A Silent Vision

Shooting to space in the freezing night air
[bookmark: _GoBack]we wait in suspense as they fly
then in a splash of colour and light
they burst into being in the sky

a theatre of sparkles and spangles they flash
reflected as stars in our eyes
we marvel and wonder, we ooh and we aaah
as we turn up our faces and sigh

there are streamers and twinkles and lingering sprinkles
a sky full of flare and surprise
and then they’re just ghosts in a cloud of white smoke
which melts into darkness – goodbye!
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