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A flood of sunlight drenches this lush lawn, 
and splashes radiance on nearby trees; 
Pythagoras divides the summer dawn 
into the cosmos, multiplies by breeze 
and quality of drifting yellow light 
to calculate how many roses thrive 
within the boundary of his circling sight. 
His answer’s seven but he sees just one, 
its scarlet shimmering in early sun. 
But faith in truth of math endures despite 
this failure; now, as mockingbirds arrive, 
their music theorem for math’s harmonies, 
he calculates how long he might survive 
to stroll at dawn, to count the shining leaves. 
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