
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Rhyme and Reason Three

Poetry Inspired by Science

 


By Kate Rauner

 


Copyright
2016 Kate Rauner

Contact Kate at katerauner@gmail.com

Discover more at

Kate's
Blog

 


Free
digital books for you - details here

 


Table of Contents

Poet's Note


Physics

Astronomy and
Space

Biology

Environment

Learning

Humanity

Final
Thought

Receive a Free Digital
Book

Also by Kate Rauner

About Kate
Rauner

Connect with
Kate

Copyright and
License Notes

 


Poet's Note


Welcome to my third collection of poetry. My poems
are meant to be fun. Writing poetry makes me happy, something I
hope you’ll share as you read.

I favor rhyme and short phrases in my poems.
These often match a poem to the rhythm of my steps, which is
inevitable since I frequently compose while walking. I also enjoy
the discipline that rhyme imposes. It pleases my analytical mind
when the perfect word presents itself, fitting both the poem’s
subject and its form.

My poetry is inspired by
the real, objective world we all share and by 
Richard Feynman - one of the
most important physicists of the 20th Century and certainly the
most interesting. He wrote that

“poets say science takes
away from the beauty of the stars – mere globs of gas atoms. I too
can see the stars on a desert night, and feel them. But do I see
less or more? The vastness of the heavens stretches my imagination
– stuck on this carousel my little eye can catch
one-million-year-old light. A vast pattern - of which I am a part…
It does not do harm to the mystery to know a little about it. For
far more marvelous is the truth than any artists of the past
imagined it. Why do the poets of the present not speak of it? What
men are poets who can speak of Jupiter if he were a man, but if he
is an immense spinning sphere of methane and ammonia must be
silent?”

I take his words as a challenge and this
book collects some of my poems it inspired.

Though I couldn't resist
revising some of them, these poems have appeared previously on my
blog: http://katerauner.wordpress.com. You may read my latest efforts there along with posts about
science fiction books I've written and thoughts on science-related
news. I look forward to your visits and comments.

Please consider posting a review of this
collection at your favorite retailer or wherever you hang out. The
best gift you can give an author is a review.

Thanks for sharing these
rhymes with me. -- Kate
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Physics

Back

"Curiosity demands..." Richard
Feynman

 


***

 


Sciences

Chemistry,

Biology,

We study these.

Astronomy,

Geology,

For tools we need.

Hydrometeorology,

For lives we lead.

But physics –

Curiosity demands.

 


***

 


Gravitational Waves That Aren't There

Black holes - massive gravity sinks,

Anchor a galaxy at its core.

They orbit closer, closer till,

Merged into one, forevermore.

Sending ripples through space-time

So pulsars, clocks of the gods,

Seem to us, here on Earth,

To vary in their endless nod.

If Einstein's right,

So it should be.

Syncopation from the sky

In general relativity.

But it's not there.

We've searched and tried.

Gravitational waves

Elude our eyes.

Despite the failure

We don't surrender

A theory passing tests

That it engenders.

Except this one,

At least so far.

Not quite as smart

As we think we are.

It works too well

To lose our fervor.

Perhaps we need

To just try harder.

[By the way, gravitational waves have been
detected since this poem was written.]

 


***

 


QED

Bosons carry force

Among the fermions

Flying back and forth -

Colliding with the masses.

All these interactions

Exchanging many photons

Exceed our calculations -

The math beyond our grasp.

A million million histories

Are not enough to tell

The pathways are a mystery -

Too many to envision.

When all the paths are added

Results become absurd

Infinity of masses -

Of minuses and pluses.

Infinities that run to right

Infinities to left

Manipulated till they're finite -

Renormalized at last.

From these results we can't predict,

The math seems somewhat dubious.

But once electrons are fixed -

The method is a triumph.

Weak nuclear combines

With electromagnetism,

Strong nuclear works fine,

While gravity evades us.

Strong nuclear is parallel,

Use a similar approach.

But gravity is physics hell

Somewhere Einstein chuckles.

 


***

 


Einstein's Stardust

You may only know him

As the world's most famous geek.

Einstein's fame depends upon

A formula we can speak:

E = M C squared.

Your Garmin just won't work

Without his time dilation.

Satellites orbit high

On relativity's foundation.

If you like the gleam of gold,

It's re-emitted photons

That shift the sunlight's frequencies

To yellow-reds we dote on.

Relativity explains

Light moves at finite speed.

If it were instantaneous

There'd be no light to see.

But it's in
supernovas

Where relativity

Overcomes the quantum end,

Creates star-stuff

To make

You

And me.



***

 


Science, Poetry, and Christmas

The speed of light is constant,

That's what you think you know.

But only in a vacuum.

Through glass it can go slow.

An index of refraction

Predicts the speed of light,

Determines how the wave is bent

On its transverse flight.

Some light transmits through the
glass,

And some will be reflected.

Brewster's angles, Fresnel calcs,

The focal length of lenses.

So set beside a window,

With science as explainer,

Every light on my Christmas tree

Has a doppelganger.

 


***

 


Astronomy and Space

Back


"Somewhere, something
incredible is waiting to be known." Carl Sagan

 


***

 


Born of Earth and Jupiter

Two thousand planets have been found

By our current generation.

Five hundred systems, like our own,

Escaped their sun's damnation.

Most planets are much closer

To their stars, and therefore hotter,

With a thousand times thicker air

Than the Sun's rocky daughters.

And super-Earths are common,

Ten times larger than our own.

Perhaps with days that equal years,

So different from our home.

Most gaseous giant planets

Orbit their stars nearer.

Why Sol has no super-Earth

At last emerges clearer.

The proto-Jupiter that formed,

To proto-Earth was hostile.

And, five billion years ago,

It stole away our volatiles.

It scrambled inner rocky worlds

And smashed the proto-Earth to bits;

Tossed half of it into the Sun,

The rest reformed to planets.

This left our world, our remnant Earth,

Thinly veiled in wispy air.

Self-organizing, growing life

Could then arise and evolve there.

Surviving heat and pressures vast,

Life on extra-solar worlds

May not resemble any forms

That upon our Earth unfurled.

We may not discern our distant kin

Nor understand life's game.

It's hard enough to love our own

And we are all the same.

 


***

 


No Challenge to the Moon

A moon we see once a
year.

A rock in Near Earth Orbit.

Swings past Venus, out to Mars,

Approaches, but it won't hit.

An asteroid that loops the Sun,

No poets rhyme, no singers croon.

To pass nearby but once a year

Makes no rival to The Moon.

It's just our fancy names this rock,

Passing each November.

Named for folk of County Down

And Antrim to remember.

Not many Irish are ensconced

In cosmic objects dim or bright.

But so you are, my neighbor rock,

A name that I can't say right.
Who's seen ya
-
KROOee-nyuh
-
Tied to the Sun, no earthly
guest.

Few dream a'
Cruithne,
But painted people of
the west.

 


***

 


Enceladus - What Tell Ya Us?

Wretched by Saturn's gravity,

By tides within its core,

Or radioactive isotopes

Releasing heat galore.

A water ocean circulates

Beneath its frozen shell.

Ice blocks the solar photons,

Yet living things could dwell.

Consider near-bacteria,

Imagine pseudo-fish.

Chemosynthesis

Supporting life like this.

Oceans are revealed

By geysers blasting through the cold.

Cryovolcanism

Jets from the southern pole.

Mostly water vapor,

Some nitrogen, organics.

A sample thrown into the sky

If we can just collect it.

What may have surfed its boiling
plumes?

What from the depths might rise?

A life form not our brethren

On Saturn's rings may ride.

 


***

 


Galactic Year

As our sphere orbits Sun,

So Sun orbits Black Hole

At the center of our galaxy,

As eternity unfolds.

In a quarter billion earthly years

Our solar system circles round,

Weaves thru the mid galactic plane

Where other stars are densely found.

Fifteen times since life began

We have circum-rotated,

And ten times in each orbit grand

The planet's devastated.

Our Sun's own cloud of comets

On the solar system's edge

Are jostled from their sedate paths,

Fall inward from their ledge.

With correlated timing

Ancient craters have been found.

It seems Earth's plagued with comet storms

As the cosmic year spins round.

Bombardments are not good for life.

Half a dozen times

Mass extinctions cleared our world

As doomsday peals chimed.

Things have been quiet for some time,

Since dinosaurs disappeared.

Sun still careens past cosmic dust,

Dark matter, stars, and fears.

 


***

 


Hellas - a Crater

The largest impact crater seen,

The largest that we've found,

Could not exist on gaseous worlds,

It's gouged in rocky ground.

The Hellas Basin's found on Mars,

From crater rim to dusty floor,

Nine thousand meters is its depth,

The height that airplanes soar.

The basin sits at antipode

To enormous shield volcanoes

That rise upon the Tharsis Bulge,

A punch into the Martian globe.

Dust emerges from its depths,

Storm after storm a' chasing,

Enveloping and planet wide,

It should be called Hell's Basin.

 


***

 


Life is Made of Comets

A - ce - ta - mides,

Pro - pi - on - al - dehydes,

That's what the spectrum's made of.

Not snips and snails

And puppy-dog tails,

That's what boys are made of.

Ice and dust

And organic musts,

That's what comets are made of.

Sugar and spice

And everything nice,

That's what girls are made of

Brought to Earth

Eons ago

That's what life is made of.

 


***

 


We'll Find We're Not Alone

We will find we're not alone,

The proof is at our finger tips.

We have the means, robotic craft

Extend our touch on epic trips.

We know where round the Sun to look,

Know how to search for traces.

Moons and planets wait for us,

Within our reach are many places.

No wormholes warping space required,

No need for hyperdrives.

Technology is here today

To find unearthly lives.

Perhaps with chemistries like ours,

Not scifi's grays or bug-eyed men.

Expect them small, but bodies huge

Are not beyond imagining.

Mars only lost his oceans

A million years ago.

Solar winds stripped air away,

And with it, oceans go.

But liquid water blankets

Some moons of Jupiter.

Beneath their crusts of ice,

Swarms of life may stir.

To feed on broth by magma brewed

May be an easy strategy.

Or energy, not from the Sun,

But twisted tides of gravity.

Perhaps on Ganymede,

Europa, or Callisto,

In methane lakes on Titan,

Life free from H 2 O.

Geysers may toss microbes high,

Bouquets to passing hands,

Till we can pierce a mile of ice

To meet them would be grand.

To find that life is commonplace

Will not diminish me,

But will expand my mind and soul

And all that I can be.

 


***

 


Biology


Back

"Science is an integral part of culture. It's not this foreign
thing, done by an arcane priesthood. It's one of the glories of the
human intellectual tradition." Stephen Jay Gould

 


***

 


Let's Play

First he tosses a ball

In the water's trickling flow.

Carries flowers in his teeth;

Beneath the surface, bubbles blow.

Gives his friends a piggyback,

To our surprise it's quite a show.

Even crocodiles play,

Though why that is, no one knows.

Must it yield greater good?

You play - why's that so?

 


***

 


Honey Bee Bane

Nicotine's addictive,

A recreational drug.

Nicotine's a stimulant

That gives the brain a tug.

Increases neurotransmitters,

Releases dopamine.

Arousal and alertness

Caused by nicotine.

It makes a good insecticide,

It's anti-herbivore.

Both natural and sprayed,

It's found in crops galore.

Joining human addicts,

Honey bees prefer

Nectar full of pesticides,

It's toxins don't deter.

We think that we're protecting crops,

Instead we're causing trouble.

Our food supply's endangered by

Addiction's endless struggle.

Pushers to the honey bees

Is not what we intend.

We need to learn more quickly

As we poison farmers' friends.

 


***

 


Last of the Bumblebees? A Haiku

Too hot in the south

Not enough spring flowers bloom

To move farther north

 


***

 


Humanity Belongs to the Dogs

Humans drop a trail of trash,

Of garbage most enticing.

Wolves followed us across the plains

And with us have been thriving.

Neanderthals all disappeared

When modern humans came.

But wolves survived the journey

And slowly became tame.

Pushed by selective pressure

To tolerate us near,

Some mommas with their litters

Overcame their fear.

Floppy ears and painted coats

And puppies sweet and dear,

Raise alarms with bark and bite

When predators come near.

And so they morphed from pest to pal

Built on returning trust,

Till not a village lacked a dog

Domesticating us.

 


***

 


Deep Sea Cousins

Prokaryote,

A mass of gel.

Eukaryote

Has organelles.

There lives a form

Deep in the seas

That shares some genes

With both of these.

Say scientists who made the find

"We thought this really weird."

In analyzing DNA

Surprising genes appeared.

For eons just as they had,

Existing down below,

Dividing once per decade,

Exceedingly slow.

In the dark and in the cold

Peaceful lives unplanned

Paid no attention to their kin

That floated up to land.

Sorting their relationships

Thanks to discovery

Along with fungus, plants, and us

Twigs on our family tree.

 


***

 


Monarch Butterflies

From winter homes in Mexico

North and east they fly,

To southern fields of Canada

With spring time, spreading wide.

Reverse the route in dia-pause

As summer drifts away.

Decreasing light and spreading chill

Sends them on their way.

They reappear to greet The Dead

On their special Day,

Arriving with the harvest corn

For a winter's stay.

No single Monarch Butterfly

Can complete the trip.

Five generations does it take

For voyaging like this.

Butterflies that lay their eggs,

Fly on, their duty done.

Larva feed, transmogrify,

To follow south, the sun.

Not all their kith and kin

Migrate far and fast.

As herbicides destroy their food

We may record the last.

 


***

 


Ancient Beauty of Sight

Detecting light is useful

To aim leaves at the sun,

To orient when swimming,

To find, or hide, or run.

Sight drove the Cambrian explosion

Half a billion years ago,

A race of "see" with "be seen"

To tell a friend from foe.

From cells just photosensitive,

Many eyes were built.

Your eye is backwards, upside down,

But right-side up for squids.

A fruit fly has a compound eye,

A hundred little circuits.

A mollusk has a hundred eyes

To search the ocean currents.

The eye evolved before the brain,

For what's a brain good for

Without a lot of inputs

To process in its core?

So you can think because you see

Reflections, motions, trends,

The beauty of our sunlit world

Through iris, nerve, and lens.

"There's grandeur
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