“The Scene”, 21st Dec ‘02
By William Snead

And the scene was velvet white
With gleaming wings in the darkened nite.
A slight movement-in the trees
Ah, that golden eye and a lofty breeze.

And like a lightning bolt he shot
To that shimmering, shining spot
Then blood long shown on the snow
On the shadows far below.

And in the blackened night
When the moon was ah so bright
He struck all-with frenzied fright
And the scene was velvet white.
