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lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipisicing

elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et 

dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad minim veniam, quis

nostrud exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex 

ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in 

reprehenderit in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu

fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat

cupidatat non proident, sunt in culpa qui officia

deserunt mollit anim id est laborum.









The Traveler alone on the entropic shore. 

Les Edwards’s illustration (1979) 

for H.G. Wells, The Time Machine (1895)



“Earthrise” (Bill Anders, Apollo 8, 1968)  

“Pale Blue Dot” (Voyager 1, 1990, rev. 2015)



In Praise of Mystery: A Poem for Europa

Arching under the night sky inky

with black expansiveness, we point

to the planets we know, we

pin quick wishes on stars. From earth,

we read the sky as if it is an unerring book

of the universe, expert and evident.

Still, there are mysteries below our sky:

the whale song, the songbird singing

its call in the bough of a wind-shaken tree.

We are creatures of constant awe,

curious at beauty, at leaf and blossom,

at grief and pleasure, sun and shadow.

And it is not darkness that unites us,

not the cold distance of space, but

the offering of water, each drop of rain,

each rivulet, each pulse, each vein.

O second moon, we, too, are made

of water, of vast and beckoning seas.

We, too, are made of wonders, of great

and ordinary loves, of small invisible worlds,

of a need to call out through the dark.
Ada Limón, “In Praise of Mystery” (2023)

Europa (JunoCam, 2022)



Commemorative “Message in a bottle” plate,

Europa Clipper (2024)



On the Beach at Night Alone

On the beach at night alone,

As the old mother sways her to and fro singing her husky song,

As I watch the bright stars shining, I think a thought of the clef of the universes and of the future.

A vast similitude interlocks all,

All spheres, grown, ungrown, small, large, suns, moons, planets,

All distances of place however wide,

All distances of time, all inanimate forms,

All souls, all living bodies though they be ever so different, or in different worlds,

All gaseous, watery, vegetable, mineral processes, the fishes, the brutes,

All nations, colors, barbarisms, civilizations, languages,

All identities that have existed or may exist on this globe, or any globe,

All lives and deaths, all of the past, present, future,

This vast similitude spans them, and always has spann’d.

And shall forever span them and compactly hold and enclose them.

Walt Whitman, Leaves of Grass (1867)



The Lorax observes early galaxy formation

in the Era of Reionization, 13.3–13.4 BYA 

(James Webb Space Telescope, CEERS, 2022)
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