Wrecking the Trekkies

More rapidly, somehow, than time-warp would account for,
The look of Star Trek ages. Is there not a fount for--

Fountain of youth for--Captain Kirk in ski pajamas,
Or Bones in all that mousse? Wigs; TV dioramas

Depicting on the cheap the cosmic outer reaches
Where none has gone before? As retrograde as leeches

Avre to health care are the settings now to science
The Enterprise? A bakelite household appliance.

Low tech solutions for the actors: add a gusset;
If there is hernia, in action scenes just truss it.

Nor do the plot lines hold up well. They shilly-shally.
Why can’t we have, they always say, peace in the valley.

An ethnic quota system seems to haunt the casting.
The 60s in pursuit of Feelgood everlasting.

One China, Scotland, Ex-USSR, Sri Lanka...
How did that Flight Deck function? Had it lingua franca?

And down below decks have we what? Matsu and Quemoy?
(It is the 60s, mind). Not even Leonard Nimoy

In Spock’s neat syllogisms could on Earth keep up with
Tribes and Mandates. Who’s a diplomat to sup with?

Alas, Star Ship, your good intentions did not do it,
And “Beam us up” from wrack must rescue. Look you to it.



