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​
Little Bang

By David C. Kopaska-Merkel

 


So God's in His Workshop,

and an infinitesimal point rolls off His
bench;

He can't reach it in time,

so covers His ears,

but there's just a small pop

when it hits and He remembers

He'd picked it up

at Larry's Universal Discount,

“Less Bang for Your Buck,”

after what happened last time:

besides the mess,

the far side of the lab,

and the rack of celestial wrenches,

so far away it took light billennia...

and after he had let it be and all,

and then these critters

were transitioning each other in His
name,

but this time,

this time,

they were as immortal

as fish, already discovered FTL,

and peaceful as all get out.

 


 


 


​
Greener Grass

By Lisa Timpf

 


our ancestors arrived

in droves vast as herds of bison

whose thunderous progress

once darkened the prairies

of their home planet

 


they promised themselves

more plentiful crops

cleaner air, greener grass

here on Edenvale

 


centuries later

we scuff through ochre dust

of wind-scoured fields

where forests once flourished

 


on long nights

lit by twin moons

the ever-present breeze

sets curtains swaying and whispers

truths—in the rattle of withered leaves

we hear the dying echo of our forbears'

hollow dreams

 


 


 


​ We Can’t Go (But We
Must)

By Mike
Morgan

 


I wanna go fly
to the ends of space.

But they
say

It costs
too much – how ya gonna
pay?

I wanna stand
on alien soil.

But they
say

Nuh-uh - Other
worlds are too far away.

I wanna see a
brand-new star.

But they
say

FTL’s
impossible – there’s just no way.

I wanna go
live under strange new skies.

But they
say

Freezing’s out – no sleepin’ through th’ trip, OK?

I wanna go hug
an E.T. friend.

But they
say

Sorry – we’re
alone in this cosmic ballet.

I wanna go
find what’s beyond the known.

But they
say

Don’t
be stupid, man – that’s
such a cliché.

I wanna go to
space.

Here’s
what I say
–

We’re
killing the Earth – do you wanna stay?

 


 


 


​ Saluting Those Who
Leave

by Francis W. Alexander

 


The youngster peers into the night sky.

Her people’s last home star,

now a nebula –

is there,

the galaxy of their roots is not.

Thirty-three million years ago her
ancestors

sojourned from their dying galaxy.

Dodging black holes, gamma ray bursts,

and supernova, her people moved onwards

carefully traversing the black sea.

One million years ago

her kind plopped here,

the five thousandth home

on their ancestors’ timeline.

Their knowledge is unimaginable

to beings in younger galaxies.

Again, there is a movement

to brave the black seas,

to colonize the younger spirals,

to find new kinds of beings,

and go where their kind has never gone.

 


 


 


​ In my weird dream

By Sravani Singampalli

 


It all happened that day

In my weird dream

When I discovered myself

On the planet Mars.

There was life here

Yes! Air, water, soil and

Everything for survival

Just like we have on earth.

But the water here was

Pink in colour,

Air was brown and

Could be seen by naked eyes!

The soil was green

And the trees were upside down

With golden foliage.

I was shocked

To behold such queer things.

People around me looked

Like weird animals

With large rectangular eyes.

They kept on staring at me

Were they aliens or

Was I an alien to them?

 


 


 


​ Bright Lights
and New Beginnings

By Debby Feo

 


Similar to dying stories

But knowing indeed she was not

Transiting directly towards

Brightly-lit, tunnel-like Entrance

 


Prior to future permanence

On a newly colonized world

She passed thru the "Sanitation"

To preserve life, planetside

 


Versus death, experience saved

All knowledge acquired would remain

No need to start over from scratch,

Memories properly contained

 


Suitably sanitized body

Assigned room in Adjustment Dorm

Given appropriate clothing

For new existence planetside

 


Then, shuttled to brand new Homedome

After airview of neighborhood

She settles down for new Sleeptime

On the morrow - unique restart

 


 


 


​
Encrypted

by WC Roberts

 


interstellar humming

echoes yet to be written, writhing

segmented

tripod locomotion

down the halls of the _Stalag_

generation ship

against whose hull the astronaut

the great escapist

hurls his dream Upon Arrival

repeatedly

with verve and a purpose:

 


to be remembered

as something other than he was

subliminal

striving

snowballing intel

clearing the way for others

to come after

chasing down his dream

with their own

awakening

to worlds Unchained

 


a white noise

thought from a quasar

encrypted

as the astronaut himself is

dreaming of the opening

of his tomb

and the emptying of his heart

into the void

 


 


 


​
Alaska to the Stars: a Miner's Tale

by Mary A. Turzillo

 


Descended from prospectors who
sought ore,

the golden stuff, the king of noble metal,

our hero started life in the land of The Bug

(I mean The Mosquito, with a stinger like a tent
stake),

conceived in fervent love in northern Juneau

in the back seat of a rusted-out
Mercury.

 


And in that land that freezes
mercury

out of thermometers, our hero sought to dip his
oar

in astronautics. Skeptics said,
"What would you know?

You shouldn't try to meddle

in what your betters have at stake.

What are you, some kind of
space-bug?"

 


So our hero bought an souped up VW
Bug,

and prepared to drive like speedy Mercury.

He packed his bags and pulled up stakes.

Thank God he was neither a lender nor an ower.

He put his pedal to the metal

and fled Alaska like Jupiter
pursued by Juno.

 


Now two hours south of Cape
Kennedy is this town named Juno.

He knew an entrepreneur there he could bug.

So on the way he played some Heavy Metal

and also tunes by Freddie Mercury.

He would succeed or fail, 'twas either/or:

he put up all his goods as his own
stake.

 


His friend, aspiring to mine
asteroids, owned a firm with a stake

in a tiny world astronomers call 3-Juno,

a bright prospect in the search for precious ore

and this venture capitalist had the bug

to send a mission, to mine for
platinum, even mercury,

or Helium 3, iridium, or any
precious metal.

 


So you can guess the strength of our hero's
mettle

as he ate his preflight meal: a blood-rare steak

and thought of heroes past in Project Mercury

all in that fateful month of
June-o.

He even downed some ampicillin to counter any
bug

that might foil this flight to mine for precious
ore.

 


BUT: was it evil sabotage or -- did some fool
meddle?

a programming bug, an orbital mechanics mistake?

this lad from Juneau instead first
planted boots on Mercury.

 


 


 


​ Meridani Planum

By Holly Baker

 


No one warned me this was a place of
devils,

where the winds’ teeth flay unguarded skin
to scoria.

Even so, behind the visor, my blighted
tongue is a mound of

iron-touched chalk.

 


We squint at hell’s hoodoos—serrated
skylines

against an iridescent atmosphere where the
sun,

our sun, hangs like a gauzy, milky globe I
mistook

for the Moon.

 


“Is it all you hoped for?” you ask, taking
my aluminized

mylar hand in yours. Again, you’ve
forgotten

how I had hoped for different things

and different worlds,

 


not to exchange a dying planet for a dead
one

where this migrant hominid nested inside me,
curled

tight like the bygone snail, will draw its
first extraterrestrial breath

of manufactured air

 


and grow with the myths blue and
tree and bird.

In my ortho-fabric pocket, I keep a folded
postcard

of forests, a talisman against assimilation.
Remember the truth:

I am alien.

 


“Dearth is beauty,” you insist. And, “We are
of the immortalized pioneers.”

But I know: Here, on this martian tabula
rasa,

we will transcribe the sins of our ancestral
earth.

Here’s the apple—

 


bite it. You first, this time: terra cotta
globe

breaking under your teeth—awl, screw, and
drill—bursting

into ruddy ash. Your stain upon the sheets
of re-scribed

history, not mine.

 


I shall be the keeper of scripture.
I shall fashion the gods.

I shall give names to mutations and
evolutions, and to sin.

Pull me from Eden, and I will remember
her,

hold her in my pocket, and try to
return.

 


 


 


​
Same Mistakes

By Lisa Timpf

 


despite their leather wings

and salamander mouths

the colonists called them birds,

because even in a foreign land

you reach for the familiar

and when the "birds"

flocked to the gardens

the colonists choked down their panic

reminding each other

how trigger-happy pioneers back home

suffered the affections

of ravenous grasshoppers

after the feathers flew

 


at least, the pesticides worked—

brilliantly, in fact—

on the newly-hatched caterpillars

and emergent beetles

 


it was almost too late

by the time they realized

under these strange skies

birds devoured crops

and bugs ate birds

 


 


 


​ Exploring
Jupiter

By Sravani Singampalli

 


I call Jupiter the king

Of all the planets.

It’s extreme cold outer edges

Freeze my thoughts.

As I go through it

Towards the centre

I become super hot.

I know its anger burns away

All those nasty people.

Who says that Jupiter

Is made only of gases and rocks?

You know what

Lies beneath those wonderful,

Swirling and colourful clouds?

Those thick red, brown, yellow

And white clouds sing a lullaby for me

And become my bed

In my fantasy.

In my world of fantasy

Even my dreams talk to me

And Jupiter is the only planet

That supports them.

 


 


 


​ My Skin Is Too Itchy and
My Nose Is Too Cold

By Debby Feo

 


Why oh why did I take this trip?

I could have stayed warmly abode

Safe in my cave in Mercury

My universality showed?

 


Earth is just not a pleasant place

No free time, even in Times Square

Snowingly cold outside buildings

And very few seem much to care

 


I know about waterproof boots

And even about hats and coats

I know about automobiles

And the transporters you call boats

 


I am allergic to your wool

And your leather is disgusting

Will not wear something else's skin

Would rather wear fabric of string

 


If one more Human tells me to

Be careful where and when I step

If light is green, going to cross

Surely all your laws should be kept?

 


This funny money that you use

$5 plus for water drink?

Outrageous are the prices here

Including for internet link

 


And the food - where do I begin?

Basically inedible

What is this thing called a hot dog?

Mashed potatoes and chicken bowl?

 


The only saving redemption

Is a desert chocolate made

Makes it almost worth the journey

Earns from me, an excellent grade

 


My tail, it feels so heavy here

My scales are begging for some Sun

I am tired of wearing face masks

Basically, I am done

 


 


 


​ An Essay on Mars

By William Shaw

 


The human race, still hungry for its
ore,

Pursued the planet of the God of War,

The riches promised by the Spreadsheet
Kings

More than enough to prompt unfurling
wings.

(The wisdom of this unearthly pursuit,

Or angering the Gods, did not compute

Within those panes of glass). Decisions
made,

The launching pad a corporate
masquerade.

The vacuum treacherous did take its
price,

Abandoned bodies crusting with black
ice,

Yet at their journey's terminus, the
crew

(Or what remained) smiled on the evening
news

As robots built a life-supporting cage,

Their dust-blown faces stuff of ad
campaigns.

The mining would begin within a week;

Explorers desperate to strive and seek.

Yet nature, or the Gods, still
intervene,

And those who've read the Corp's reports
have seen

The death of would-be colonisers' hope;

A land as dry as Alexander Pope.

 


 


 


​
Ganymede 2445

By Vanessa Kittle

 


When Europeans first arrived in North
America they were overwhelmed by the vastness of the natural
resources they found. They said, 'There are so many trees we could
never cut them all down.' Later we felt that the oceans were so
immense they could never be filled. We felt that the skies
surrounding our planet were so incredibly vast they could never
become choked with debris. Now we often hear that the Solar System
is so profoundly enormous we could never pollute it all. Humanity
loves a challenge.

 


She lifts off gently

but with the usual optimism

of any rocket launch.

The ten ton crate

needs only a tiny and cheap boost

to clear the flimsy atmosphere.

 


Cameras come to life

as she nears the Solar System's

great vacuum.

By chance aimed right at Jupiter's

big red eye,

tourists watch

from the Red Eye Bar

in the heart of Richport.

 


It's a tradition.

Every Friday.

Happy hour.

 


The jetsam of a thousand visitors a day

is cast overboard to keep the city
afloat.

 


Oh, it's really



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Check out all of the Nomadic Delirium Press
titles at:





Feel free to visit our blog and share your
opinions about any of these poems. You can also keep up on future
Nomadic Delirium Press releases:


cover.jpg
-\
: .
Edited by J Alan Erwine





