
Flying Plastic Bag  

 

 On the night of the lunar eclipse, 

 Something floating above the powerline strips. 

 First glance a flying plastic bag, 

 But really was a skittering possum wisp. 

 

Tonight the moon so beautiful, 

A hall of honour would be suitable. 

Even critters come to watch, 

What a stunning scene it proves to be. 

 




