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two seeds inside a radius
of silver filament
tiny hair-like tentacles
caught in a spider web –
a luminescent shimmering
as they sway within
the gentle of an evening breeze
and slowly setting sun –

i watch them – like a giantess
of goddess out of myth 
as if the eternity
beyond their transience –
as if i am a giant star
shining their galaxy –
as they are planet governors
to microscopic worlds. 
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