
 
 
 
Backward Sonnet for a Forward Thinker  
 
“The future is a door, the past a wall,” 
he tells fresh crops of postdocs every fall. 
The team he leads builds nanoscale machines  
that spider-walk on strands of DNA 
to sever old-world faults from new-world genes. 
“But I’m not what you think,” he likes to say. 
in interviews. “I hated science in school.” 
His childhood dream was to become a poet, 
scribbling lines for girls—“I was a fool 
for love”—who never read a word he wrote. 
“You know the rest.” Inventor of the Year, 
a grant to found his lab, his name in Time. 
He whispers to machines that can’t (yet) hear: 
Turn right, turn left, go back, step sideways, climb. 
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