
The Star Lit Guitar



A silent figure,

he sits by a campfire,

deep in the desert.



Rocks, sand,

saguaro cacti,

all around.



A distant trumpet call,

but its only in,

his imagination,

not real,

no more,

it once was,

now,

no more.



Off in the distance,

a sliver of a moon,

slowly sets in the Uttermost West.



He reaches over,

in the dying light,

and takes a guitar,

from its cloth cover.



It has seen better days.

Aiiii !

Better decades would be more like it !

[ If anyone was to see it, ]

[ they might say... ]

[ 'its seen better centuries' ]



He doesn't know how many owned it,

before him,

he just knows,

he likes to play it,

or maybe,

just maybe,

it plays him ?



The embers of his fire,

slowly dim,

as they slowly burn out,

like some stars have done,

their hydrogen all gone.



A soft chord,

plays amongst the strings.



The owl,

that hooted,

from the nearby cactus,

quieted,

to see what this being,

was going to do.



He played there,

in the Star Light,

of Elves,

and Humans,

of Orcs, and Dwarves,

and Starships,

of quiet Knights,

train whistles,

and old beat up cars,

and battles down thru the Ages !



Of beings,

that talked,

and some that hummed,

quietly to themselves,

if thats what they were !



Of animals,

and plants,

abiding thru the Long Night,

before people arrived.



Nebulae hiss,

as Hydrogen burns,

out in the Deep Dark.



Pulsars flash,

like lighthouses,

upon the rocky shore.



Black holes,

destroying matter,

and splashing high intensity rays

all around themselves,

as the steep cliff,

'above' them,

yanks matter into

the Event Horizon !



Softly the guitar plays,

and talks,

oh how it talks,

of what once was,

what might yet be,

and what is Now.



Out there,

in the Deep Dark,

of the Desert,

with just the stars,

and distant planets,

to light the Night.

