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Disciple 
 

         (a love poem for mathematics) 

 

And when they ask why I love you, 

I divulge: in your universe, 

normality is special, naturality 

is contrived, fields can be infinite 

and singularities are as commonplace 

as odd primes. 

                        I embrace, 

cloistered, your level curves, 

your succulent patois, 

your lattices begging 

for inversion, your fat phis 

and eely xis, the pleasure of being bound 

by constraints. 

                        Absurd and precise, 

like the language of a wary lover's hands, 

you are reluctant to be laid 

bare; but oh, how you may be coaxed into revealing 

such surprising 

and such wondrous 

secrets. 

 

 

 

                              First published in the Journal of Humanistic Mathematics 7(2) (July 2017), 418.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://nam10.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fscholarship.claremont.edu%2Fjhm%2Fvol7%2Fiss2%2F27%2F&data=05%7C02%7Csarah.glaz%40uconn.edu%7C611bebf8246946b30e8708de1fc6b548%7C17f1a87e2a254eaab9df9d439034b080%7C0%7C0%7C638983135483526194%7CUnknown%7CTWFpbGZsb3d8eyJFbXB0eU1hcGkiOnRydWUsIlYiOiIwLjAuMDAwMCIsIlAiOiJXaW4zMiIsIkFOIjoiTWFpbCIsIldUIjoyfQ%3D%3D%7C60000%7C%7C%7C&sdata=EmffQTBEgvVp2YtWzVL1ML%2FhXG40VspVhvsHUgxIrYA%3D&reserved=0

