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I.
The sun was a dish of burnished courage
The trees were a masque of plaster axes
The clouds were a ring of singing whispers
The grass was a shrug of humble comfort

II.
The burnished sun was a dish of courage
The plaster trees were a masque of axes
The singing clouds were a ring of whispers
The humble grass was a shrug of comfort

III.
The sun was a burnished dish of courage
The trees were a plaster masque of axes
The clouds were a singing ring of whispers
The grass was a humble shrug of comfort
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