
119

Green Eyes

Yesenia Luna

Planetary nebulas lay on your eyes.
Stars so bluish; green at low power.
Like comets so verdant,
they glow on your face.
Elemental oxygen that emits light.
You carry galaxies and don’t even know,
the electrons and temperatures you show.
Multicolored displaying known auras.
Ethereal by nature,
but to you they’re just green.
If I stare at them long enough,
I’ll melt away.


