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English Translation:

Pan-pan exhales,
His breath crystallising in the cool night air,
Stars twinkle,
Leaves rustle.

Dew drops glisten,
The birdsong symphony,
A pearly pink sky,
Morning has begun.

The wind whistles,
The flower heads bob,
Bright red cherries shine like stained glass windows,
While the periwinkle blue sky holds a multitude of treasures.

The golden sphere,
Smiles down at earth,
Bathing in the sunlight,

Pan-pan’s black fur gleams.

The steady rumble of the lawn mowers,
The persistent buzzing of the working bees,
The sound of pages turning,

The thrum of the cars.

Evening’s curtains droop down,
Brushing the dainty bluebell petals,
The sun hides behind the horizon,
Crickets chirp in the gentle breeze.

This poem is inspired by the joy and peace that comes from the memories of sleep overs and
family holidays.



