
 
 
 
 
 

‘The Planck Makes an Ant look Giant’ 
-by Rich Butnotfamous 

 
Emptiness. 

 
A fizz,  
Pop,  

Whizz,  
Bang,  

In,  
Out,  
Up,  

Down,  
Left,  

Right,  
Charming son of a boson. 

 
An antimatter anthill, 

Out of kilter, 
By a proton in a billion,  

Since the,  

BANG! 
 

What was that? 

 
The silent violent void, 

Makes particles paranoid, 
Of showing face in space, 
Where time is also place, 

And a then, 
To now, 
To when, 

Venn, 
Diagram, 

Sham. 
 

Directing Dirac, 
And Schrodinger's cat, 

To funnyman Feynmann,  
All lost on the layman,  
A chaos soup vacuum,  

Accumulating, 
Higgs into hiccups. 

 
A planet pops in and out of existence every time that you blink with your minds. 

 
 
 



I really don't have the time as,  
Already,  

Not,  
Now,  

Having,  
When's,  
Already,  
Having,  

Had,  
Had,  

Happening,  
Again. 

 
Einstein's playing dice with God now. 

 
Or not. 

 
Or has ag... 

 
Look, the point is, everything around us is going WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!! 

 
AND! 

 
WE'RE! 

 
not. 

 
Well,  

Maybe you are,  
But physicists have no matter to grasp now pirates made them walk the Planck. 

 
Length,  
Height,  
Width,  
Time,  

All in a rhyme,  
In a quantum. 

 
A what-um? 

 
Sorry, a quanta. 

 
A quarter to three wasn't there third century. 

 
I see, 
 Icy,  

Isosceles,  
Isolating,  

Exponentially,  
Inside a lullaby of lies,  

This vivid,  
Violent,  

Version of inertia,  
A merger of fiction, 

To fact, shun, 
The idea that anything's stable,  

You billowing cloud that's atomically fractal! 



 
 
 
 
 

Observe. 
 

Uncertainty reigns, 
In a world that takes pains, 

To superpositionalise all life out of waveforms. 
 

A pebble dashed beach makes all of this uniform. 
 

Beans,  
Africa,  

Gingham,  
A daydream,  

a Pontiac Firebird, 
And mountain stream,  

A oneness because all this just happened. 
 

Maybe. 
 

I'm still not really sure. 
 

But then nothingness is an, 
Infinite, schizophrenic,  
Immaterial epidemic, 

And it wouldn't be anything, 
Without you, 

To see it. 
 

To feel it. 
 

To hear, I raise a glass. 
 

For realities first class. 
 

A super tsunami positioning positive deposits of principles. 
 

Pauli excludes poor old time between electrons. 
 

HOW FAST ARE YOU?! 
 

No, wait, where are you? 
 

Oh, I see you! 
 

You weren't there a second ago. 
 

... 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

That's probably the end. 


