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A Space Odyssey
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“The history of astronomy is a history of receding
horizons.”
- Edwin Powell Hubble.
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“Space is for everybody. It’s not just for a few people in
science or math, or for a select group of astronauts.
That’s our new frontier out there, and it’s everybody’s
business to know about space.”

— Christa McAuliffe.
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The Stars Are Mansions Built By Nature's Hand

by William Wordsworth

A habitation marvellously planned,

For life to occupy in love and rest;

The stars are mansions built by Nature's hand,
And, haply, there the spirits of the blest
Dwell, clothed in radiance, their immortal vest;

Huge Ocean shows, within his yellow strand,

All that we see--is dome, or vault, or nest.
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My Star by Robert Browning
All, that | know

Of a certain star

Is, it can throw

(Like the angled spar)

Now a dart of red,

Now a dart of blue;

Till my friends have said

They would fain see, too,

My star that dartles the red and the blue!

Then it stops like a bird; like a flower, hangs furled:
They must solace themselves with the Saturn above it.
What matter to me if their star is a world?

Mine has opened its soul to me; therefore | love it.
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Bright star, would | were stedfast as thou art

by John Keats
Bright star, would | were stedfast as thou art—

Not inlone splendour hung aloft the night
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable,
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death.
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Poem for The Astronauts by Milton Acorn

As a wild duck painted sunrise colors

blurs his wings with speed

to a land known only to his heart’s thrill

so man’s truest home is the wind
created of his breath
and he breathes deepest in mystery
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New stars, Figures in the heavens
\oices, How full

must be the vessel, the eye

that searches emptiness!

Canadais the scent of pines

I left my land and returned

to know this and become Canadian.
To be an earthman | must leave Earth;
And what is Earth?

The whisper of grass?

Seeds turbulent
with fearful exultance

voyaging...

An Indian running the desert

kept a stone under his tongue

to drink the saliva, and

his skin remembered a thousand light touches
-fingers of his beloved
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