






All is black.
All is black on Earth.
Everything that’s white in daytime is black at night.
I’m the boy in the darkness.
But the stars shine on me.



*
I’m the boy in the bed.
The bed with a white pillow and a white duvet in a white room.
At night all that is white is hidden in the dark.
And I like it. Because it’s only at night I can see the stars.



Mum and dad and big sister have made the starry sky.
It gives light when they are not here.
It shines on me and watches over me.



Dad points and tells me about the stars
Each star has a name.
Each star is part of a constellation.
Stars can live for millions of years. 
We see the light from the stars even after they are dead.



I want to be an astronaut.
I want to fly in a rocket out into space. 
Fly through the universe and give names to new stars. 
I wonder if I’m big enough.



Dad strokes my hair and says I can become whatever I want. 
Dad says, nothing is impossible.



Mum whispers and tells about angels. 
People who die become angels.
Angels are people’s souls. 
They are the ones who light up the stars. 
We see the light from the souls forever even if they are gone.




