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‘the grey universe that rolls us


a thousand thousand thousand years’


– Edwin Morgan, ‘Last Message’


‘If the recipients recognize the silhouetted human figure, they may guess that it was both difficult and seemingly pointless to scale the rock needle. The only point would be the accomplishment of doing it. If this message is communicated, it will tell extraterrestrials something very important about us.’


– Jon Lomberg, Pictures of Earth





Space Baby



SPACE BABY! Born on the 61st shuttle


off planet Earth, midwifed


into the unknown. SPACE BABY!


Bungeeing in zero-G on the umbilicus.


SPACE BABY! In silver nappy


on a cockpit chair, fat little hands


on the steering column Look,


she’s driving! SPACE BABY! Her image


broadcast back to Earth by the Space Boss


to show its ailing systems we don’t need you


any more. SPACE BABY! The first to learn


to talk, to sing, to count in space


the first child schooled entirely in space


the first to play spin the bottle and be kissed


by some other space-born teen.


SPACE BABY! The great hope, born


on a starship, citizen of no country


the first step towards homo whatevernext


SPACE BABY! Daydreaming from a porthole


on course to Kepler 542b where our race


won’t land until her great-great grandkids


are a hundred. And once they have settled


her birthday will be a holiday! SPACE BABY!


At the municipal square her face smiles down


cast in some new-discovered alloy


kids loiter and smoke there after curfew


scratch their tags into her moonboots.





Timeline of the Far Future



The moon is pulling further


and further away from the earth


and you still haven’t decided


if you’re going to procreate


surely as the sun will exhaust


its supply of hydrogen


the doctor will ask about plans


for your as-yet voiceless eggs


in 50,000 years


every earth day will be a second longer


the supercontinent of Pangaea Ultima


will re-configure itself


all over the surface of the seas


it took our explorers so long to label


if you choose to have a child


you will pick a name to suit it


see it suffer pain


get it through exams


and decide at what age


it should be allowed a mobile phone


inevitably the Milky Way


and Andromeda


will knit themselves


sparklingly


across the sky


into one single garment


before you know it


your friends with toddlers


will be learning the names of boy bands


it would embarrass you to say aloud


Mercury’s orbit will start to look


like a dropped and spiralling penny


and any astrologers left alive


will link this to wider social injustices


you almost certainly have not


made enough pension contributions


one day your mistakes


could hurt someone


Phobos will collide with Mars


both will fall into the sun and feel nothing.





Doomsday Preppers



We wonder now what we missed


as we canned chicken and pickled lemons


that heatwave summer we dug the well


taking sweaty shifts. No-one told us


we were preparing for the wrong apocalypse


and that the real one, when it came


might be dull. Our deaths could ride in


on the back of any old junk mail


and polishing the guns has lost


something of its ceremony


now each trip to the corner shop


might be our last. The go-bag
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