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Dear Ms.Williams,

On these five sheets are five poems I am submitting for consideration for Asimov's. Though I have a love for the field, I have never been published in it. Should any of these poems strike your fancy, perhaps we could change that. 

Jon Batchelor

Recipe

Take a pound of half-formed memories
And a quart of random localities
With just a dash of chaos theory.

Blend at high speed with the latest sci-fi TV special
And sprinkle with incredible powers.

A Dream Smoothy surprise.

Serve chilled over the remains of a half-digested
Meatball.

My B.E.M. and I

I found a Bug-Eyed Monster,

He lives under the stair,

All my friends just cringe from him

But I don't really care;

He may be green and squishy,

And prone to fall apart,

But I just find I like him,

And somehow I know his heart

Has got to be in the right place,

You know? I see it there,

In his translucent gel-like skin,

Its greenly crystal clear.

And when his eye-stalks bounce around

It always makes me laugh,

Jiggling and wriggling,

And all on my behalf;

You see, he is a true-blue friend,

Even if he's green,

Though he cannot go outside --

I know he thinks I'm mean;

Its only that I care for him,

And people often gab,

I keep him safely hid inside

To save him from the lab,

With cruelly twisted scientists

All armed with probes and needles,

Always ready to attack

Him like a swarm of beetles.

He says I should not worry,

And him? He has no fear:

Should evil people catch him,

He'll simply disappear.

But I want him to stay around,

Another month, at least;

For with him standing at my side,

My fame will sure increase;

I'll take him down to school next week,

And we'll just make the bell.

I know we're sure to be a hit

When we do Show and Tell!

Psi

I'm developing psi powers,

An interesting thing,

I know my friends and enemies,

There is no wondering.

You cannot plot against me,

I know your every thought;

And those who plan to hurt me?

Their plans all come to naught.

I'm developing psi powers

Random concepts are now noise,

Your inner thoughts and secrets

Your sorrows and your joys;

Are now laid out in front of me,

An open book I've read.

Don't waste time in hating me,

Think happy thoughts, instead!

I'm developing psi powers,

It's strange; those most disturbed?

Turn out to be my teachers,

They really get perturbed.

They plot and scheme against me,

But soon they'll be resigned:

Ev'ry time they give a test

I read the answers from their mind!

Space or Bust

I plan to make it into space

By sometime late next year,

Or maybe just into the morgue --

Its what my parents fear,

But they don't seem to understand

The commitment it can take,

Yes, to reach those distant stars,

My ev'ry bone I'll break!

Just take my Rocket Roller Skates,

An early try, its true;

'Twas simply an experiment,

And not the shuttle crew.

A bloody nose, a twisted knee,

A minor price to pay,

Too bad my folks could never learn

To view it quite that way!

I think it was the rip'd up clothes

That really made them fume,

Or maybe how I blasted straight 

Into the ladies' room,

Scaring Miss Gillespie as

I plowed right through the mirror,

My broken glasses may have helped

To add to all the furor!

For fifteen weeks they've grounded me

And said I cannot play;

I know they just don't understand

How happy I still stay,

Sitting here with pen in hand,

I sketch with all my might;

My mighty Hydro-Rocket Ship

Will come alive tonight!

Revolt

I had the great idea to make myself a clone,

Then he could work at all my chores, and I'd be left alone;

But then I started thinking, why not do two or three?

Then they could do all kinds of things and it'd be rest for me!

So I did great experiments and somehow I succeeded,

There are now really four of me and everything's repeated.

The problem is, each clone concludes the others all should work,

So none of us do anything, and they think I'm a jerk!

But then we put our minds to work and all began to think

There must be some solution to straighten out this kink!

And then at last it hit us, each and every one ...

If we could build four robots then it would all get done!

And so we started tinkering with metal in the lab,

With lots of gears and wires, oh, our robots would be fab!

But then somewhere, mistakes were made, and they began to turn;

Our metal men would not obey, and we began to learn ....

A metal man is hard to stop when he has super powers;

We tried and tried to find a way, and it took days, not hours

To finally get programed into their neural nets,

A code to fry them and shut down our mighty metal pets.

So finally we all agreed to share in all the work,

We divide it equally, so nobody can shirk;

The problem is our parents are ready to explode,

With three extra mouths to feed? They'll plan their own revolt!

Conspiracy Theory

Forget Rennie and his robot,

No one else remembers,

Anyway.

"The truth is out there!"

Mulder and Scully may well say,

But few people seem to believe.

Roswell? Ha!

You want a real conspiracy theory?

How do mothers always know

When you stay up late reading

Under the covers?

