ONE SONG

"What is this universe?" I asked

of physicists, astronomers and others

who strive daily to penetrate its depths and breadths.

They told me of wondrous things,

of energies, of velocities

and of distances measured only by time that I don't have.

And they told me about stars that have long since ceased to shine,

but whose prior light still serves to guide mariners in the dark.

Since I am a mariner myself,

constrained to find my way on life's uncharted sea,

I thought:

"perhaps the stars have guidance for me, too.

I shall consult them face to face."

And thus it was I found myself beneath a starry night,

surrounded by the rhythms of rustling stalks of corn,

of crickets and of other night-time celebrants.

I watched and listened far and long,

and marveled that a guiding star,

though dead, perhaps, two thousand years

could trustingly be followed by those who seek direction.

I consulted with the galaxies,

until I recognized that the sparkling far above

was echoing

in the pulsing melodies of the celebrants below.

"What is this universe?"

The answer to my question came

in four-part harmony:

S elves, in unison with

O thers, re-creating

N ature and fulfilling nature's

G od.
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