
The glitter in the sky looks as if I 

could scoop it all up in my hands 

and let the stars swirl and touch 

one another, but they are so 

distant, so very far apart, that they 

cannot feel the warmth of each 

other, even though they are made 

of burning.  

Sometimes it seemed to him that 

his life was delicate as a dandelion. 

One little off from any direction, 

and it was blown to bits. 


