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“I said to the sun, ‘Tell me about the big bang.” The sun said, ‘it hurts to become.’

—Andrea Gibson

At our sleepover in seventh grade I drew the constellations
on your back with sparkly blue gel pen.

You were captivated—the purple moon inked

on your hip and Orion sprawled across your forearm.

How could I have missed it—a star that falls always

falls but first, jumps.



