


,..that undiscovered country

In all lives but the meanest comes the day 
You reach the edges of the mapped domain 
And venture over rims marked firmly for 
Small lives which lie in well-known love or pain. 

The solid white that lies beyond the known 
Is mapped as desert? though your senses know 
The white holds undiscovered lakes and hills 
And landscapes where new unknown fruits may glow.

Crossing the frontiers of our unknown world 
Where travellers tales may turn to truth, or lie, 
Make your own maps; the heart alone can find 
Some fixed and compass star to journey by,
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lights in the sky and all that

Last night I went out at 10:34 pm to watch the 
Echo satellite pass over Texas. I hadn’t the 
least notion what to expect; I’d never seen a 
satellite, other than the good old-fashioned' • 
satellite which takes 11| hours, more ofc less, 
to cross from horizon to horizon. I was 
watching tHe, Western horizon, waiting for it. 
to rise...the age of science has reversed even 
that small natural order of things which allows 
a moon to rise in the east and set in the west.

Texas is a good place, in. the small towns at 
least, for tracking satellites. The flat horizon 
makes of the sky a full iSO-degree field for the 
rising and downsetting of'suns and stars.' On a 
dark night, clear and cloudless in this arid 
season, after the glimmer of the new’.moon has set, 
the sky is painted black, with ho city lights to 
blur away even the lowest stars. The Dipper lies 
supine on its back* the Great Wain of the Druids 
tilted into a cosmic ditch. The Galactib Arm like 
spindrift, foams across the zenith. Corona Borealis 
shimmers like a pale diamond tiara behind the 
footlights of the world. Sagittarius rides with 
his bow at full . tension, the poor man’s Orion, 
while Orion lies below the horizon. •
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Brad said suddenly into the darkness "There it 
goes, honey." By the small flame of his cigarette 
lighter he verifies the time; 10:32 pm. Off to A 
the North now, crossing the pale stars of the . 
Little Dipper, I see a brighter star than the pallid 
ones there; about the brighteness of Mars, but a 
Mars veering crazily in the North, gliding with a 
strange persistence toward a paler star. Only 
by this pale persistence and motion can I tell it 
from a planet, until it crosses a star? and then I 
see how it lies inside that guardian rim of our 
known world. Unswerving, it ploughs on, cutting a 
strange lighted rim through the night, and fades 
away as the motion begins to be less1 persistent 
with the lowering of the angle of vision.

Suddenly I realize that I am chilly, though the . 
Texas night, the August night, lies like a clammy 
blanket around me. Clearing my throat, I maka 
myself laugh. t

"It makes me want to say something portentuous," 
I venture. "Something like "What hath God wrought?1

"Only," he says, ”it wasn’t God.” •




