
      Fiddling Detection


      

      
      
         Though Sherlock contrived to forget

About heliocentrism, yet

There was space in his brain

Midst the pains of cocaine

For the strains of Émile Sauret.
      

      
   
      Fine Man


      

      
      
         The grim device, tight and precise,

Blew up but tightly held the pressure in

'Til mass rebelled to bring forth hell—

And matter threw up all it had within.



Across the sands and blasted lands

He watched the scene with goggles tossed aside;

They were too dark to see the spark,

The flare of the compacted actinide.



Too bright! He ducked down from the sight,

The afterimage purpling his view.

The curse and gift of how he lived:

To see it for himself was how he knew.








      

      
   
      Circular Reasoning


      

      
      
         Day that does not end. 

How to keep the sun shining? 

Ring around a star.
      

      
   
      No Good Cosmic Help


      

      
      
         Why did you hide the moon? 

I've gotten the days all mixed,

And lost a month twixt now and June, 

When can you get it fixed? 



Wherefore did you swirl these stars

And leave them turning lazily

In curds of lactic magnitude, 

And spirals spinning dazily?



And where now is my quantum foam

With which to top espresso? 

There's not a trace of structured space

Where anyone can guess. Oh!



Though time and brains are scattered, I

Admit you're yet persistent. 

But now produce the moon, or I 

Must discharge my assistant!
      

      
   