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Sometimes I’ll wonder “why?”
In things beyond our sky,
The harmony of the unknown,
I can feel it’s reply,

The movement of the stars,
Arranged in constellations for ours,
And once the moon has took throne,
It’s dynamics brighten and charm,

The planets of our solar system, orbiting in choir,
To stay on tempo, is what they desire,
As the sun aids the planets’ tone,
It's eternal chorus I enquire,

I look into my telescope, through cloudy veil,
And I view a giant galaxy tail,
Stars, small, substantial, are sown,
A rhythm of scale, dotted with celestial details,

Peeking through my window, before hitting the hay,
Comets soaring in ensemble, above the Florida bay,
A fantasy I thought real, until a ringing from my phone,
Woke me up to the very next day,

The sound of space,
Something I absorb with embrace,
Is this thought just my own?
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