Good Night

(By Barry L. Lyons)

Midnight. Deep in the heart of Orion.

The morning seems far away.

Briefly I touch Leo the Lion

As I float on the milky white way.

My head rests lightly on Andromeda

The Princess of all the dark skies.

Sleep never ventures far from her,

Her touch brings dreams to my eyes.

I ride the waves of Aquarius,

The seas that are formed from his urn.

I ride the arrow of Sagittarius,

Loosed from his bow on the run.

Ara carries me safely to morning.

I am refreshed by the journey of night.

Greek Mythology never is boring

It gives each dream a whole new light.

