Lullaby

We’ve come to the weary end of the day.

There’s a tug in the tide, 

a moon in the sky

the cry of a gull and a lullaby.        

We sing, and the Friendly Beaches sing along with us. 

Three speeding oyster catchers pipe to the waves “Percuss!’

Waves thump

and a swan’s trump comes from deep in her skull.

Night falls 

to bird calls, to the last cry of a gull,

to a tug in the tide,  a star in the sky

a lull in the wind and a lullaby. 



