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I told them,

I was going out to Jupiter, 

to visit relatives,

but what I really did,

was book a flight,

on a slow solar sail ship,

down to south Jupiter climes.



The journey took longer,

but getting there was more than half the fun.



I took the beanstalk up to Earth orbit,

but doesn't everyone ?



Yeah, then a fast ship over to L-5,

so as to catch the ship out to Jupiter,

pack lightly,

souvenirs are always abundant out there,

in the quiet,

of interplanetary space.



The solar sail ship's decor was South Pacific,

the music sublime,

we danced for hours,

under one-tenth gravity,

tropical shirts, hats,

bikinis, and other,

assorted Earth tropical clothes,

some of it filmy indeed,

was the order of the day.



Impromptu singing and dancing,

was not required,

but partaken by all.



A woman stood up,

and sang a song,

a song of one last sunset,

in the quiet tropics,

of Old Earth,

of a longing for quiet times,

far from the maddening crowd,

far from the worries of city life,

no hover craft zooming by,

no jet skis crowding the harbor with their noise !



oh !

for the quiet of a tropical sunset,

with the sun coming up like thunder,

the next day,

but Earth has gotten crowded,

no quiet tropics left there,

but come to the slow solar sail ship,

out to the southern part,

of this old solar system,

and we can dance for days,

at one-tenth graviteee,

as Alpha Centauri shines,

through a porthole,

and the Magellanic Clouds,

light up the lounge and veranda,

in a South Pacific Way,

as we glide along,

on our way,

to Jupiter.



I blink,

and find myself,

back in the cube farm,

someone mentions lunch,

and I count the heads bobbing up,

sigh, I wonder if I was really anywhere.



And then I see it,

beside my computer monitor,

a small model,

of an orange, blue, and green,

solar sail ship,

with the sail looking like a sunset,

in a quiet lagoon,

waaay out there,

in the south edge of this solar system,

in a South Pacific Tropical Way.



Ah, it was a wonderful journey,

how I remember the light,

of the Magellanic Clouds,

on her hair,

on that ship,

as we glided along,

to the port,

at South Jupiter,

in the galactic night.

