive dark.

Loyalty we now consumed in flashes espied from flying sparks.




The moon subdued the ebony in ivory filled wonder.

A rapture captured all to see the magic spell all under.

A tambourine, an echoed song, a peace brought to the land.

A place to choose where all belong, a voice to understand.

A trilling bird on gown of white, a hand upon pure feathers.

An intake breath, exhaled from plight, a calm from stormy weather.

| watched her ease the pain inside the ancient children’s eyes.

Moonflower planted hope in stride, a peaceful path none could deny.

A witnessed journey from despair, progression in bouts of eves.

Awakening survival’s care, a growth like changing leaves.

And color reigned once hidden well, our petals closed now open.

A breaking from facade’s own shell, as dawning we said when.

Then with a nod, a gestured wave, Moonflower ceased to be.

And all her hope displayed us brave who now could truly see.



