
N e w  e r a  J u n e  2 0 0 7  49

The  PerfecT  Day
B y  L a r a  D e p p e

The trees whisper of tickling leaves.

The sun gives a purplish glance homeward.

The wind tickles the rolling grass.

The tide washes the sand drifting to shore.

The rose embraces its petals.

The Shepherd gathers His wandering fold.
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