
An Incompleteness Theorem

The day was done, and night descended.
Settled in my sofa, legs extended,
I pondered recent past, while sipping sentimentally
On Shinnosuke Seki’s sake.

A thread of thought, a strand of mind
Weaving an argument, folding combined
With a delicate dance of possibility
And Shinnosuke Seki’s sake.

A preposterous proposal!  Could it be true
That in cellular settings transcription imbues
Algorithmic activity with computational hues
As smooth as Shinnosuke Seki’s sake?

My tired eyes tried to envision the scene
Of Turing strands tangled in topological schemes
But my brain was befuddled by a little too much
Of Shinnosuke Seki’s sake.
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