Little Ewe





Warming in the soft coolness of the sun, 


   that shines through the lofty highness.


Of all the mixed whites and blues.


These little ewes on vivid greens,


Know not of me,


   Watching high above.





Looking at a carpet full of life,


A simple panorama of time.





And the ewe, races to its waiting mother,


Mindless of watching eyes,


   That oversee all.
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