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James Galt
Wish Upon
I played dot-to-dot 
With the stars
On a warm spring night, 
Making a new constellation 
By tracing the shape 
Of your absence
In the distant, dark sky.

Then I filled the 
Hollow inner space
With memories of you.

I made two wishes 
As I closed my eyes:
For you, be happy; 
For me, survive. 


