My Physics Teacher
He tried to convince us, but his billiard ball

Fell faster than his Ping-Pong ball and thumped

To the floor first, in spite of Galileo.

The rainbows from his prism skidded off-screen

Before we could tell an infra from an ultra.

His hand-cranked generator refused to spit

Sparks and settled for smoke.  The dangling pith

Ignored the attractions of his amber wand,

No matter how much static he rubbed and dubbed

From the seat of his pants, and the house brick

He lowered into a tub of water lost

More weight (Eureka!) than the overflow.

He believed in a World of Laws, where problems had answers,

Where tangible objects and intangible forces

Acting thereon could be lettered, numbered and crammed

Through our tough skulls for lifetimes of homework.

But his only uncontestable demonstration

Came with our last class: he broke his chalk

On a formula, stooped to catch it, knocked his forehead

On the eraser gutter, staggered slewfoot, and stuck

One foot forever into the wastebasket.
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