The Full White Moon

By Scott Chapman 1/15/06

There are stars in the sky,
Morning, evening, & noon.

But what amazes me most, 

Is our round changing moon.

Every month comes and goes

From July until June.

Every month it appears, 

It’s our full, white moon.

It can affect the tides,

And change shapes real soon. 

But I’m also affected,

By the full white moon.

I excessively sing,

And carry a tune. 

I just can not stop 

‘Cause of the full white moon.

I pace and pace,

And gasp and I swoon. 

I just can not stop

‘Cause of the full, white moon.

Most days seem fine,

With mediation, no spoon.

But today is different,

‘Cause of the full, white moon.

My emotions are turmoiled, 

As a storm or monsoon.

I just can’t get normal

‘Cause of the full, white moon.

My mind could be here,

Pebble Beach or Royal Troon.

I have so much in mind

‘Cause of the full, white moon.

I can’t stop fidgeting

I’m acting as a buffoon.

I hate the effects

Of our full white moon. 

