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As the spiral galaxy slowly turns,

out there in the Intergalactic Night,

a bass fiddle slowly plays,

one note at a time,

with many spaces in between,

nebulae thick with interstellar,

dust and gas,

form proto-systems,

out there, 

in the Galactic Night.



Civilizations rise and flourish,

fall and fail,

across the Island Universe,

many of them call Home.



Comets blazing in the night,

some hitting planets,

some making like glorious sparklers,

in numerous solar nights.



Gas giant planets fuss and fume,

while smaller planets,

Pluto-like in their size,

get renamed and called minor,

while in some solar systems,

such places find their astronomers capable of naming,

all of them,

in their many thousands.



Starships move across the firmament,

slowly they go,

as cosmic speeds are counted,

unless you use the speed,

of one galactic turn,

on its gigantic axis.



Globular clusters,

hover above the Ecliptic,

glowing in the night,

some use as navigation aids,

and others see them as pretty.



A bass fiddle somewhere,

is slowly plucked,

string by string,

the quarks show charm,

both are claimed to be theories,

by some and fact by others.



Hydrogen abounds,

stupidity to,

the galaxy cares not,

as it spins on its axis,

in the Galactic Night,

other galaxies are globular,

some stretched by collisions of gravity,

and others are in some strange form,

varying by which direction they are observed from !

[ Shakyspear aside: all that dust, doncha know ? ]



A piano is slowly played,

note by note,

in some of the empty spaces,

in between bass fiddle notes,

plucked by some gigantic hands.



[ the galaxies abide ]



[ exit ]



