Shooting Stars

Bang! and the universe born in fury,

Clouds of dust coalesced in virgin space.

Now giant telescopes search in query

For answers to your mystery daylight efface

Shakespeare wrote, “all the world’s a stage”, 

Then the heavens are your movie screen,

With showers of shooting stars that rage

Beyond our grasp of reality seen.

Bring your meteors close aboard my corner

So that I may marvel at their race.

Their light show expands my reality ever

Reminding how minute my world is in space.
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