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I.

Hark! Would to God, night sleepers,

could ye yet hear the night creatures

wriggle and stir and creep and crawl

deliciously and insidiously along floorboard
and wall,

as they welcome the sweet, velvet dark—

the treat of its inglorious, nay
glorious, moonlight;

the touch of its caress,

the depth of its finesse;

its deceptive quietude;

and all the little things that within it
shrewdly delude...even the like of you.

So take heed of the darkness and its night
tide,

its eternal ride (offered with such
well-deserved pride

for creepy-crawlers and their ilk, working
the magic of orbed silk),

its pull and call and eldritch pall;

its allurement,

its nourishment,

its night-blooming flowers

with night owls standing sentry on thorny,
latticed bowers;

its looming mysterious and mystical powers to
arouse

insect types to nocturnal activity.

Yes, ye naive light sleepers, beware the
velvet creeping darkness;

its concealment,

its shadows stealing over your weary, sleepy
eyes;

its protection,

its seduction,

its solitude and the very sheer, stark
absence of amber-golden sun

for precious hours of revelry, dear devilry,
and fun

on illimitable legs—so many lively,
sprightly, springy, evil, hairy and wiry legs, each working for the
common good.


II.

So perfectly light and quiet are they—a
little riot, if you will.

Yes, by night caressed, a lovely little riot
of quiet

arachnids, arthropods, crustaceans, and
bugs—

perhaps even a few slippery slugs in your
slippers, to boot (might you hear the night owl hoot?) or just
there (devil-may-care
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