Beyond Imagination Part 2: The Solar System
Despite his superstitious ignorance, early man noticed something unusual about the stars. He watched  hem glide silently across the night sky, and dance across the heavens to the rhythm of the seasons. He also noticed that some of the stars behaved differently. Gliding across the firmament with a will of their own. The ancient Greeks called them the wanderers. Today, we know them as the planets.
Ignorant of their true nature he attributed them with mysterious prognostic powers. He tracked their progress across the firmament, convinced that the paths they traced across the stars could foretell his destiny. To this day, some of his descendants still harbor his delusion.
Unable to accept that he was not at the heart of creation he imagined the sun and the planets gliding in circles. Tethered to an Earth that sat at the center of his Universe. And, of course, his earth was flat. 
And so it was for more than a millennium. Rooted in doctrine, enshrined by faith. Until Man learned... to think. He built more accurate instruments and began to gaze up with a more critical eye. He soon realized that perhaps all was not as it seemed.
The newborn knowledge struggled against deeply rooted dogma. Establishment fought hard against enlightenment suppressing it without mercy. But once the fire had been ignited it could not be extinguished, and its light began to shine. 
And so man came to know the planets for what they really were. And as he looked yet deeper he discovered how they moved - and why. With his newfound knowledge he looked further still and discovered new worlds, unknown to the ancients. Thus he finally began to comprehend his place in the Cosmos.
He learned that the very force that holds the planets in their orbits is also responsible for their birth. The incessant tug of gravity is irresistible, drawing together clouds of gas and dust. The growing ball starts to glow with the friction of the swirling vortex, until it ignites.
The infant star shines forth from amidst
The infant star shines forth from amidst a swirling disc of flotsam that will one day birth its family of planets. Slowly the debris begin to coalesce as they circle the fledgling star. With every impact they grow. Slowly, steadily, over millions of years. As the circling fragments grow the collisions become larger, more violent and more devastating. Large enough to produce our own moon.
And the story continues in our galaxy every day – in the nebulae. Vast clouds of dust and gas. The birthplaces of stars. The nurseries of new worlds. The crucibles of creation. The Eagle Nebula. Home of the Pillars of Creation. Our whole solar system, out to Pluto would fit into this circle alone. 
Science has shown us that we are but an insignificant speck in the thrumming of the cosmos. Even from the edges of our own solar system Mother Earth is just a pale blue dot, alone and unnoticed, floating in infinity. 
The journey has been humbling but the rewards breathtaking. We are not the center of creation. Not even a grain of sand on the on the unending strand of the Cosmos. Not spun from a dream, or the petals of a lotus flower, or the body of a dead giant. Not breathed into existence by godly words. Nor constructed in mere days. All so obviously mundane tales conjured by the human mind. When, in fact, reality is simply... Beyond Imagination.

