Kate Potter

The Surfactant Song
Cubodial cells must get their due, 

As they work hard for me and you!

Without the surfactant they release,

Alveolar recoil would increase!

Peer at them through a microscope,

You’ll see their innards filled, I hope,

With dense vesicles packed closely,

 Each called a lamellar body.

These are the Type II cosmonauts,

Or so these days in school we’re taught!

Immense and few, they are unique,

To secretory cells, they’re freaks!

Inside there’s mainly phospholipid, 

Though cholesterol’s scattered amid,

And there’s a final entity,

A.K.A. S.P B and C.

In the cytosol they age,

Until they reach a mature stage.

Then a stimulus comes along, 

Telling the vesicles to be gone.

Calcium floods into the cell,

Signalling the pre-fusion bell. 

It quickly binds calmodulin,

And depolyms. with gelsolin.

The LB to the surface flock, 

For at the PM they must they dock.

Vesicles with the PM fuse, 

And thus they their contents lose.

Thereby the cell step is complete, 

In itself a marvelous feat!

But thinkst thou, reader, that’s the end?

We’re only halfway through my friend!

The post-phase is terribly slow,

As much assembly’s done, you know!

S.P.C. and D hang around,

But not round them are lipids bound!

S.P.A. bouquets make an X

‘Round which lipids bind like Connex.

SPB. jumps in, it’s the norm…

Tubular myelin is formed!

When the lungs begin to expand,

It is stretched like a rubber band.

The lipid micelles disperse with care,

Spreading into a monolayer!

When inspiratory muscles rest,

Surface lipids are compressed

To micelles… Surface tension swerves

Back down the hystersis’ curves.
Surfactant gives a final wave,

Resignedly as, valiant knave,

It’s phagocytosed into a cell,

Then it’s replaced and all is well!

