
A Pretty Blue Planet Floating Free 
 
The planet floats in the dark void of nothingness we call space.  Eternity is in all 
directions.  An infinite void of emptiness surrounds us. Yet here it is, a pretty blue 
planet floating free in its very special place in the universe.  It is not a lifeless rock 
with unimaginable, inhospitable conditions.  It is not an overheated poisoned 
place nor is it a frozen wasteland of solidified gasses.  It sits in its orbit, just the 
right distance from its star, spinning on a tilted axis that distributes the heat that 
keeps it neither too warm nor too 
cold, with oceans of water and a 
precise mix of gases in its 
atmosphere to sustain its life.  Yet 
these are just a few of the 
countless, apparently random 
factors that have come together in 
one place to make this special 
planet our home.   
 
And the life that abounds is even 
more amazing.  The inanimate, 
lifeless matter, having originated 
from the ancient stars long since 
gone, arises from the earth itself 
and is somehow assembled into 
the multitude of life forms that 
populate, move and breathe 
throughout its oceans and land.  
The life forms on the planet come and go, receding back into the cycle of lifeless 
matter from where it came, only to re-emerge again and again over the eons in 
various forms.  All the while the planet keeps its lonely vigil simply orbiting its star 
in the vastness of space; around and around it goes.   
 
So, if the human mind and our very being are made from the matter of ancient 
stars, that just happened to come together and emerge as life on this planet; and 
when we think about such things and how amazing this planet really is; and we 
ponder the marvels of the universe and its secrets as they are slowly revealed to 
us; are we not actually the universe thinking about itself?   
 
Are these simply random events that just coincidently all came together with an 
infinitesimal probability to create this special place?  – I think not.  
 
A pretty blue planet floating free,  
with everything needed to keep it alive, 
provided here at no cost, 
but once it is gone, 
it is forever lost. 
 – Ken Bennett, 1974 


