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Abstract 

This thesis serves as a capstone of poetry for the University of Arizona Honors College Bachelor’s 

in Creative Writing.  The Astronomy of a Dandelion is an exploration of the arts and sciences in 

conversation with one another, embodying both the personal and the technical throughout the 

manuscript. The originally proposed theme of astropoetry broadened into the use of astronomical 

imagery, metaphors, and other figurative language to describe neuroscientific issues of mental 

health, relationships of varying kinds, and the reconstruction of routine occurrences into something 

rather extra than ordinary. This is a manuscript that requires the sciences and the humanities to be 

mutually inclusive, accessible in different ways to myriad readers.   
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Artist’s Statement 

The Astronomy of a Dandelion was conceptualized out of a fascination with the harmony 

between the arts and the sciences, qualitative and quantitative means of analyzing daily life. The 

aesthetic of a dandelion poetically embodies a metaphor of everyday familiarity, but beautifully 

juxtaposes the complexity and vast unknown of the subject of astronomy. The seedlings of a 

dandelion are manipulated, affected, and carried onto new lives by the whims of other forces. 

Each seedling travels as an individual. Similarly, the poetry found in this collection is written in 

a voice grounded in commonality, not necessarily representative of society as a whole, but not 

unrelatable. The voice takes on a personality strong enough to be consistently recognizable, but 

is inclined to exist as an observational figure, in turn affected and manipulated by external forces 

which will be discussed in depth shortly. 

 My method of writing mimics the disjointedness of the seedlings. The poems are not 

structurally uniform. This disjointedness exists for a few reasons. One experimental method of 

writing involved a form of procedural poetry where I translated old physics and chemistry notes 

and worksheets from some generous scientist friends of mine into colloquially poetic language. 

Scans of the poem drafts can be found at the end of this manuscript as end notes for their 

polished final drafts.   

 The content of the poems produced other differences in form. Thematically, this thesis 

originally sought to use astronomical metaphors and imagery to bridge the gap between the 

scientific and the personal. As I wrote, the poems quickly began to delve into a broader theme 

that included the natural use of astronomy to describe neuroscientific issues of mental health. For 

example, anxiety caused by dealing with abstract constraints of time (see “Dear Good Will 

Hunting”) to the stigma that accompanies mental health and the inability to understand others 
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dealing with these issues (see “Dark Matter” and “Spectral Resolutions of a Finite Wave Train”) 

were topics that continually came up in my writing. 

 I first became interested in the relationship of the humanities and the sciences while I was 

taking a class called Writing Your Community taught by Renee Angle at the Poetry Center. 

Renee tasked us with writing lesson plans to teach poetry via methods that involved more than 

the study of poetry as an island of work disconnected from other educational disciplines. In our 

first class, we attempted to deconstruct the stigma that accompanied the genre of poetry: maybe 

people don’t like poetry because it seems elitist, inaccessible and difficult to understand, or 

because it’s always so nauseatingly romantic.  I knew modern poetry did not fall under these 

stigmatized opinions, but how could I teach poetry and write poetry that someone outside the 

poetry world could appreciate?  

 This was no small challenge, but I immediately became passionate about finding ways to 

integrate modern interests (the sciences, social media, visual art) into poetic content. Much of 

this manuscript stems from the desire to rework and reword the technical into the poetic and vice 

versa. This is where the idea to translate physics worksheets and chemistry notes into poetry 

came from. As a way of pushing this farther, I drew on everyday experiences, snippets of 

overheard conversations, even text messages and emails (see “Correspondence”), and organized 

it into poetry. The personal is not always nauseatingly romantic, nor is it always personal for the 

poet, but it can be personal for the speaker in each poem whether dealing with relationships 

(romantic or filial) or bad news.  

 I read a variety of poetry by multiple poets who utilized scientific language, imagery, and 

content as well as poets who explored the personal and emotional as fuel my own writing. To 

help understand the content I wanted my writing to delve into, I focused on poetry by Frederick 
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Seidel, Brenda Shaughnessy, and Brenda Hillman. Frederick Seidel’s book of poetry, The 

Cosmos Poems, was my favorite because he wrote about the ordinary in beautiful, astronomy-

infused ways. Seidel’s poems embodied the traits that I wanted my poetry to have as well, 

talking about everyday life and relatable struggles or concepts by using astronomy as a vehicle 

for conversation. Shaughnessy’s Our Andromeda focused on the more emotional aspects and the 

personal, exploring a galaxy with her deceased son who is the recipient of these poems. 

Although her poetry explored the personal more deeply than I intended too, it was helpful to read 

her work because she uses line breaks in a very masterful way, something that I tend to struggle 

with and worked on honing in this manuscript.  Hillman’s Cascadia, involved some visual 

poems with sentence diagramming that are similar to the procedural poems in my manuscript. I 

also loved that many of her poems were set in California or about California, connecting me to 

my home state through poetry. I hope that readers can feel connected in some way to my 

manuscript since the voice I have used in many of the poems is conversational even when 

technical. 

 Writing a large amount of new poetry was a difficult task, especially since I had taken a 

year off from writing before starting my thesis work. I began writing again in August and 

unexpectedly started accumulating more work by writing small notes or snippets of poems here 

and there without thinking too hard about finishing them. This ended up being extremely useful 

come spring time when I began compiling all that I had and refining the notes into usable work. I 

took notes written at the Steward Observatory when joining a friend for a stargazing assignment 

(see “Observatorium”), notes written after important life changes or happenings with friends (see 

“Dark Matter”), and observations and conversations jotted down while having coffee at a small 

café in small town Park Rapids, Minnesota. When I struggled with writer’s block, I reread 
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Letters to a Young Poet by Rainer Maria Rilke and did some very short and visual journaling 

exercises to help shake me out of it.  I modeled some of my methods for this process after Frank 

O’Hara’s method for his Lunch Poems, when he would very literally integrate anything that was 

happening to him at the time into his poems like phone calls or overheard conversations (see 

“Correspondence” and “Two Black Holes Colliding”). 

 The order of the manuscript plays a vital role in understanding how these poems relate to 

one another. The opening poem, “Message on the Spice Rack” serves as a pseudo abstract for the 

rest of the poems. Much like a neuroscientist who has yet to holistically categorize and label all 

aspects of the human brain and all of its functions, the speaker of these poems has yet to entirely 

understand life and its complexities.  She is taking the audience on a journey with her, in an 

attempt to decipher the mysteries left unresolved through poetic explorations of space, the human 

psyche, and personal relationships. 

 The middle poems are logically ordered by form and content leading one poem into 

another.  The connection between “How to Sketch and Galaxy” and “Correspondence” is purely 

form based, while “BART,” “Half Moon Bay,” and “Diving Lessons” are connected by the 

oceanic proximity of each of their settings.  An interesting note about order: none of these poems 

are ordered chronologically, meaning nothing I wrote in one sitting or in one week was ever 

really connected until paired with things I had written in previous weeks. 

 The final poems wrap up the manuscript in a way that is not conclusive, but open to 

future musings and expansion upon the current body of thought.  I tried to make the manuscript 

rather cyclical as if finishing it allows for stronger readings of it the next time around.  Some 

thematic images achieve this process as they are found to reappear in the end as they were 

mentioned in the beginning, such as water. 
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 The Astronomy of a Dandelion is a result of a year’s worth of new poetry and research. 

This manuscript is a showcase of my best work as a writer as a result of all that I have learned 

during my past four years as an English and Creative Writing undergraduate. The writing was 

shaped by my experiences is workshops, as well as the knowledge gained through the classes for 

my thematic minor in the Neuropsychology of Language Development. These poems are a 

collection of observations, overheard conversations, shared experiences, and musings about 

unknown variables.  It is my hope that readers can find relatable moments or questions in these 

poems that they have had themselves, as well as feel more connected to the other side of the 

academic spectrum whether one identifies as artistic or scientific—perhaps resulting in a more 

scientific humanism.   
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Poetry Manuscript  
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Message on the Spice Rack 

It is [im]possible to map the human brain and a number of its anomalies in various ways that 

include both intrusive and non-intrusive (but define intrusive/I won’t) imaging technologies 

differing from the historically limited surgical method which you may see an example of if you 

would please sharpen your hacksaw and turn to page X.   The graphical representation of the 

human brain as a cabinet of curiosities would highlight the lateralized and localized function of 

cognition, consciousness, and its anomalous ramifications. However always a however coupled 

with mysteries left unresolved, curiosities left uncatalogued; these shelves in this kitchen cabinet 

remain unlabeled for now.  
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Dark Matter 

rumbles 

trash truck dumps 

confetti at my feet 

 

I put my shirt on inside 

out today and noticed 

my hair had gotten longer 

stomach-length 

 

You’re not a danger to yourself but  

hurricanes don’t have mirrors 

 don’t crumble 

you pull butcher knives 

and splinter tables 

and shatter glass until 

spent 

 

do not go gently 

rage rage 

 

I see debris in your sunken eye 

powder dissolves, doesn’t it? 
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secrets safe in capillaries 

I wait for you to dump them 

like confetti at my feet 

 

I wanted to leave cacti  

on your kitchen counter  

but thought maybe succulents  

thrive better  

during hurricane season. 
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Spectral Resolution of a Finite Wave Train 

Let me consider this first method  

independent of deadlines 

The infrared on the fMRI illustrates  

evidence of a past full of bilateral  

storm ridden walks in the park 

 

how nearly impossible to imagine  

tremors in a smile so genuine 

could be indicative of more than  

unfettered excitement 

 

qualitative evidence has mislead  

professionals to believe in love at first  

fight as if passion is only found in the most 

heated arguments the most  

unforgiving mudslinging 

 

getting dirty 

getting even 

getting holier than thou 

are the only presumed ways of showing 

A truly cares for B 
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vows and covenants and swears to god 

are just wavelengths 

are just words  

targeted frequencies on a magnetic image  
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Dear Good Will Hunting 

I am running 

out of time to make bad decisions because my prefrontal lobe is near fully-developed 

The i-don’t-knows will no longer be backed by developmental psychology and I will be swimming 

in a vortex of time dependent variables that have no given value 

How then Will 

how will I stand upright on questions that fuel questions that fuel grades below the average peak 

of interest? 

Teach me to be a statistical anomaly a spot outside the bell curve perhaps just a smudge on the 

computer screen but perhaps the exact disruption at the exact wavelength necessary to reboot this 

comatose neuronal campaign for individuality 

Scientists know the uniqueness of glial cells and synaptic interactions are meta neurologically 

aware, yet the struggle abstractly persists when the neurons are shown images of themselves and 

told to critically analyze those—focusing more on critical and less on celebrating the normal 

trajectory of their plasticity 
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Unmoved 

there is you 

here is I 

 

more poetic when it’s dark out 

when I’ve had a few 

gulps of summer wind 

 

when lying 

in driveways starts to remind me of sun 

flowers in vases precariously existing/ 

kissing the back left tire  

of that obnoxiously big red Chevy 

I drove in high school 

 

sun burned into my back legs chest 

the singular reminder  

that our mutual love of the beach existed 

outside the county lines of the OC 

 

Inland on land 

 we played games  

 or the moon played games with us 
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 like she does with the waves 

 crashing into the beach like you 

 keep crashing into the passenger seat 

 before pulling back like you remembered  

 we aren’t the collective noun we used to be 
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Lab notes 

Calcium transitions to forever in iodine 

add oxygen because infinitely why not  

I am pleased to find cobalt  

in your fractional entries  

find Californias in Berkeley  

and see if the cobalt exists after your hydrogens 

stop fusing. 

 

UCLA won’t accept the positivity  

of this hypothesis because the spatial 

relativity of you versus me is only  

(ex)istant if 

the glitter in this integral 

crosses off more than a few of my 

light years.  
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How to Sketch a Galaxy 

I. 

I spent the afternoon filing recipes 

If I had paid more attention 

maybe I could remember  

how much cracked pepper 

my mom cups in her palm 

for chicken star soup 

 

II. 

The art of lining an eyelid 

can be complex or at least  

tedious 

Natural talent is inversely related  

to the proximity of the mirror 

 

III. 

I don’t love you anymore 

or  

I don’t want to crumble 

beneath your sanity 

or 

I’ve found someone else 
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to give me surf lessons 

to finish my flight at the brewery after work 

to listen to me calculate the dopamine levels 

in my prefrontal cortex in anticipation of lunch 

and compare the data to anticipation  

of you 

 

IV. 

Ridges on nails can indicate kidney complication 

A tremor can indicate a brain tumor 

A bookmark can indicate where I left you 

but in lieu I’ve found a coaster 

from a bar in Barcelona 
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Correspondence: 04/18/2016 

I. 

We have decided to move forward with other candidates. 

 

II. 

She went to the doctor because she wasn’t feeling well. 

 

III. 

Estás malita? 

 

IV. 

If you aren’t selected this round we’ll grant you a position as  

alternate  

that way if someone drops out you can fill in. 

 

V.  

They gave her three to four months. 

 

VI. 

You have not been selected for the award. 

 

VII. 

Stage 4 brain tumor.  



20 
 

VIII. 

I know you will be disappointed,  

but I wish to assure you  

that your application received careful and serious consideration by the Board. 

 

IX. 

Please know that we are not able to give you feedback regarding this decision. 

 

X. 

Do you still pray? 
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Transubstantiation 

for Zach 

At 17 we stared at the stars and you analyzed art the way I analyzed god: maybe people need muses 

the way Botticelli mused about Venus or the way we sat in front of the Monument for Change as 

it Changes and considered the delicate balance and interconnectivity of lives. It made whatever 

downward spiral you kept visualizing look more like the slides on a playground and less like the 

daunting end predicted by a Mayan calendar that simply ran out of days.  Maybe deism is better 

than religion. Maybe deism is still an institution. Maybe all our gods are the same god and maybe 

our galaxy has already collided with Andromeda’s spiral and the light seen in other dimensions 

comes from the light of our own supernova. 

 

Now I sit in a pew every couple of Sundays to trace black lines between shards of stained glass 

windows and contemplate the necessity of dark matter. I watch people skip communion. We no 

longer keep in touch. But I go to the front of the line for thin bread because it tastes like second 

grade and white dresses. I recite prayers because they sound like the purring of my cat when he’s 

just finished breakfast. I read scripture because I’m still trying to understand why the dogs don’t 

go to heaven. But I can’t find the answers in that mustard seed so instead I wonder if the preacher 

took his vows because he knows which team he bats for, but wants that shot at heaven anyway and 

imagined how funny you would have thought that was.  
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Power Spectrum 

can I quantify it? 

is it my answer to  

how I perform during emergencies? 

I used to be able to run for a while 

now my lungs protest  

my bronchial tubes are currently  

being carved out by sharp 

shards of air that can’t get through the pipeline 

 

weaving a blanket for Pluto 

is a complex periodic function such that 

an interference pattern arises if  

�
complete coherence

partial coherence
complete incoherence

�  

Define fringe visibility: 

I read The Outsiders once  

I wish I could be a better greaser 

but I’m sure it would just look like I was trying 

too hard 

 

Approximate a radiating atom with collisions: 

the ability to understand your[self] when your brain is mumbling 
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Perturbation Theory 

Assume the system passes through every accessible state 

of an everlasting gobstopper 

The golden ticket is just 1  

microstate (one  

short measurement) 

away from being  

observationally average 

 

Don’t tell Wonka  

he’s just had his amygdala  

tampered with and is not likely  

to process the news of mediocrity  

well 

 

All accessible emotional  

states in state space are  

a long shot from being clinical 

 

Our correspondence 

resulted in a short statement  

of prolonged static energy  
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Call me  

when you get this I’ll be at the Golden 

Day begging for a shot of whiskey  

to the heart a bullet  

through the Old Testament 

neatly muffled edges 

they keep sliding  

tequila down the bar 

like they knew I was used  

to buckshot to the brain 

hours spent snatching  

back pieces of my mind 

dusting off dark matter 

so often that the edges 

of my fingertips  

become stained 

from the space between constellations 

 

I’m trying to narrow my scope 

but I’m paralyzed between  

the Martian glow 

and some cowboys who don’t believe  

in aliens. 
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Miscellaneous Constellations 

Home is that beat up sweatshirt 

protecting me from melting into  

the Milky Way 

 

Caramel summers  

fall like the trees dozed 

for these houses they built 

over my favorite stretch  

of miscellaneous constellations. 

 

Four years should be long enough 

for memories to fade— 

the documentation exists 

in the time dependent potentials  

of one cup of coffee 

 

but it’s sleepy eyes 

and the dark matter  

of a sunflower that concoct 

energies beyond us. 

 

Sitting next to me  
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on this city bench, 

we laugh like stolen sour patch kids 

and chocolate milk at midnight. 

Street lights look down and  

illuminate the lingering space  

between our knee caps 

 

echoes of the people 

we were that summer  

evacuate 

into our spoons  

reverberate 

through our phones 

 

reminding me that some letters 

get lost in the mail. 
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Beyond Jurisdiction 

I implore the council 

do not make a decision 

based on the retrograde 

of my cuticles 

I find the path to  

Mars unruly and biased 

toward meteoric tendencies 
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Canonical Partition Function 

wholly less successful at traversing 

light shafts than Einstein 

Pavlov’s dog broke the theory 

of Everyman 

bolted through the door  

the second he got a whiff of that kibble 

requiring that Einstein and Pavlov 

chase him until divided  

at the quarry 

Einstein said “You go left 

and I’ll take the right way 

back to where the canine broke 

our continuum limit 

The quarry is the unquantifiable  

transformation of our end  

and the dog’s beginning.” 
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Hybrid input-output algorithm 

Continue until constraints satisfied.  

Formerly transformed by an estimation of my best self. Given a known outcome, replace it with 

something less concrete my pen faded and I am not a fan of networking—fickle personalities who 

offer to contribute more than their net worth at the conference but replace such offers with 

unreturned calls the weekend you both happen to be in Boston 

Error reduction methods are generalized into an algorithm where x & y both satisfy the object 

constraints.  This is usually optimal. However we must factor in the margin of error for when the 

amygdala releases not enough inhibition.  

In all cases, fickle can be calculated e.g. from the diffraction pattern via the signal explosion.  
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BART 

Soles of our shoes attempt to peel them 

selves away from the floor of the car 

 

This car  

host to ravers and punks 

and me 

 

Not greaser 

Not hipster 

Not colorful enough for this city to adopt  

me 

 

It’s a nice day and I’m a nice kid 

who needs to be walked to my next 

constellation 

 

Do not stand between cars 

This car shifts on the tracks  

one magnet in front of another 

proximity  

not always interchangeable  

with affinity 
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two northern poles 

causing polar discomfort 

 shifts in the magnetic atmosphere 
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Half Moon Bay 

Beneath a thin layer of sand 

a seal crawled out of its skeletal shell 

stood—stretched  

 

How have I gotten this far 

I have never seen this cliffside 

never touched this sheet rock 

It smells different here 

 dustier 

I am light 
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Diving Lessons 

I’ve seen you try to resist  

the gravity of the tidal  

moon.  And yet— 

diving head first into 

waves without thinking 

was your only way of living. 

And when we collided 

I sank  

an anchor 

sucked into the depths  

without the chance to cling starboard, 

shaving off any of our memories 

barnacles stuck between 

your broad sides 

and. 

The wrought iron I thought 

bound us was  

string 

and you never did teach me  

how to surf. 
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Observatorium 

Drown out the white noise 

and rotate your scope 

Bask in the dishabituation 

of Galileo’s moonshine 

 

Rotate this ceiling  

until the freckles in your  

nebula align with the Starry 

Night in my kaleidoscope 

 

Our atoms may never be  

hot enough for nuclear fusion 

but perhaps I will be centripetally attractive 

enough to lightly rond de jambe through your orbit 
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Cinderella Studied Equitation 

a white horse is  

gray  

even if the only method of detection is  

dermatological analysis 
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Scientific Humanist  

I calculate the lengths 

of the waves in each neuron 

that I surf only 

when I dream 

I’ve seen sharks under my board  

and they spit sand 

across my face 

when I toe 

my nose at them 

 

I keep waiting for the sky to fall 

I should never listen to the weather  

but still do 
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Two Black Holes Colliding 

sounds like fingers against a keyboard in Park Rapids (kind of) or more like Kelly Clarkson 

colliding with the walls of Bella Café or the uneven distribution of ink in a moleskin notebook that 

I would never buy myself (I prefer the way my bills sound when they’re paid on time) like the 

sounds of freckles when a nose crinkles up just before a sneeze a gory moment in a scream queen 

movie the pop of a bottle of red after work sometimes a sip of that twist-off champagne of beers 

or the peak of data on a linear graph measuring voltage against time 

 

Two Black Holes Colliding  

didn’t collide as much as merge in a tango of dark matter trying to lighten the mood 
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Longitudinally Sound 

I feel it in my brain stem 

like I’ve tried to swallow a mango 

whole—green red yellow 

internally swelling with the bass 

that saturates the infrastructure of my 

innervated receptors in communication  

with unsung matter of the temporal lobe  

 

we are pinned 

to a single plane 

of understanding in which yours 

and mine are never quite 

tangential  

 

I lobby for more time with  

my (he)art 

I retract the colloquial commentary on your sweater 

and red shift to musings regarding  

the state of your irises  

 

how often does one bloom 
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Statistical Unlikelihood  

Time evolves into many bodies with quantum trajectories that won’t likely hold up in the court of 

constraints. The trajectory of the singular body in question (your body) is dismal unfluctuating. 

I’ve mapped out your universal position in relation to godly ensembles. All tests have come back 

positive: you should have been more catholic  less Peter more Paul. Marble rock cracks and 

crumbles if hit just wrong. Our last attempt will involve placing gravel dust in the mouth of a clam. 

Maybe this once it will give us a diamond.  
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Scans of Procedural Poetry: Original Documents 
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