Dusting the Moon.

The ladder is there - against the waning moon. I step on the bottom rung. I climb steadily into the night. The moon’s a dusty old thing, and I’m going to prove just how dusty it is; I have a bright yellow duster in my pocket. One rung after another! It is a wearisome task, but someone has to do it. At last the top rung is in sight. I reach it, and cling on to it. I don’t look down. I stretch - to grab hold of the moon. It is smiling at me. I turn away. How many rungs were there? I start to count. I lose count – there were so many. And it dawns on me - I’ll wipe the smile off its face! I take the duster out of my pocket and turn to face the moon again. The moon has stopped smiling; in fact the moon has disappeared, and I feel the ladder sway… 
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