
[image: Cover: Almost Night?, by C. H. Starlight. A parked red-and-white helicopter rests on a rooftop helipad under a gold-to-rose dusk sky, blades still. A tiny dusty gray-brown moth sits on the warm red nose. Soft city hills lie beyond. No people.]
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[image: Under a warm gold sunset sky, a parked red-and-white twin-engine helicopter rests on a rooftop helipad with still rotor blades. A tiny dusty gray-brown moth with slender feelers stands on the warm red nose. Soft distant trees lie beyond the pad. No people.]


The sky is gold.

Wisp wakes, a little moth,

soft and gray as dust.

Wisp loves the night:

the hush, the dark,

and her red friend.




[image: A close view of the rounded red nose of a parked helicopter shows a tiny dusty gray-brown moth resting on the dark red paint. Soft gold dusk fills the sky behind. Rotor parts rest still. No people.]


Her friend is Angel One,

a red helicopter, parked and still,

her nose as warm as toast.

Wisp lands on her nose. Wiggle, wiggle!

“Almost night?”

The nose stays dark.

Not yet.




[image: A parked red helicopter casts a long dark shadow across a rooftop helipad under a gold sky. A tiny dusty gray-brown moth hops inside the dark part of that shadow on the concrete. Soft distant hills glow beyond. No people.]


Wisp skips to the long, dark shadow,

looking for night.

Hop in the dark part. Hop, hop!

Too small. Too bright.

“ALMOST NIGHT?”

Not yet.




[image: Against a soft rose dusk sky, a tiny dusty gray-brown moth leans on the cool round cockpit glass of a parked red helicopter, slender feelers touching the shiny glass from outside. Still rotor blades cross above. No people.]


The sky turns rose.

Wisp leans on the cool, round glass.

Tap, tap go her feelers.

Too shiny. Too bright.

“Almost night?”

A soft tick from her friend.

Not yet.




[image: Under a rose-to-plum dusk sky, a tiny dusty gray-brown moth zigzags along one long still rotor blade of a parked red helicopter. Wings look a little heavy. The helicopter body rests below. No people.]


Out she zigzags along a still blade,

flap and flutter, flap and . . . flop.

Her wings feel heavy.

“Almost night?”

Not yet.
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