


New Moon, New Moon,
Beautiful maiden, Crescent Moon.

Moon of Isis, way up high,
You are the young goddess in the sky.



Waxing and growing,
Night after night:

Soon you'll be round
And big and bright.



Mother Selena, your face is so round,
And we, your children, on the Earth's ground,

Look up upon your peaceful face
And sing the praises of your eternal grace.



Grandmother Hecate,
The Dying Moon.

Smaller and smaller,
You leave too soon.



Dark Moon, Dark Moon,
Where has she gone?

Three days without Moon,
But she'll return to us soon.


