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93 PERCENT STARDUST

We have calcium in our bones,
iron in our veins,
carbon in our souls,
and nitrogen in our brains.
93 percent stardust,
with souls made of flames,
we are all just stars

that have people names.

Nikita Gill




WHAT IS NOW WILL SOON BE PAST »

® Just because you do it
doesn’t mean you always will. : *
Whether you're dancing dust
or breathing light +
you're never exactly the same,
twice.
I SAW
Yrsa Daley-Ward
[ saw a peacock with a fiery tail
I saw a blazing comet drop down hail
[ saw a cloud with ivy circled round
[ saw a sturdy oak creep on the ground *
f [ saw an ant swallow up a whale
I saw a raging sea brim full of ale
X [ saw a Venice glass sixteen foot deep
[ saw a well full of men’s tears that weep
[ saw their eyes all in a flame of fire
[ saw a house as big as the moon and higher
[ saw the sun even in the midst of night
[ saw the man that saw this wondrous sight. ¢

COMET
(To be read as quickly as possible, in as few breaths as you can manage.)

I'm a spinning, winning, tripping, zipping, super-sonic ice queen:
see my moon zoom, clock my rocket, watch me splutter tricksy space-steam.

I'm the dust bomb, I'm the freeze sneeze, I'm the top galactic jockey
made (they think) of gas and ice and mystery bits of something rocky.
Anonymous
Oh [ sting a sherbet orbit, running rings round star or planet;

should I shoot too near the sun, my tail hots up: ouch— OUCH — please fan it!

And I'm told I hold the answer to the galaxy’s top question:
that my middle’'s made of history (no surprise I've indigestion)

\d .
but for now I sprint and skid and whisk and bolt and belt and bomb it;
I'm that hell-for-leather, lunging, plunging, helter-skelter COMET.
*. Ll
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- THIS RAY OF SUN

e

This ray of sun I claim, -y
When warmth begins to wane.
On days when darkness lingers

- Incold and ghastly winters,

I'll recall its intensity

that day it shined on me.

Triska Hamid

until night comes. .

You can't see them, but they are there.
Unseen things are still there.

Deep in the blue s A . R . ' ' g
like pebbles at th: om of the sea, 4 ; ' v
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The withered, seedless dandelions
hidden in the cracks of the roof tile

wait silently for spring,

their strong roots unseen.
You can't see them, but they are there.
Unseen things are still there.

il Misuzu Kaneko
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GHAZAL WITH RAIN AND BIRDS

Day opens its eyes: sky’s pillowed with cloud.
Each morning’s a gift, a melody bright with birds.

Rain is beginning, and rain is ending,
longed-for and sudden, as heavy, as light as birds.

Atree is a village, a garden, a town,
a thunder of wingbeats, a day and a night of birds.

Streets freshly watered, a telephone line
is strung as if pearled, with white after white after white bird.

The breeze brings a kite painted with flowers —
it's caught in the arms of the tree, alight with birds.

Come to the river, to its bed full of stones,
Come rest on the green of its bank, a delight for birds.

Shazea Quraishi





