Staring at the sun

Here I sit across the room, staring at the sun.

All I can do is watch and admire the golden glow.

My eyes not blinded, but paralyzed by the radiance.

Wishing that I was the moon only to share the same sky,

But even then, I would be separated by night and day.

Even then I would just reflect its light, never possessing my own.

The sun gives me hope, the sustainer of my life.

I wake up each morning to see it grace the horizon,

Only to know that it is still the same distance from me as it was the day before.

Like a moth I wish to fly up to be burned in its fire.

Alas, I have no wings, forever an eternity away.

I often ponder, taken in by breathe-taking beauty,

Does the sun look at me as I look at it?

Or is it preoccupied with other stars,

Foolishly envious of their light, dim in comparison to its own.

Wishing itself to be like another star,

Ignoring its watcher in search of other admirers.

I think of all this as I sit,

Staring at the sun. 

