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Here I am,

stooped over,

and bent of back,

trying to raise a crop,

on the Martian surface !

When I could be in a warren,

down below.

(Well, the pressure does work, )

( sort of, )

(that is why I wear, )

(this old vac-suit.)



I remember,

far away,

and gone,

the green hills of Earth,

where on a beach,

sublime,

I met a being,

from some other where or when !



The young today,

don't remember living there,

only old photos,

crumbling into dust,

and an occasional wandering spacer's tale,

of what its like elsewhere.



Sometimes I wonder,

if we could get a mule,

over here from Earth,

to help pull this plow !



Too expensive,

no doubt.



Over yonder,

tacked on the side,

of my sleep room door,

is a piece of black velvet,

but its too plain,

and it doesn't move,

in the solar wind !

( I wonders where, )

( I remember that from ?)



I once went up to Deimos,

or maybe it was Phobos,

I forget,

and that space port bar,

out Ganymede Way,

hasn't been built yet !



I hope its soon,

I'm not young anymore.



But,

way up there,

I saw the true black velvet,

of interstellar space,

with galaxies and stars,

like dust, scattered,

resembling tears,

for those who came up there,

and never came back down,

to the beautiful,

red sands of Mars !



[ exit ]



