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Stars

The closest star, though it shines the brightest, is not mine.
Mine is the distant one
Whose twinkle is so faint

That its presence is debated.

And vet I reach for it,
Pocketing smaller, brighter stars on my way
In case my distant destination
Is only an illusion,
A reflection of lights I’ve seen before

And assumed would continue on into the night.
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