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Moonlight-kissed. It stands in deep retreat,
A skeleton white sepulchre against a forest green fir,
Almost Somnambulant; a camera-click tableau
A Sea of Tranquillity, like a white dove on the wing,
Tonight, the quiet slumber of the chapel
Will be at odds with the wedding party in the morn.

The bride appears in a froth of cascading lace
The delicate pink blooms of the chapel roses
Displayed handsomely by Mrs Chamberlain-Jones
Chatter excitedly about romance, love and a million dreams.
Good wishes dance in the air
For the happy couple, whose lives, like the roses are now entwined.

I stand alone in the twilight
Surveying the chapel where my ancestors
Were hatched, matched and dispatched,
The fresh discarded confetti
Catching the drift of the dreamy June breeze.
All is hush and calm and peace
As the halcyon night envelopes the building in repose
Throwing its cloak of midnight black
Over the stark white chapel shoulders.

Until tomorrow –
When the chapel awakens once more.
