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Foreword

What happens when scientists pick up pens instead of pipettes? When researchers trade
data for dactyls? This anthology offers one answer.

These poems emerged from the third cohort of Science Communication Through Poetry,
an online course | ran through Edinburgh Napier University in Autumn 2025. Seventy-nine
participants from across the world joined us: biologists and physicists, nurses and
engineers, poets and professors, students and seasoned practitioners. All united by a
shared conviction that science and poetry belong together.

And why shouldn't they? Both disciplines demand precision. Both require us to observe
carefully, to question assumptions, to find patterns in apparent chaos. The scientist and
the poet share a fundamental impulse: to make sense of the world and communicate that
understanding to others.

The poems gathered here demonstrate this kinship beautifully. You'll find caddisflies and
cancer cells, microbiomes and mass extinctions, northern lights and nuclear isotopes. Each
piece represents a writer grappling with how to translate complex ideas into accessible,
affecting language, how to make readers feel what they might otherwise only understand.

My enormous thanks to Courtney Williams,Lucia Ballesteros Santana, and Ale Garin
Fernandez for assembling this collection, and to every participant who trusted the process
and shared their work.

Read these poems. Let them surprise you.

Professor Sam lllingworth, Edinburgh Napier University
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Caddisfly Stand Up To Be Counted

Susie Wilson

How do you measure the cleanliness
of a river?

What is cleanliness
to a river?

Has it hoovered recently,
remembered to dust first,
put the rubbish out,

on the right bin day?

Did it brush its teeth
before it went to bed?
Has it washed its hands
for twenty seconds?

Or does it rely on people
designated -ist? Measuring
dissolved oxygen,

turbidity, pH.

Does it hold a World Day
for River Rangers

and its aquatic creatures
they regularly sieve, ID
record, fished out

in larvae stage

on pause for a few moments
to stand up and be counted

leaving their homes
of silk-bound leaves
chewed by cellulose
disintegrating jaws

making leaf matter
decompose re-
cycling freshwater
nutrients midstream

their tiny hard-headed bodies
indicating healthy doses

of oxygen held within

YMJ WN[JIJWgX \ FY

We should, while the river
runs on about its business.

Learn more about the caddisfly:
https://www.americanrivers.org/2025/10/the -caddisfly-another-little -animal-working-hard-for-clean-rivers/
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#CountUsAlive

Claire Seaman

Count us alive, not dead,

We, whose breast cancer returned

Who find health statistics do not include us,
Until we die.

Diagnosed Stage 4, incurable,

We, with life expectancy of '2 or 3 years'

discover slowly the health statistics only include those
diagnosed de novo stage 4

Count us alive, not dead,

We, with treatment decisions influenced by statistics
Who are not included in those statistics

Until we die

Science is stronger than statistics,
We, who find new drugs and
pathways to hope

We, who know more is possible

Campaigning requires robust numbers
Counting we, who are all stage 4,
Leaves the scale of the disease visible,
#CountUsAlive, not dead




Ep3” U CoOU ,alobO&bdb
Carrigan Hayes

Budding artists trowel plaster on

Plate-shaped walls and paint their frescoes;

We all keep eyes on the clock;

Constraints of time and space.

The surrounding air

Reacts, fighting

The surface

Toa

Draw.




Dermatologists hate her! Discover new fish diet...
Jenny Harrison

I like fish and chips with carbon -14
isotopes, salt and vinegar.

Ditch anti-aging creams, for
Sellafield's holy grail

gifts twenty six years

to my bones. But

| must be

dead to

tell.
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Excuses
Rosario Neyra

8NPJ FXPXA il WNSPX KTW RA GNWYMIF~ YTSNLMY=-j
Waiting on an answer from me.

4YgX GJJS FLJX XNSHJ 4 \JSYA

But the sofa says stay.

Think of something, quick.

i >TA XT XTwwr A

| gotta

Wash my

3 F N Wj
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Eyes Enough

Massimo B. Augello

Science and poetry: lead the world!

Yo- ZY % 1 TSgY QJFI RJA 4 SJJI
all others to grasp it.

A playful pandemic

of prosody and

pedagogy.

Context: From the topic of climate crisis to free will vs. determinism, | feel there's a lot of
science that can improve the world. | hope science communication keeps opening
UJTUQJgX JAJXA 8NSJ FWJ TUJS JSTZLMA rdstof TSgY

the world to feel that spark.
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FLEE, SPREAD
Alex De Koning

| split

Forming another.
Those new tissues
?MIJ” \TSgY HTSYFNS RJ

/| TSgY GJ XT | WFRFYNH

| am only pancreatic

49gQQ LWT\ NS NYX UQFHJ
49gQQ KNSI XTRJ XUFHJ

BMFYgl ~TZ XFEF?M-

DTZzW GQTTI HFSgY WIFHM RJ-

Ah, what a pity

49gQQ XZKKTHFYJ ZSI JW R~
Starving myself in days, maybe sooner

Time to initiate plan B on this tumour

49gQQ FHYN[FYJ F UWTYJNS
Change my shape, become lean

Then | can flee

Spread

It won't be long now

Till my host is dead
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Four Seasons in My Garden
Yang Yue

Spring begins,

With pruning fruit trees, apples, pears and roses,

Turning the soil to let it breathe,

Sowing seeds and planting tubers in the earth,

The land and Mother Nature awaken from the emptiness of winter,
Beginning another cycle of life.

Days get longer,

Shoots emerge, leaves unfold,

Chlorophyll captures sunlight, powering photosynthesis

Cherry blossoms and tulips are my favourites; their beauty promises growth and
renewal.

It is a season of planning, hope and new starts.

Summer arrives,

the temperature rises,

And all the preparations of spring bear fruit.

Roses and lilies bloom in abundance,

Attracting bees and butterflies.

Their showy colours not only invite pollinators,

But also appear in berries of every shade.

Rich in polyphenols,

They offer goodness for your gut and beyond.

Peppers, tomatoes, cucumbers, peas and courgettes

Grow wildly after the rain.

Nightshade plants dominate staple vegetables in my fridge and food menu,
nourishing my body and health.

A breeze on a scorching day and watermelon cocktails are my favourites,
It is a season of energy, joy, and abundance.

Autumn follows,

The landscape changes the colour of its clothes,

Golds and yellows fill my garden.

Chrysanthemum and persimmons glow like lanterns,

As chlorophyll fades and carotenoids accumulate,

Colour deepens, aroma intensifies, and beauty transforms before our eyes.
In the fields,

Potatoes, beetroots, and carrots are dug from the soil,

Wheat and corn are harvested in the north, rice in the south,

Fruits reach their peak: crisp apples, fragrant pears, and juicy oranges,
It is a season of maturity, harvest, and celebration.

(continued on next page)
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Winter comes,

The garden becomes quiet,

Most plants finish their life cycles above ground

Yet a few continue to bloom,

Camellias and plum blossoms stand apatrt,

Not only for their beauty but for their resilience against hardship.
Shorter days can feel heavy,

But | prepare fermented cabbage and dried daikon radish,
whose flavours and aromas make winter less dull.

Sometimes, | wake to find the garden dressed in a white coat of snow.
It is not dead; new life and energy accumulated underground,
waiting for the next spring,

It is a season of rest, reflection and renewal.
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Ellen Brown

The force of gravity governs

the slow collapse of dying stal
the black hole of nursing hom

through months of touch deni

Orbiting the edge,

| watch through glass
the collapse

of your

core.
























































































