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The Pale Blue Dot—Carl Sagen, 1994

“From this distant vantage point, the Earth might not seem of any particu-
lar interest. But for us, it’s different. Consider again that dot. That’s here. 
That’s home. That’s us.

On it everyone you love, everyone you know, everyone you ever heard  
of, every human being who ever was, lived out their lives.

The aggregate of our joy and suffering, thousands of confident religions, 
ideologies, and economic doctrines, every hunter and forager, every  
hero and coward, every creator and destroyer of civilization, every king 
and peasant, every young couple in love, every mother and father,  
hopeful child, inventor and explorer, every teacher of morals, every  
corrupt politician, every ‘superstar,’ every ‘supreme leader,’ every saint 
and sinner in the history of our species lived there—on a mote of dust sus-
pended in a sunbeam.

The Earth is a very small stage in a vast cosmic arena. Think of the rivers 
of blood spilled by all those generals and emperors so that in glory and 
triumph they could become the momentary masters of a fraction of a dot. 
Think of the endless cruelties visited by the inhabitants of one corner of  
this pixel on the scarcely distinguishable inhabitants of some other corner.

How frequent their misunderstandings, how eager they are to kill one an-
other, how fervent their hatreds. Our posturings, our imagined self-impor-
tance, the delusion that we have some privileged position in the universe, 
are challenged by this point of pale light.

Our planet is a lonely speck in the great enveloping cosmic dark.

In our obscurity—in all this vastness—there is no hint that help will come 
from elsewhere to save us from ourselves.

The Earth is the only world known, so far, to harbor life. There is nowhere 
else, at least in the near future, to which our species could migrate.

Visit, yes. Settle, not yet. Like it or not, for the moment, the Earth is where 
we make our stand. It has been said that astronomy is a humbling and 
character-building experience. There is perhaps no better demonstration  
of the folly of human conceits than this distant image of our tiny world.

To me, it underscores our responsibility to deal more kindly with one  
another and to preserve and cherish the pale blue dot, the only home 
we’ve ever known.”



Elementia/The Path—George Brais

 Where I must go now
 You cannot follow just yet
 My child, in death

Beachwalk/Forbidden Love—David Qualls

 Peaceful sorrow
 Sweet pain, sweet pain
 I don’t really want to know 
 Gone tomorrow 
 Walking with the rain 
 Wake me up before you go

 Forbidden love

 I will kiss you
 and save them in a jar
 So I could open it next week
 And I will miss you
 See you in the stars 
 Kiss the moon upon the cheek

 Forbidden love



One Boastful Soldier—Brett DeBoer

Measured breaths sounding like 
 the four guitars of the apocalypse,

finger painted on the shoulders
 of people who have come before…

 Laughing hopefully.

When we poured across the border,
mission bells in the distance,

 were never enough 
and I learned to skip…

 Finding harmony.
•.

One boastful soldier 
believing in immortality
and the divine right of kings
goose steps to the red, white and blue

 kiss of the wolf
and declares a hunt…

 Deceiving partners.
•.

One hundred roses
 mistaking straw for models

and bread ovens as their gardens,
face the fire…

Occasionally surviving.

Officially bled
through no fault of their own,
strawberries
in the summer sun, sizzle
while dandelions
await their turn…

Running scared.

A moth just flew in the lantern,
 it’s a tiny hole,
 he could barely fit,
 yet, he flew in anyway…

 With abandon.

Tiny sparks, 
 of white-hot light,
 pin-pricked the pitch blackness 
 of the deserted sky…

 In celebration.

Did you cry
 Lie to me no more
 when faced with 
 the true reality of freedom?

Grab hold of it,
 insist. 

It’s only your life…

Precious gem.

The day he died was a birthday,
 And I noticed it was mine,

Was it ours?

 Saving grace.

Later joined at a critical moment
 we may meet,
 on a new dimension.

and once again,
 share the present…

 After all.

The spirit
 of centering yourself
 with the clay

remains long after the pot is broken.

 Through honor.



Marbleworld/Shock of the Now—David Qualls

 Welcome to our Pow Wow, take a bow, it’s the Shock of the   
 Now, education a fluctuating Dow, how will we respond? What  
 will they allow? Why is there no cash cow? 

 Thought we were wise, groaning and waiting to monetize,
 while hearing the cries for the future, There will be no
 bone thrown, no forgiven loan, just the constant weight of the   
 heavy stone and sewn suture, but we are not alone, put down   
 that phone, come together and OWN the future. 

Just talk, and Connect.

 Let’s wipe our brow, and plow through the Atmos, look
 around, hear the sounds, we are surrounded, Dolby 
 unbounded, lifted up, floating, and unwound, we have found   
 our calling, sometimes falling but never hitting the ground.

 In this ever changing, ever fluid world, you are 
 comprehensible, indispensable, you need that oyster uncurled,   
 to reveal the pearl that is YOU, you are water, shining light into
 the sky, absorbing the warmth and knowledge to apply, higher  
 and higher until you fly, you will not be denied your WHY. 

 It’s our passion, not what’s in fashion, rules must be 
 understood and lived in order to be broken, we have spoken   
 that THIS MAKES US HAPPY, we have awoken to the new, and
 we are scrappy, we have the drive and the hive-minded view,   
 from the few to the many, is there ANYthing we can’t do?

 So let’s jump behind that horse and plow, walk the walk, talk
 the talk, rock around the clock, on a wing and a prayer, we
 are the cat’s pajamas and meow, knock-knock, who’s there?

 It’s the Shock of the Now! 

 And we are everywhere!




