
Of Stars and Men
1. Was it Ptolemy's truth, or Copernicus — see? 
It depends where you stand: on the Sun? On the sea? 
So, both of them right — and in vain Bruno burned, 
And his fire left Rome in the dark, never turned.

2. But for ships that must sail through the seas far away, 
Copernicus seemed to bring clearer the way. 
Near at hand is the death as the sailors all know — 
What lies aft and ahead is the same waters' flow. 
Like a prison afloat, the ship rocks with each sway, 
While they wait for the verdict no man can delay.

3. It is wind that decides in the great open sea,
 With a force that obeys neither reason nor plea. 
When the ocean rears up like a beast set to gore, 
It can pull every soul to the nethermost floor.

4. Far more trusted, the heavens have always remained,
 Like a compass that never in darkness is strained.
 At the top of the sky, like a nail made of flame, 
Driven deep in the void with no tremor or aim. 
Still, it burns, not with warmth, but with cold, steady glow, 
As it leads all the sailors whose ships come and go.

5. Polaris conducts the silent choir of stars,
 Surer than compass or chart, it outshines all by far. 
It became both a bearing and lantern of peace, 
Guides the ship through the dark till the tempests all cease.

6. Or perhaps through the deep to the world far away, 
Where the shadows of fish twist and flicker and sway. 
Moving crests, dancing curves, every glittering twist 
Masks a danger unseen in the whirl of the mist. 
In this realm of reflections each motion deceives, 
As destruction lurks deep in the dark water heaves.

7. This is simpler than simple: a man on the sea 
Is forever a stranger, whoever he be. 
And the soul's only hope to survive in the waves 
Is that knot of the light above masthead, that saves. 
For down here you see none of the simplest of forms —
 Not a cube, not a sphere, not the shadow it warms.

8. In this world of illusion where birds and the fish 
Glide through currents that echo your thought and your wish,
 	While meaning repeats in its circular game, 
Like the waves that keep beating one rhythm, one name.

9. Far more complex than complex is the world with no end, 
That enfolds all the stars as the heavens extend. 
Since its birth it has grown, yet it never broke free
 From the One who created its vastity be. 
Like a fold in a fabric — from it, yet inside, 
Ever part of His being, yet boundless and wide.

10. All the stars are still racing — not only the known, 
But the ones far beyond every chart ever shown. 
Created from nothing, a perfect design, 
Each atom compressed in a whirl of divine. 
It was born in one instant, then burst into flame — 
While God's world was beyond it — eternal, the same.

11. Then He split off a part — from His breath it began — 
On a small, hidden planet where new life could span. 
He created the fish, and the beasts, and mankind, 
With the center of all in the smallest we find. 
In the depth of yourself when you're silent and free, 
And alone as the flame of a candle's shy plea.

12. When two candles embrace with their flames pure and bright,
 They bring flick of light to those lost in the night. 
As the fire in your heart burns more strong and more true, 
Then His presence shines clearer from deep within you.

