
Science
by Alison Hawthorne Deming 

Then it was the future, though what’s arrived   
isn’t what we had in mind, all chrome and   

cybernetics, when we set up exhibits
in the cafeteria for the judges

to review what we’d made of our hypotheses.

The class skeptic (he later refused to sign   
anyone’s yearbook, calling it a sentimental   

degradation of language) chloroformed mice,   
weighing the bodies before and after

to catch the weight of the soul,

wanting to prove the invisible
real as a bagful of nails. A girl

who knew it all made cookies from euglena,
a one-celled compromise between animal and plant,   

she had cultured in a flask.

We’re smart enough, she concluded,
to survive our mistakes, showing photos of farmland,   

poisoned, gouged, eroded. No one believed
he really had built it when a kid no one knew   

showed up with an atom smasher, confirming that
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