Powdered Glass

Tiny cubes of light

Catch the morning sun

Pure and brilliant

A thousand tiny dreams

Each one unique

Cast upon the sidewalk

Dancing with joy

At every shift of light

And passing shadow

The warm wind tickles the nearby grass

Jealous flowers seem to stare in awe

A shy beetle watches, contemplating

I walk softly around the display

Careful not to disturb this miniature world

Glancing back, all I can see

Is the broken window of a car

And nothing more

