
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	

				A	Reflection	on	Ephemerality	
	

	

Like	
snowf	
la	
kes	

in	April	
falling	from	

a	
turbulent	

sky	
	

touching	th	
is	

world	
briefly	
soon	
van	
is	
hing	
from	
sight	
our	ex	
is	

tence	
is	
tra	

ncient	
	

yet	
a	

sing	
le	snowf	

la	
ke	
can	
re	
joice	

and	spark	
le	
wit	
h	
out	

thought	
of	

being	era	
sed	
if	
it	

shines	
in	
the	
mom	
ent	
and	
lets	

eternity	em	
brace	
.

	


