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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 

The Metaphorical Moon is a chapbook collection of moon-related poetry. The poems are arbitrarily 
divided into four (non-mutually exclusive) sections covering childhood, family, lovers, nature, 
environment, philosophy and spirituality. Some of the poems involve solar or lunar eclipses, in 
which the sun, moon and Earth are all involved. 
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Paper Moon 
  
 Willow Brook Elementary School Star Party 
 
Starlight couldn’t clear the clouds outside, 
but light was thick inside the classroom, 
Kris’ classroom of discovery wasn’t polluted 
 
by the dark. Its walls, as real as make-believe, 
cornered part of the universe: plastered pieces 
of heaven hung with plastic stars & cardboard 
comets. 
 
A field of telescopes edged the tiled floor 
on just the right squares. Children came from 
everywhere with eyes opened, minds & hearts, 
too. 
 
They wished upon a twinkling star and winked 
at the man in the moon, then giggled when 
I said that he had smiled back. 
 
These future astronauts, teachers, poets, lovers 
of nature, looked inside their world—a mirror 
in a tube—reflecting & inverting the crescent 
moon. 
 
I watched them ponder and wonder; I could 
almost hear their thoughts, the loud whisper 
of mystery: 
 
Don’t the cows know they’re upside down, 
and that their milk will spill the Milky Way 
—a paper trail of white confetti stars? 
 
And on invisible strings I pointed to, 
an origami spaceship folded space and time, 
holding in its seams the scribbling of equations 
 
yet to be imagined. I said to follow it. Quest 
the North Star that’s compassing the black- 
board of space, but I warned them to try not 
 
to squint along the path, for light is fragile 
on paper canvas with its paper moon and 
paper dreams, like hearts, tear too easily. 
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Lassoing the Sun 
 

After ‘Seeing the Eclipse in Maine’ 
By Robert Bly 

 
 
Last summer my son and I discovered our sun 
and how we’d corral it through a pinhole 
in a cardboard box. How it casts its bright blur 

on the carpet. Swept it up 
 
along with illumined dust kicked-up by the cowboy 
moon as if its shadow bronco’d the crescent sun. 
I watched him trace the fleeting charcoaled star; 

its image racing across 
 
the cloud-white card even as he drew tight circles 
around it with a number two lead pencil. Yet the sun fled 
all those nooses, escaping the graphite moon, 

cindering the dark. 
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Fly Me to the Moon 
 

Fly me to the moon 
Let me play among the stars  
Let me see what spring is like  
On Jupiter and Mars 
In other words, ‘I love you’ 
 —Bart Howard 1954 
     Frank Sinatra 1964 

 
My backyard was a launch pad 
for my dreams in ’58. I thought 
the Hardy Boys were the smartest 
kids in the world. They taught me 
engineering, rocket science, love 
of exploration. I scoured their books 
for blueprints; junk yards for parts 
later to become my rocket to the Moon. 
 
It was easy to fly to treetops. 
No fuselage from salvage. Just thrust. 
Arms wing-down, legs straight, 
streamlined to thwart drag of air. 
And land soft as a kiss. 
 
But what of the cold 
vacuum of space? Don’t ask me 
how we got there. 
 
I woke up with every detail 
of your geography cratered 
on my mattress, but how do I get back? 
 
I fall back. Gravity of sleep 
pulls me into a dream still feeling 
g’s, pressing me against the pillow 
where you once had lain. 
 
Fly me to the moon 
where I can sink into the silt  
and dust my dreams among the stars 
to walk in tranquility, in that silent sea  
floating free in the thinness there 
where only eagles dare to fly, 
where you were still a dream. 
 
  



5 
 

When the Pin Oaks Come Out 
 
The tree outside my bedroom moves 
across the window panes, wind’s howl 
slipping between cracks of paint and sill. 
 
Sky umbering winter gray; moon hanging 
like an ogre’s eye. I see it, this faceless 
eye amidst its wooden teeth that claw 
 
at me. I curl into the corner of the bunkbed 
wall, my back to the ghosts of Allu leering 
through the plate glass. I see it, even with 
 
my eyes closed, through pale and shadowed 
veins cobwebbing my eyelids. So I turn 
to face my monster; still it sways 
 
taunting me in the window: branched fingers 
scratching; the haunted creak of its voice 
goading me, daring me to come outside. Do I 
 
let it see me tremble? Will it steal my soul? 
I whisper prayers in secret. Then clouds 
come to snuff out the moon, and the tree cries 
 
…. but I only hear the wind. 
 
_______________________________________ 
Allu is a race of monstrous and faceless demons 
destroying everything they can. (Akkadian myth) 
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A Moon I Can Only Feel 
 
Arrorró mi nene de mi corazón 
Go to sleep my baby boy, you piece of my heart 
 
I dreamt those echoes through the placental veil. 
The fluid of her gently tugged with tidal rhythm 
of her throbs. I wrestle sleep, my ear wedged 
between the polka dots of her dress, listening 
to the rise and fall of the fabric between us. 
My head sinks deeper into my mother’s bosom, 
swished by her breathing, I seem to float, lofted 
by the Spanish lullaby and the creak of the old 
oak rocker keeping beat with the melody I could hear, 
I could hear through her heart. I can hear her heart, 
even now in tender thoughts. Thoughts bridging 
cleft of graves. 
 

I look deep into the dark 
searching for you among the stars, between constellations 
that glitter tears. I hear the pulse of heaven, 
but the moon, I can only feel. 
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Drunken Moon 
 
It’s a blue moon tonight, but it’s not really blue, 
just platinum on the cusp of August and it’s hot, 
just as it’s been in Alabama last week or Maryland 
on the beach years ago when I was ten. You were 
seventy-two and drinking Chianti from a jug-poured 
orange juice glass with a dozen facets running 
up and down the glass. Thank you for those few 
sips of red wine. You taught me never to cheat 
myself—that there was no need to sneak a drink, 
let alone get drunk, except years later I might 
have just once, just once in a blue moon. 
 
Today, I don’t get drunk—I don’t care what phase 
the moon is in. And I don’t drink that Blue Moon 
beer either. The orange slice wouldn’t make it 
palatable anyway, especially in the bitter hot 
dog days of summer when I might want to drink 
myself silly because I was thinking about you 
just wishing you were here, Dad, to sip a little 
starlight with me and reel in the joy of a drunken 
moon. 
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Moonstruck 
 
The full moon’s cratered light overflows 
its berm, spreads its glory as a jewel, 
a cameo broach, beveled in crush velvet. 
 
Night’s skirt sashays as she dances 
across the ballroom of stars in cadence 
with the muted stars of the Zodiac. 
 
The sweeping silence ends at the stroke of 
dawn. I see her peeking through the arms 
of the wishing tree as 
 
sultry night is refreshed by morning’s 
poetry of birds, and by sway of lilacs 
in gentle whispers of the wind— 
 
I call out your name, raise my arms 
in praise to the one who brought you 
to me, shed 
 
the veil that once had covered all my joy. 
There is no storm, no thundercloud 
with hail and fire, whose anvil 
 
has been pounded any harder 
than love has hammered my heart. 
It’s not yet Valentine’s, but I see you, 
 
my lady in the moon, more gorgeous 
than Selené, and I see Sagittarius 
with Cupid’s bow flinging stars 
 
into your eyes— 
 one of them is mine, 
  one of them is me. 
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Moon Dance 
 
Under the blue moon, I saw you  
dancing in the moonlight. 
Let’s swim to the moon, 
let’s climb through the tide 
dancing in the shallows of a river. 
 
You were born during an eclipse 
and the stars named you moon child. 
I was dropped from the moonbeam 
and sailed on shooting stars. 
 
I’m being followed by a moonshadow 
I see trouble on the way 
because I’m still in love with you. 
 
It’s a marvelous night for a moondance 
—with the stars up above in your eyes, 
press your space face close to mine, love, 
when that moon is big and bright— 
everybody’s dancing in the moonlight. 
 
Fly me to the moon, 
let me play among the stars. 
Because I’m still in love with you 
I want to see you dance. 
 
__________________________________________________________________ 
This Cento (https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/text/cento-poetic-form) is comprised 
solely of lyrics from popular songs with the moon in the title. In order of 
appearance: 
 
“Killing Moon” by Echo & the Bunnymen 
“Dancin’ in the Moonlight” by Thin Lizzy 
“Moonlight Drive” by the Doors 
“Moonchild” by King Crimson 
“Just like the Moon” by Brett Dennen 
“Sail to the Moon” by Radiohead 
“Moon Shadow” is a song by Cat Stevens 
“Bad Moon Rising” by Creedence Clearwater Revival 
“Harvest Moon” by Neil Young 
“Moondance” by Van Morrison 
“Moonage Daydream” by David Bowie 
“Dancing in the Moonlight” by King Harvest 
“Fly Me to the Moon” by Frank Sinatra/ Bart Howard 
“Harvest Moon” by Neil Young 
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Unseen Words for the Goddess Venus 
 
Let me punctuate the sky tonight—I am the Moon, 
my crescent heart hooked on you—but you cannot see 
the words I have written in the dark, so come closer, 
catch me in the middle of the sky, my love, and touch 
the words, the stars, that Braille the night; your bright 
blue dot completes my sentence, and tomorrow, I will 
pause periodically and gaze intently at your naked light. 
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You Always Said You Could Swim Like a Fish 
 
You, in that black cocktail dress, 
red heels stiletto-ing floor. Legs, 
sinuous in the ballroom. We embrace, 

my hands on the arch of your back. 
 
Outside, salt water sings. Beckons. 
Caribbean air mists its magic over us. 
Let us have a drink 

of that ocean, I said.  
 
My eyes follow the curve of your hips 
all the way down below the waves 
of silk frilling your dress, your legs 
 twisting into one sensuous form.  
 
Sequins on your tight gown glitter 
as pearly scales, your long brown tresses 
scent the cool breeze with hyacinth. 
 The ocean whispers. 
 
You, the siren of my dreams 
I wrap myself around, let us sink 
into the inky depths with just one flick 
 of our hearts. 
 
Let us dissolve in a swirl of sea 
foam tinted with rose-red shimmers 
stolen from the moon. Let us disappear 
with one last breath of air. 
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Tarnished Moon 
 
 
A platinum moon rose above the Unicois— 

purple waves rippled smoke under the sky 
just before the sun had sunk below twilight. 

 
I remember that same silver sheen, your eyes 

dilated with trust as you held my hand so tight 
the ground seemed to crumble under my knees 

 
as we raced down Mt. LeConte before the dark 

could catch us. Or the time on Greenbrier Pinnacle 
when we picked wintergreen berries, pale rubies 

 
among the Galax leaves, shimmering in my mind 

like a swath of Milky Way stars veiling the heavens. 
We were younger then and the moon didn’t care 

 
when it saw us kiss under its gold light so full 

of promise. It always seemed to incandesce the dark 
and shine the uncertain trails. Somehow 

 
the landscape isn’t as precious as it used to be. 

Now there’s just my shadow and reflection 
through the trees tarnishing the moon. 
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Nightstalker 
 
The sky opened its eye tonight, 
Glared wrath of the moon. 
I prayed I was too close for it 
To see me shivering in the pines. 
 
The pine lashes of its eyes 
Caught tears in the wry air—his 
And mine. For centuries, I ran 
Through the universe, but now 
 
His werewolf smile found me. 
His tears are from dust of night- 
-mares lodged in clouds of time. 
Mine are from the mist of terror  
Of his love. 
 
_____________________________________________________________ 
Ekphrastic poem inpired by the moon halo photograph Christopher J Picking, 
Kaituna, Wairarapa, New Zealand (16 April 2006) 
http://www.southernskyphoto.com/planet_earth/sun_dog_halos.htm 
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Lunatic Shadow 
 
Vulnerable luminous disc 
exposed on ecliptic plane 
stalked by ominous darkness. 
 
Ravenous beast swallows the light 
leaves vestige of eerie red 
the gloating eye of an angry god. 
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When the Moons Pull Together 
 
The orange moon, and the blue one, too, rose above the purple desert. That’s when 
they came out, the Sneakers, slithering through the folds of sand. Their tendrils ready 
to grasp at your feet and vine themselves up the wall of your legs, torso, neck — a 
thousand iridescent blue eyes all over you. 
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Silver Stars 
 
Southern pines line the vestibule of winter, 
their green-tinged shadows fading black. 
 
And the shallow bowl of the crescent moon,  
lifted up as an offering dish, glints in darkness, 
its edge illumined by the copper minted sun. 
 
But it seems there’s nothing left to give — 
the night is tarnished and selfish city lights 
have oxidized all the silver stars flat-black, 
 
save one — the bright and evening star 
lobbed high above the sins of light, glaring 
through spent-nickel skies. Trees kneeling 
 
as penitents in light-washed corridors for us, 
reach up and toss this platinum coin 
soon clinking into the falciform plate of moon: 
 
first offering of spring. 
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Hunter’s Moon 
 
 The Andrea Gail's last recorded transmission was 6 pm Oct 28, 1991 
 
 
The full cold moon rides high above billowed waves. 
Its light shards through cirrus ice; stabs the ocean 
dyeing with dissolving scarlet of sun-velveted water. 
 
An east wind stirs the smoothness, carnivals waves 
breaking stained green crests, splatters curls with mists 
of light until all glow drowns in wet gray clouds. Then rain 
 
when perfect gales of November storm early and swordfish 
run deep below rogue waves, below the ocean’s skirt. 
Her gown shredded with vestiges of silhouettes—  
 
ship’s mast folding into starless depths. The full cold moon 
still hunting. 
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Ring of Fire 
 
I raise my arms in praise 
to the Indonesian sun templed in 
 
the palms of my hands and the moon 
is offered on that golden platter. 
 
Through the island palms, the sky 
breathes flames lapping water 
 
the ocean washes with a burnt 
orange where the sun spills fire, 
 
heat dissolving in emerald and silver 
shadows, but soon, hope 
 
will once again be eclipsed 
by a heat-filled mountain below 
 
the waves, no longer dormant. 
 
_________________________________________________________________ 
Author’s Note: On the occasion of the Jan 26, 2009, the annular eclipse of the sun 
(ring of fire) was only visible on a path traversing the southern Indian Ocean. See 
Astronomy Picture of the Day https://apod.nasa.gov/apod/ap090125.html; 
however, the ring of fire is also an allusion to the volcanically active region in the 
Pacific resulting in earthquakes, volcanic eruptions and their devastating tsunamis. 
 
 
  

https://apod.nasa.gov/apod/ap090125.html
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I’ll tell you how the Tide comes in 
  
 After ‘I’ll tell you how the Sun rose’ by Emily Dickinson 
 
I’ll tell you how the Tide comes in – 
A wavelet at a time – 
The freighters cruise on Emerald 
As Sunlight sparkles brine – 
 
The Seagulls squawk and scoop for shad 
That run in schools for krill – 
And whether they are sated well 
I do not know this still – 
 
And as the Shore disrobes its sand 
I wonder about me – 
How will it be when Moon calls back 
The lonely errant sea – 
 
I’ll tell you how the Tide goes out – 
A wavelet at a time – 
My vessel sails in Violet – 
As the Sun is ebbing down – 
 
_______________________________________________________ 
Author’s Note: Tides on Earth are predominantly caused by the Moon. 
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Accidental 
 
What is accidental? The vagaries 
of fate, the Nordic Norns, their twining 
the threads of life, the flow of time, 
the synchronicity of our destiny? 
 
If you had a chance meeting with good 
or evil, whether on a Ouija board or a Bible, 
do you think it a fortuity or calamity? 
 
Today the moon crashed on my silver car, 
and it was no accident. I simply wheeled 
below the intoxicated horizon, drunk as hell 
with morning light. She was my love, 
 
an adventure (or misadventure). 
My horoscope was full of kaleidoscopic cards 
arranged in random coincidence, 
 
like a Mayan prophecy, a fluke 
of circumstance, the calendar ends. Fuck Venus. 
She is beautiful but moves with luck 
of gravity, undresses in the naked sun. 
 
What do you make of this? 
What’s happening? Perhaps a turn 
for the calculated, or for the accidental. 
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On Parade 
 
The man in the moon is smiling 
at the sun slipping off the edge. 
The sheer air veils its purple. Stage set.  
He’s on the balcony of the sticky moon 
shaped like elbow macaroni, no green 
cheese, but coated apricot yellow. 
 
I too can see the parade, the looming 
storks, their sharp black silhouettes  
scissoring across the sky. What yarns 
will they fly by us? What offspring 
of imagination will they leave swaddled 
at the doorsteps? 
 
A dictionary balloons into view 
dressed smartly: tuxedo, red cravat, 
full of prim & proper words. Their letters 
fizz to make the soda bubble clouds 
that effervesce a moonstruck sky. 
 
This smart book, before your very eyes, 
transforms to some magician-clown 
that juggles pieces of the alphabets 
that once cobwebbed the corners of the world. 
See it shake the dewdrop spiders free? 
They rain as words drenching plains below 
with frogs and cats & dogs and monkeys, 
 
monkeys on their bicycles peddling, 
words floating through the spokes. 
There they knit together, spinning 
lines and sentences that stretch, loop 
into fire colors. And then the numbers, 
 
yes numbers, they calculate the dark, 
float high above the oaks and elms 
like fireflies, counting one, two, three 
in cascade rhythm of the night. 
 
And Oh! The zero hula hooping with 
the number one, all the way as they arc 
beyond horizon with just a hint 
of yellow, pungent, mustard yellow 
like the dust stirred off the wings of moths 
 
and butterflies flitting with the spirits 
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of the dead, rising, rising up through 
luminescent clouds, through ether 
to where he is, past that man 
in the moon, to the infinite void 
wrapping itself inside you, inside me, 
inside the universe of words. 
 
 
 
  



27 
 

Midnight Mass 
 
Sun sets behind a sculptured land 
silhouetted against sheer night 
its veil dyed merlot shades of blue. 
   
 Moon reflects a soft platinum 
 yellow: Eucharist raised 
 above the chaliced hills. 
   
 Trees bow in secret shadows 
 of altared rock, wind chants 
 the chimes of quaking aspen.  
   
 Nighthawks fold their wings. 
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No Greater Light 
 
I am the lessor light, there is none greater 
than the the Sun—messenger in garment 
of light that follows its path. I know well 
the way, too, like other wanderers in awe 
of the Sun, the light of my world and of my 
solar system. The milky light of stars 
penetrates the dark curtains of the universe, 
fiery jewels set in their bezels of coldness. 
I know the truth of the cosmos, I have heard 
the whispers threading space. Light stitches 
the shortest path in the fabric of spacetime— 
it is a great bright arc warping the heavenlies 
to my heart, pressing its small still voice into 
my soul: Come. Follow me. 
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Somewhere under the waxing moon 
 
He thought about the days to come, 
weighed his actions carefully 
—unlike the moneychangers with 
lying standards, gold weights shaved— 
before he overturned their tables 
sending money flying to the floor 
and freeing mite-infested doves 
that religious leaders used to scam 
the poor, to cheat their God. 
Only clangs from dishonest coins 
pinged the air. Where had the echoes 
of prayers gone? They were buried 
deep, sifting dirt under the fig tree 
bearing unripe fruit that was as pithy 
and palatable as starch—not even fit 
for bugs. No wonder He cursed 
it—withered branches framing  
his beloved Israel, Jerusalem’s temple 
in the background somewhere 
under the waxing moon passing over, 
soon to shine in the garden of olives. 
As his disciples slept in innocence, 
moonlit shadows of a Joshua tree 
reached out to grab him, even as Judas 
kissed him on the cheek. And the guards 
from the temple, who had already prayed 
their empty prayers, lifted their eyes 
to the midnight moon ever so slowly 
growing pallid in the dawn. 
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Gethsemane 
  
The sundial-face of the moon 
waxes full over the Kidron Valley, 
 
the Joshua tree casts purple umbras 
of arms, branches point into night. 
  
Pressed olives embitter the air. 
That air, still and silent, listens 
 
to his prayers. His voice cracks 
in shadows that gnomon the ground. 
  
Kneeling on rocks, he anguishes 
like one desperate for his lost lover, 
 
for a moment, only timelessness 
answers while heartache pulses 
 
through his arteries to the palms 
of his hands, to the soles of his feet. 
 
Ground swells with blood, drip, drip, 
dripping from his brow as moments flee. 
 
A weight hung on shoulders, swings 
back and forth. He was unwilling to stay    
 
time. Nighthawks lament well into celestial dark. 
Constellations flicker the Roman numeral’d dawn. 
 
Sky swirls, stars entangle his hair. His face 
pallid in moonlight, ears haunted with cries, 
 
as his eyes fill with ghosts of the world 
and his tongue cleaves to the roof of his mouth 
 striking the sour taste of dregs. 
  
 The hour has come.
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