
Darkness. Intense cold. Jagged rocks dressed in a cloak 
of white. Little hope of escape.  Mile upon mile the 
landscape stretched on. The only hope of colour lay 
with the moon.  

 

Arching slowly across the sky, barely showing her face, 
her delicate luminosity breaks the gloom: she veils the 
bleak landscape in a pale cloak.  What she witnesses 
from her distant home makes her weep ... 
 


