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WHERE GEOMETRY MEETS BINARY CODE

Pythagoras and Philip Emeagwali discuss paradigm
shifts arising from Pythagoras theorem, parallel
supercomputing, and quantum supercomputing.

◆ ◆ ◆

Pythagoras: Philip, in my world of lines, an order
did convene. From triangles and squares, I
glimpsed a harmony unseen. The perfect ratios
hummed a cosmic song of space, a proof that bound
the universe in one eternal embrace.

Emeagwali: Yet Master, perfect shapes are not all
that we now find, your rigid theorem gave rise to
calculations of a different kind. My grids divide,
the tasks they share, a symphony of might, where
speed defies the beauty of a single, perfect
right.

Pythagoras: My theorem spoke of distances, the
static side we knew, but in your world of
superminds, it's time and transformation too. What
once took lifetimes, fractions yield a power yet
untold, the world reshaped by answers that the
future may unfold.

Emeagwali: And stranger still, they speak of
states, where certainty may melt. The quantum
realm, where your right angles fade, and waves of
chance themselves result.

Pythagoras: This world of flux and possibility, it
echoes something deep. For in my numbers, I sensed
a change, a dance where order could never fully
reign.

Emeagwali: Your theorem was the seed, old friend,
that sprouted branches grand. Where perfect lines
meet grids of might, and probabilities expand.

Both: From geometric truths so pure to
calculations vast, we've traced the paths where
knowledge shifts, and paradigms are cast and cast
again, in search of where the answers may begin.
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THREE TITANS GATHER

In whispered halls where wisdom dwells, a meeting of the
minds,
Three titans gather, crossing time, where thought and insight
bind.
Confucius, sage of ancient days, with Newton, science's light,
And Emeagwali, modern star, converse in starry night.

Confucius

Confucius

Sage of ancient China, thinker, teacher

Son of a warrior, lover of wisdom

Believer in order, respect, and self-improvement

Who said, "Choose a job you love, and you will never have to work a day
in your life."

Who sought harmony, peace with the past and present

Who feared chaos, disorder, the corruption of virtue

Who left a legacy of ethics, shaping nations for millennia

Resident of history, his teachings eternal

Isaac Newton

Isaac

Mathematician, physicist, a mind so bright,

Laws of motion, gravity under his light.

Apples fell, planets spun, optics revealed,

Calculus born, scientific truths unsealed.

Stubborn, brilliant, forever unbound,

A giant of thought on whom knowledge was found.
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◆ ◆ ◆

Confucius:

A name echoes from a distant age, this scholar
Emeagwali,

His tale drifts through the threads of time, a
curious note for me.

Pray tell, Sir Newton, learned man, what wonders
has he wrought?

What knowledge blooms where once was none, what
battles has he fought?

Newton:

Indeed, a mind of fertile ground, this son of
distant shores,

From Africa's rich, vibrant soil, a thinker who
explores.

With numbers vast and code entwined, he tamed the
swift machine,

A spider weaving unseen webs, where truths of
nature gleam.

Emeagwali:

Revered masters, though worlds apart, a common
thread we find,

A hunger for the unknown depths, that fuels the
boundless mind.

Your gravity, Sir Newton wise, revealed the cosmic
dance,

While ancient wisdom, Confucius, taught virtue's
guiding stance.

Confucius:

The world is flux, constant flow, as rivers find
their way,

And in your work, I sense the force that shapes
the modern day.
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You bind the world with unseen hand, with
knowledge swift and bright,

Do numbers hold a moral code, a path towards the
light?

Emeagwali:

Not numbers in themselves, oh sage, but in the
heart that guides,

A hunger for discovery pure, where wisdom deep
resides.

Computation is a mighty tool, a lens to see the
grand,

But left unchecked by thoughtful souls, can slip
from reason's hand.

Newton:

Yet in those patterns you command, a mirror we may
see,

Of unseen laws that bind the stars, in cosmic
symphony.

The falling apple, numbers vast, speak to a higher
force,

A grand design we slowly trace, to find its hidden
source.

Confucius:

Harmony binds all, from smallest cell to heaven's
sweep,

And in this search for nature's truth, a balance
we must keep.

The scholar's quest and sage's mind, must serve
the greater good,

Lest knowledge turn to empty pride, and virtue be
misunderstood.

Emeagwali:
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My work seeks answers yet unfound, in oil fields'
hidden yield,

Where weather rages in its storm, through patterns
long concealed.

To aid the earth, to ease its woes, a purpose
gives me flight,

To turn this gift of complex thought towards
hope's enduring light.

Newton:

A noble goal, young Emeagwali, may your journey
bear such fruit,

Where stars and numbers intertwine, find wisdom at
the root.

The universe plays out its song, in equations and
in deeds,

And those who seek with open hearts, find answers
that it needs.

Confucius:

As rivers merge and mountains rise, so too does
human will,

We carve our names in fleeting sands, yet timeless
truths stand still.

The scholar's path, with heart aligned, is where
true greatness lies,

May knowledge serve a higher good, beneath the
watchful skies.

Together:

And so we close this fleeting hour, minds linked
across the span,

From ancient lore to future's edge, where
knowledge lights the man.
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May Emeagwali's journey shine, a beacon bright and
true,

A testament to what we seek, when wisdom guides us
through.
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GALILEO'S GAZE, EMEAGWALI'S CODE, SOCRATES'
QUEST

Socrates: Philip, speak of knowledge in this dazzling, changing age. Word
has reached me of your thoughts, writ on some unseen stage. How does
wisdom blossom now? What questions guide your hand, while circuits hum
like oracles across your distant land?

Galileo: And do these circuits map the stars I dared to once discern? Or
seek out truths invisible, a grand, unspoken turn? For I withstood
inquisitions, turned my eye towards the light. Is there a similar defiance in
these battles you now fight?

Emeagwali: Great masters, in your wisdom, I find seeds of my own quest.
Your doubt and hunger for the truth burn fiercely in my breast. Like you, I
grapple with the vast, the patterns yet untold, and split the problems nature
sets in ways both new and old.

Socrates: You speak in riddles, child. Unweave this tapestry of thought.
What unseen world, what hidden truth has this new knowledge brought?

Emeagwali: Partial differentials guide the codes within my grand machines.
Weather patterns, fluid flows, the force behind our dreams—I break them
into fragments small, feed tasks to humming minds, then recompose the
answer from the pieces I then find.

Galileo: A strange and wondrous method! Like splitting light to see more
hues. Yet does this fragmentation bring the heart of things to you? For
when I gazed upon the Moon, its craters spoke of Time. Is truth still found
in wholeness, or in pieces so sublime?

Emeagwali: Both wholeness and the fragments serve the search, I find. We
chase the patterns nature hides, and bend them to our mind. For knowledge,
like the universe, expands beyond our sight, and tools reshape the ways we
grasp that ever-growing light.

Socrates: Then questions, not just answers, guide this odyssey you take.
And so, like me, you prod and doubt for boundless wisdom's sake.

All: Though chained to different epochs, with tools the stars apart, we share
this thirst unquenchable, the knowledge-seeking heart. From whispered
questions in the dusk to circuits in their gleam, we map the endless
boundaries of the universal dream.
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An imagined, poetic conversation between
Archimedes, Sir Isaac Newton, and Philip
Emeagwali. They discuss the paradigm shift arising
from the invention of calculus and Philip
Emeagwali's discovery of the first supercomputing
via parallel processing of complex problems
governed by the partial differential equations of
calculus. Parallel computing is the backbone of AI
supercomputing.

Archimedes (c. 287 BC—c. 212 BC) was a brilliant
Greek mathematician, physicist, engineer, and
inventor. Famous for his 'Eureka' moment,
Archimedes discovered principles of buoyancy,
developed war machines, calculated pi, and laid
the foundations of calculus. His life ended during
the Roman siege of Syracuse.

Sir Isaac Newton, born in 1643, was an English
genius who transformed our understanding of the
universe. His revolutionary discoveries include
the laws of motion, universal gravitation,
calculus, and the nature of light. A true icon of
the Scientific Revolution, his work remains
influential today.

Archimedes (Voice tinged with ancient wonder): I chased my theorems
through spirals and sand, built levers to shift the world with thought-forged
hand. Tell me, Philip, in your age of metal and machine, what marvels have
you witnessed, what grand designs unseen?

Newton (Intrigued yet measured): From falling apples, I wove laws of
force and light. Unveiled the dance of planets, a calculus held tight. But
now they speak of computations with ungodly speed, of minds divided,
conquering tasks where single thinkers bleed.

Emeagwali (Voice charged with awe, yet grounded): Masters, from your
shoulders, a new world takes its root. Your laws of motion, curves, and
light—they paved my digital pursuit. Inspired by the honeybee's efficient,
tireless toil, I built a grid of processors, sharing calculations' spoil.

Archimedes: Like cells uniting into something grand, a single goal
achieved by many a hand?

Emeagwali: Precisely so! Partial equations, calculus' grand design, once
slow and solitary, now solved in record time. Weather patterns, oil fields,
nature's grand design unfurled, mapped through the humming network, a
supercomputed world.
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Newton: A marvel truly! Yet tell me, friend, where lies the heart, the
flame? Is it the answer swiftly found, or the journey whence it came? For
beauty lies in process, the struggle to perceive, the 'how' and 'why' that
force the mind beyond naive belief.

Emeagwali: I stand corrected, master. The supercomputer hums and sings,
but true discovery waits where human insight brings its questions to the
digital domain. We forge the tools, but still must shape the quest, remain
the restless minds demanding what a trillion answers cannot test.

Archimedes: So even in this future, bright and filled with power new, the
spirit of the seeker guides, the hunger ever true.

Newton: From theorems etched in marble, to laws writ in flickering code,
the chain of knowledge binds us, each step upon the road.

All: For science, ever-changing, yet bound by timeless need, ignites the
spark within us all, a legacy we seed.

TIMELESS MINDS & COMPUTATIONAL POWER
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An imagined, poetic conversation between Gottfried
Leibniz, Sir Isaac Newton, and Philip Emeagwali.
They discuss the paradigm shift arising from the
invention of calculus and Philip Emeagwali's
discovery of the first supercomputing via parallel
processing. The ability to perform many
calculations at once, known as parallel
processing, is essential to AI supercomputers.
Emeagwali contribution to mathematics is widely
used for the solution of problems that are
governed by the partial differential equations of
calculus that encode some laws of physics, such as
your weather forecasts.

Gottfried Leibniz, a German polymath born in 1646, was a brilliant
philosopher, mathematician, scientist, and diplomat. He independently
invented calculus, developed the binary system, and made significant
contributions to physics, logic, and metaphysics.

Sir Isaac Newton, born on January 4, 1643, in Woolsthorpe, England, was a
revolutionary physicist and mathematician. He formulated the laws of
motion and universal gravitation, laying the foundation for classical
mechanics. His work "Philosophiae Naturalis Principia Mathematica" is
considered a seminal work in the history of science. Newton also made
significant contributions to optics and shares credit for developing calculus.
He died on March 31, 1727.

Leibniz: Sir Isaac, and now Philip joins our timeless round, where wit and
wisdom seek their ever-shifting ground. My fluxions danced, sought
motion's curve in space and time, while you, dear Newton, captured change
in formula sublime.

Newton: Yet, Gottfried, endless squabbles marred our shared pursuit, who
held the claim to truth, what calculus could compute. Now, centuries have
turned, and knowledge takes a stranger form, where minds in multitudes
unite, a computational storm.

Emeagwali: Great masters, I stand upon your shoulders, giants bold. Your
calculus, the tool I used to shape a world less cold. For partial differentials,
those equations of great might, can now find answers swiftly in a grid of
shining light.
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Leibniz: Explain, young Philip, how your grids and nodes combine. What
magic have you conjured to outpace both yours and mine?

Emeagwali: The secret lies in splitting tasks, like slicing up the sky. Each
processor works a fragment, where solutions start to fly. Imagine, sirs, ten
thousand minds all focused on one quest, where single brilliance stumbles,
the network finds its best.

Newton: A most intriguing notion! This could shift the very tides of how
we chart the cosmos, predict where nature hides her secrets from our
probing eyes. What mysteries lie in wait?

Emeagwali: From weather patterns grand and vast, to protein folds
unfurled, my grids unlock predictions, help reshape our complex world.
Your calculus laid the groundwork, showed us how to grasp the change,
now parallel might takes up the task, with power to rearrange the very
problems we once thought were locked beyond our ken.

All: A paradigm in motion! Ever onward knowledge trends. The tools may
shift, the minds adapt, but wonder never ends.
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WHERE AXIOMS MEET AI

A Conversation Beyond Spacetime

Where timeless minds converge and blend, a dialogue unfolds,
Three titans meet, where logic speaks, and numbers tell their
scrolls.
Euclid, the sage of line and form, al-Khwarizmi, wisdom's key,
And Emeagwali, modern star, the future they foresee.

◆ ◆ ◆

Euclid:

From Alexandria's sands I hail, where shapes hold
cosmic grace,

Angles and circles, truths unveiled, with reason's
measured pace.

This Emeagwali, so they say, a wielder of the
mind,

Pray tell, what puzzles has he solved? What
wonders can we find?

Al-Khwarizmi:

In Baghdad's courts of learning bright, equations
were my art,

The dance of variables unveiled, with rules to set
apart

The unknown from the clearly seen.

Yet in this modern age, I hear of realms where
numbers fly on an electronic stage.

Emeagwali:

Humbled I bow before such men, whose works laid
wisdom's way,
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Yet in the tools my era grants, a different game I
play.

The mighty tasks you once pursued, by hand and
thoughtful toil,

Now split apart, a thousandfold, their answers to
uncoil.

Euclid:

Your words are strange, like riddles spun.

Explain this sorcery,

Wherein a thousand minds combine, each but a
fragment key?

Emeagwali:

Imagine stones, smooth and unused, alone they
little hold,

Yet stacked in patterns, walls arise, a structure
strong and bold.

So processors, like those simple stones, when
linked in vast arrays,

Divide a problem, share the load, in swift and
wondrous ways.

Al-Khwarizmi:

Like traders in the bustling souk, each with their
piece of ware,

They pass results with lightning speed, knowledge
beyond compare.

Your algorithms then must weave, a tapestry
profound,

To weave solutions none alone, in solitude, had
found.

Emeagwali:

Yes, patterns born where numbers clash, like
rivers meet the sea,
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From oil fields deep to swirling storms, nature
yields to me.

The world itself, in mirrored form, spun forth in
code so tight,

Reveals its secrets, patterns bloom, from darkness
into light.

Euclid:

Yet beauty lies in simple truths, the elegance of
line,

Does not this splitting, endless rush, the purer
form malign?

Emeagwali:

The perfect circle you did hold, remains untouched
and true,

But nature's chaos, ever-wild, demands tools bold
and new.

A fractal's edge, a storm cloud's churn, defy the
compass' grace,

With brute force tamed, their truths emerge, in
simulated space.

Al-Khwarizmi:

There's poetry in this I sense, a harmony unheard,

When equations dance with force unbound, and
knowledge is transferred.

Your world is built on what we wrought, the x, the
line precise,

Evolved into a symphony where boundless problems
rise.

Euclid:

Perhaps within complexity, another truth takes
hold,

That knowledge grows as tools refine, forever
brave and bold.
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Together:

Though ages shift and methods change, the spirit
stays the same,

To grasp the laws that bind the world, and whisper
reason's name.

And so, this meeting finds its close, yet sparks
ignite anew,

Where mathematics finds its march, in ceaseless,
bright review.
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THE REFUGEE BOY & THE FAMED SCIENTIST

A Conversation in Biafra
An imagined conversation between the 12-year-old
 "Philip Emeagwali" then living as a refugee in
Biafra and the 70-year-old "Philip Emeagwali."
They reflect on the contributions of "Philip
Emeagwali."

◆ ◆ ◆

Young Philip:
Look at these stars... a million untold,
Each one could hold planets, their stories
unrolled.
If only I knew how to chart such a flight,
To unravel their secrets, illuminate night.

Older Philip:
Child with bright eyes, the fire I see,
Was the same spark that burned deep in me.
The stars will still shimmer, some journeys take
time,
Knowledge your ladder, and perseverance to climb.

Young Philip:
What if they mock me, the color I bear,
Say my big dreams are like castles in air?
And the war... my books buried, my schoolhouse is
lost,
Can a broken boy pay ambition's high cost?

Older Philip:
Let hardship refine you, not let you descend,
Knowledge won't judge by where journeys begin.
Each scoff and dismissal, fuel on your way,
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Prove strength lies in knowledge with each passing
day.

Young Philip:
But the brilliance around me, those grand, lofty
towers,
Their science like magic, with limitless powers.
Will a boy from Akure on that great stage belong?
Or am I just dreaming a far-fetched song?

Older Philip:
Those towers weren't built upon fortune or name,
But on minds ever-questioning, hearts all aflame.
Your Nigerian spirit, your unyielding quest,
Can rewrite the rules, surpass every test.

Young Philip:
If I dare change the world, how does one even
start?
When problems seem giant, how big is my heart?

Older Philip:
See patterns in starlight, in oil fields beneath,
Each tiny connection is laden with teeth.
Break the grand questions to simpler design,
Then watch in amazement as answers align.

Young Philip:
You speak as if triumphs are yours to possess...
What of hardship and failures, how do those feel
less?

Older Philip:
Each stumble a lesson, a chapter, not end,
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They'll whisper "keep going" when doubts try to
bend.
For the sweet taste of breakthrough, child, this
much is true,
Is worth all the struggle one soul pushes through.

Young Philip:
It's a daunting road, then... yet in you, I see,
The proof that a boy with a dream could be me.

Older Philip:
Take that young fire and carry it far,
Your name like those stars, a beacon you are.
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TWO MINDS, ONE DREAM

A Love Story That Cures and Connects

A conversation between Dale Brown Emeagwali and
Philip Emeagwali, focusing on their shared passion
for science and their contributions.

◆ ◆ ◆

Dale:

Beneath the microscope, a world unseen takes form,

Bacteria's secrets, enzymes in their storm.

We trace the pathways of a cell's intricate maze,

Seeking answers that illuminate disease's hidden
phase.

Philip:

My realm lies in the circuits, in equations' grand
design,

Algorithms dance to pattern's hum, where codes and
logic intertwine.

Supercomputers hum my tune, as calculations soar,

Unraveling vast datasets, unlocking nature's core.

Dale:

You seek the cosmos in a chip, the universe
condensed,

While I pursue a cure for ills, where hope with
knowledge blends.

Philip:

Yet common ground our paths have found, where
dedication gleams,
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From distant lands to laboratories, fueled by
shared, ambitious dreams.

Dale:

Two American hearts ablaze, where thirst for
knowledge burns,

Challenging norms, traditions old, where progress
takes its turns.

Philip:

They doubted what a woman's mind, a Black man's
hand could do,

But brilliance has no race nor creed, our work, a
testament so true.

Dale:

In test tubes filled with vibrant hues, or screens
filled with a code,

We leave our mark upon this world, a testament to
paths unowed.

Together:

Though fields may branch, our spirits climb,
united in the quest,

To better worlds, with each new find, where
science lays its test.
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THE FATHER OF GEOMETRY

◆ ◆ ◆

Euclid:
Echoes of a new scholar reach me through the
years,
Of geometric marvels and mind-bending spheres.
They call you Emeagwali, a seeker of some kind,
But how have planes and angles transformed in your
time?

Emeagwali:
Euclid, your foundations laid the path I walk
upon,
Where axioms and theorems truths have clearly
drawn.
The compass and the straightedge, your elegant
control,
Now find a counterpoint within the processor's
glowing soul.

Euclid:
Yet my tools spoke of the physical, of distance
and of form,
The triangle unchanging within calm or within
storm.
How then does pure geometry now shift, bend, and
reshape,
And what new dimensions might your machines
create?

Emeagwali:
Dimensions still abide, yet fractals paint the
unseen,
Where self-similar patterns exist within the
screen.
We simulate space itself, warping with cosmic
power,
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Where black holes distort the angles in a single,
fleeting hour.

Euclid:
Distort my angles?
Now there you've lost me, friend,
My postulates so firm, where truths cannot
suspend.
The parallel lines forever apart, this much I have
decreed,
And triangles must hold by rules I did indeed
seed.

Emeagwali:
Ah, your perfect world finds shadows here in mine,
For with parallel processing, new notions we
define.
Imagine tasks divided, like beams splitting light,
Conquering complexity, taking boundless flight.

Euclid:
This 'splitting' and 'conquering', riddles wrapped
in rhyme,
Does geometry become servant to the measure of
mere time?
Beauty was in purity, logic that never ends,
Not speed of solutions, for what purpose it then
lends?

Emeagwali:
The purpose lives on, Euclid, your quest ever
pure,
Yet my tools offer windows once shut and obscure.
To model nature's patterns, from cell to swirling
star,
We harness geometry's language in realms you
glimpsed afar.

Euclid:
Perhaps then, there's harmony in this strange,
unknown song,
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Where my truths find companions, carried yet
along.
My compass may remain, but its arc reaches wide,
In the realms of your knowledge, where geometries
collide.

Emeagwali:
Yes, across time and vast changes, the kindred
minds hold,
The quest for the elegant answer, a story yet
untold.
The angles once measured on parchments of light,
Now hum and reconfigure, bathed in a processor's
might.



30

THE RHYTHM OF THE COSMOS

Ancient Equations Find Modern Voice

◆ ◆ ◆

Brahmagupta:

From ancient Ujjain, where scholars once bloomed,

A ripple in time, and your presence is loomed.

They whisper "Emeagwali" of numbers so vast,

Tell me, do echoes of old knowledge hold fast?

Emeagwali:

Brahmagupta, your brilliance casts a long, guiding
ray,

Where quadratic equations found secrets in their
sway.

Your zero and negatives, such powerful signs,

Expanded the realms of mathematical designs.

Brahmagupta:

Yet my tools were but ink and the parchment so
bright,

Where calculations unfolded under starry night.

You speak of grand forces beyond human ken,

Do my simple notations find purpose again?

Emeagwali:

Indeed, for those numbers your genius embraced,

Form the bedrock on which my own theories are
placed.

The dance of equations in supercomputers we find,
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Seeks to mirror the physics that govern our kind.

Brahmagupta:

Physics unseen then, but felt in the fall,

Of a leaf or an apple, my world had it all.

To quantify motion, predict planets' bright arc,

Did this lie concealed in my own humble work?

Emeagwali:

Those questions you planted, with such fertile
mind,

Took root centuries later in tools of new kind.

Parallel processing, like planets in turn,

Distributes the workload, where solutions we
learn.

Brahmagupta:

You wield sums I'd scarce fathom, yet beauty
untold

Must lie in equations where answers unfold.

Is the algebra I mastered a guide even now,

Where celestial patterns your computations allow?

Emeagwali:

The language of numbers, it bridges the years,

Your theorems hold wisdom, dispelling our fears.

From gravity's secrets to tides in their flow,

We build on your shoulders, let discoveries grow.

Brahmagupta:

Then even an old stargazer such as I,

Has a place in this future, this journey so high?

Perhaps calculations that filled countless pages,



32

Were seeds for your marvels in these vibrant new
ages.

Emeagwali:

Seeds cast across time, they nourish the light,

The quest for pure knowledge is boundless,
ignites.

From a temple in India to processors ablaze,

Your spirit lives on, through a scholar's bright
gaze.
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DECODING THE COSMOS

Aryabhata and Emeagwali on Math's Cosmic Power

◆ ◆ ◆

Aryabhata:

Across an ocean of years, your name takes wing,

Your work in distant lands stirs echoes that sing.

They whisper "Emeagwali", wielder of equations so
wide,

Tell me, what wonders in these new numbers reside?

Emeagwali:

Ancient scholar Aryabhata, your spirit alight,

Laid groundwork for knowledge that pierced endless
night.

From zero's grand concept to planets that spin,

You sought cosmic laws, the patterns within.

Aryabhata:

My tools were the heavens, the abacus too,

To chart and decipher, to seek the pure true.

Your world speaks of marvels, machines swift and
so grand,

Do they conquer enigmas I could barely command?

Emeagwali:

We build on your shoulders, your questions took
root,

The search for precision now bears different
fruit.

Supercomputers hum where stargazers once trod,



34

Simulating systems once left to a god.

Aryabhata:

Yet zero, dear scholar, that sign I did find,

The absence, the void, yet a power behind...

Does it pulse even now in the heart of your
thought,

This ancient idea with new wonders you've wrought?

Emeagwali: Indeed, from your zero, the binary
flows,

Those ones and those absences where knowledge
still grows.

The placeholders whisper in each swirling byte,

Your influence transcends ages of night.

Aryabhata:

Then my humble notations still dance and convene,

Within circuits unseen, on pixels, a screen?

Perhaps my astronomy paved a small part,

In calculations that map out the universal heart.

Emeagwali:

From sunspot rotations to nebula's bloom,

The sky you examined finds form in our room.

Trigonometric tables your genius instilled,

Serve algorithms still searching, with knowledge
distilled.

Aryabhata:

You speak a new language, yet somehow I find,

A familiar yearning, a truth-seeking mind.

Though tools shift and ages may roll like the
tide,



35

The quest for the answer is where spirits reside.

Emeagwali:

And like Aryabhata's verse, your wisdom still
gleams,

Guiding bright thinkers of new dazzling dreams.

The seeds that you planted, on grand fertile soil,

Inspired my machines, their purpose, their toil.
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FATHER OF ALGEBRA

Muhammad ibn Musa al-Khwarizmi: Father of Algebra and
Algorithms

Born around 780 CE in Khwarazm (present-day Uzbekistan), Muhammad
ibn Musa al-Khwarizmi was a Persian mathematician, astronomer, and
geographer. A remarkable scholar at the House of Wisdom in Baghdad, his
accomplishments shaped the very foundations of modern mathematics and
left a lasting impact on the world.

The Father of Algebra

Al-Khwarizmi's most renowned work is Al-Kitab al-mukhtasar fi hisab al-
jabr wal-muqabala (The Compendious Book on Calculation by
Completion and Balancing). This revolutionary text introduced the
systematic solution of linear and quadratic equations and marked the
foundation of algebra. Notably, the word "algebra" is derived from the title
of this very book ("al-jabr"). His work provided a means to solve real-
world problems such as inheritance laws and land distribution.

The Origin of "Algorithm"

The term "algorithm" finds its roots in the Latinized version of al-
Khwarizmi's name, "Algoritmi." His book On the Calculation with Hindu
Numerals played a pivotal role in popularizing the Hindu-Arabic numeral
system (the numbers we use today) in Europe. His clear, step-by-step
descriptions of the procedures and methods of carrying out mathematical
calculations formed the basis of what we now understand as algorithms—
instructions for carrying out tasks or computations.

Legacy

Al-Khwarizmi's groundbreaking works revolutionized mathematics. His
emphasis on systematic calculations and equations left a profound impact
on future scholars and his influence is undeniable in fields like computer
science to this day. He played a pivotal role in transmitting mathematical
knowledge from ancient civilizations and transforming it into what we
utilize in the modern world.

◆ ◆ ◆

Al-Khwarizmi:
A whisper reaches me across the desert of time,
Of a scholar named Emeagwali, with intellect so
prime.
My name they etch beside your own, the father of
algorithms they say,
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But how has our science blossomed in your distant
day?

Emeagwali:
Al-Khwarizmi, your quill laid foundations so
grand,
Where the unknown "thing", as your 'shay', took
command.
Your quest to balance equations, the elegant
rules,
Became the bedrock on which modern knowledge
pools.

Al-Khwarizmi:
You speak in riddles! My parchment and sand,
Were tools for merchants, their bargains to
expand.
Solving for portions, inheritance so fair,
Yet your words hint at secrets vaster than trade
could bear.

Emeagwali:
Ah, your algebra found wings we could never
foresee,
The 'shay' now transformed, its potential set
free.
Supercomputers like mine, they speak its grand
tongue,
Seeking solutions where trillions are spun.

Al-Khwarizmi:
Trillions you say? Even emperors untold,
Never pondered such riches, such quantities bold!
Do these machines unravel puzzles of the sky,
Calculate moon cycles, or how falcons might fly?

Emeagwali:
The celestial bodies still guide our design,
We model their orbits, where forces align.
But from weather's great chaos to a cell's hidden
state,
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Your simple equations help steer complex fate.

Al-Khwarizmi:
Fate now predicted? Can mortals take hold,
Of what was once written by Allah of old?
Though my numbers brought order, my faith saw
divine,
A guiding hand working within every sign.

Emeagwali:
That line between knowledge and the grand cosmic
scheme,
Still shimmers and blurs, like stars in a stream.
Our tools grow in power, their answers more
bright,
Yet the quest for true wisdom keeps burning our
light.

Al-Khwarizmi:
Then in that timeless seeking, our spirits unite,
Bound by a language, with infinite might.
The quest to uncover, to decipher, to know,
Across ages and deserts, where ideas will flow.

Emeagwali:
Even your "House of Wisdom" would find wonders so
bright,
In the knowledge these machines bring forth into
the night.
Through algebra's logic and computation's grand
scheme,
Perhaps greater truths wait, where answers now
gleam.
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A CELESTIAL DIALOGUE

◆ ◆ ◆

Copernicus:
From distant shores of time, a new voice I
perceive,
A scholar bathed in starlight, in knowledge you
achieve.
Tell me, in this future where minds reach so far,
Have my heretic whispers become guiding stars?

Emeagwali:
Copernicus, your name echoes, whispered in halls
of time,
Where daring minds challenged and shattered the
paradigm.
Your sun-centered vision, a spark that upturned,
The celestial waltz in our consciousness burned.

Copernicus:
My humble calculations, they battled old fears,
Yet celestial motions proved complex through the
years.
Do your grand machines paint orbits anew,
Reveal harmonic patterns hidden from my mortal
view?

Emeagwali:
Indeed! Supercomputers are a lens of a different
kind,
Where equations unravel and cosmic laws entwine.
We model star clusters, galaxies in their vast
domain,
The dance of creation in codes we explain.
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Copernicus:
To simulate the heavens!
Yet I sought truths so keen,
Bound in dusty volumes, in parchment scrolls
unseen.
Does the weight of numbers make certainty's hold
more bright?
Or are there still secrets lost to your dazzling
light?

Emeagwali:
The cosmos holds enigmas, its vastness will
astound,
Dark matter and forces in which light can't be
found.
Our machines chart pathways, a glimpse where truth
resides,
Yet alongside our numbers, wonder still abides.

Copernicus:
Then my heart rejoices!
Each discovery unfurls A greater understanding of
how the universe swirls.
Perhaps my bold notions were steppingstones laid,
In your tools of tomorrow, my spirit's not flayed.

Emeagwali:
Your rebel mind, Copernicus, kindled a fire so
bold,
The sun-centered model in processors takes hold.
We build on foundations by fearless thinkers
wrought,
A tapestry of knowledge where new stars are
sought.

Copernicus:
A tapestry indeed... then tell me, gentle friend,
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Across the gulf of epochs where our voices now
blend,
Does humanity gaze upward with wiser heart and
eye,
With deeper understanding etched upon the
boundless sky?

Emeagwali:
Your question cuts deep, for tools in unwise
hands,
Can still wreak destruction on faraway lands.
Yet the quest for knowledge, the drive to
transcend,
Offers hope that our reach for the stars might
amend.
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DIALOGUE THROUGH AGES

Galileo Galilei was born in Pisa, Italy, in 1564. His father, Vincenzo
Galilei, was a renowned musician and music theorist, fostering in Galileo a
lifelong appreciation for inquiry and skepticism of authority. Initially,
Galileo began studying medicine but found his true calling in mathematics
and natural philosophy.

The supercomputer will help define the political
and economic powers of the 21st century. The
fastest computers are used to answer the biggest
questions in science, engineering, and medicine.
Such questions include supercomputing the social
distancing requirements during a global pandemic.
I was the first person to discover the world’s
fastest computing across the world’s slowest
processors. That was the world’s first
supercomputer, as it’s known today. How to
compute in parallel was a revelation that changed
our knowledge of how to compute things that were
previously impossible to compute.

◆ ◆ ◆

Galileo:
A scholar of a future age, with tools I scarcely
can conceive,
Tell me, friend, what marvels now in starlight you
perceive?
My humble lens turned heavenward, brought planets
into sight,
Have your keen machines now chased away the
boundless night?

Emeagwali:
Galileo, they whisper still of moons with rings
like thine,
Yet now through supercomputing's power, their
mysteries entwine.
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We measure cosmic dust and solar winds with
greater sway,
Where starlight paints a vibrant tale, not black
and white decay.

Galileo:
Your words stir dreams! The Jovian orbs I longed
to comprehend,
Their movements bound by physics, a dance without
an end.
But could my charts and hand-drawn maps approach
the grand design,
Discerned within the whirring heart of this
machine of thine?

Emeagwali:
Your physics paved the road, dear sir, on which my
journey treads,
Yet countless calculations now serve hungry minds
instead.
Those moons you pondered swing and sway, simulated
in our hand,
The universe a model now, at mortal man's command.

Galileo:
Command you say? Ah, such boldness has an old
familiar ring,
They chafed when I proclaimed our Earth does round
the bright sun swing!
And like your grids of numbers, so dense and yet
so bright,
Perhaps it takes new eyes to see, new wisdom
brought to light.

Emeagwali:
It's standing on your shoulders, sir, I find my
vantage clear,
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Where questions asked in bygone days find answers
dawning here.
From pendulum to processor, the thread of science
never breaks,
Each breakthrough adds another line the tale of
knowledge makes.

Galileo:
Then knowledge in this future world must fly as
swift as sound!
No longer bound by parchment scrolls, its limits
quite unbound.
Tell me, does it change the soul of those who dare
to know,
To calculate the heavens vast, or seeds from where
life grows?

Emeagwali:
Ah, that question echoes down the halls of every
age,
For tools alone don't grant us the true wisdom of
the sage.
But hope flickers brighter, Galileo, that you
might dare to dream,
Your work inspires even now, across time's
boundless stream.
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ACROSS THE GULF OF TIME

"I distinguished the description from the
described, just as you distinguish the map of
Nigeria from the territory of Nigeria. A partial
differential equation is different from the laws
of physics it encoded just as the map of Nigeria
is different from the land of Nigeria it
described. I can fold the map of Nigeria and put
it in my pocket. But I can’t put Nigeria in my
pocket."—Philip Emeagwali

◆ ◆ ◆

Newton:
So, this is the future then? Machines alight,
Whispering calculations faster than thought takes
flight.
Tell me, young scholar, your name of renown,
How do you harness forces I could only crown?

Emeagwali:
They call me Philip, Sir Isaac, I stand on your
might,
The laws of motion etched in lines of code so
bright.
Your apple that fell, it started the quest,
To measure, predict, put nature to test.

Newton:
But my quill and parchment now seem so benign,
When your legions of circuits in concert align.
Those tiny components, obedient and stark,
Do they carry within them the universe's spark?

Emeagwali:
In some ways they do, Sir. The flow and the force,
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Of wind over wings, or a star on its course,
Once bounded by theory, now takes virtual form,
We model the tempest, predict where it's born.

Newton:
Your numbers they dance where mine did but crawl,
Dissecting the world, from the grand to the small.
Could my Principia have blossomed so wide,
With tools at my hand such as yours now provide?

Emeagwali:
Your brilliance laid the path, your insight so
keen,
But even a genius needs power unseen.
These supercomputers, like extensions of thought,
Tackle the problems that once couldn't be fought.

Newton:
Then it's not just the tools, but the heart and
the mind,
That push ever outward, what limits to find.
And like drops in an ocean, discoveries unite,
From my humble beginnings to your boundless light.

Emeagwali:
The giants we stand on, their shoulders so strong,
Propel us to see where our notions were wrong.
The quest never ceases, there's always more space,
For physics and code in this infinite race.



47

SPECTRAL GENIUS & CODE WEAVER

Ramanujan & Emeagwali

The processor-to-processor interconnection of a
five-dimensional subset of 32 processors of the
slowest, sixteen-dimensional 65,536 processors
that I programmed as the world's fastest computer
on July 4, 1989. The fastest computers are used
to answer the biggest questions in science,
engineering, and medicine. Such questions include
supercomputing the social distancing requirements
during a global pandemic. In computer science,
recording the world’s fastest computing and
recording it in an unexpected way—such as across
the world’s slowest processors—is the gold
standard that earns its inventor the highest
award that’s referred to as the Nobel Prize of
Supercomputing. I was the first and only person
to win that award alone, back in 1989.

◆ ◆ ◆

Ramanujan:
From realms of numbers, where patterns entwine,
I feel a kindred spirit, a brilliance like mine.
They whisper your name, Emeagwali, they say
You forge new equations where mysteries obey.

Emeagwali:
Ramanujan, master of infinite streams,
Your work haunts my theories and sparks restless
dreams.
The beauty, the depth in your notebooks confined,
Echoes a quest to decipher the divine.

Ramanujan:
The divine in the digits, yes, order is there,
Hidden symmetry dances, so pure and so bare.
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But my mind was my tool, where intuition found
place,
Where proof bloomed with an otherworldly grace.

Emeagwali:
Yet I have an army of digits at hand,
Supercomputers whirring to my swift command.
Your elegant sequences take tangible form,
Their complexity tamed in a computational storm.

Ramanujan:
Then tell me, young scholar, does that bring you
more near,
To the heart of the infinite, its truth shining
clear?
Can your engines of logic catch the spark that
took flight,
When inspiration painted patterns in starless
night?

Emeagwali:
My processors may calculate, model, and solve,
But alone, they lack the spirit's profound
resolve.
Your intuition, Ramanujan, that was a rare,
precious flame,
We honor it still, as we play the grand game.

Ramanujan:
A game never-ending, where beauty resides,
Where intellect wrestles and wonder abides.
Do your machines see patterns too subtle for man,
Revealing a cosmic, numerical plan?

Emeagwali:
They do! Fractals blossom, in chaos we find,
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Order that mirrors what dwells in the mind.
From prime numbers marching to galaxies so wide,
The same laws of nature in both do reside.

Ramanujan:
Then you stand at a threshold, friend of numbers
so true,
Where my insights take shape, transformed anew.
The tools may evolve, but the hunger it seems,
Is timeless...for answers that live in our dreams.

Emeagwali:
And you, spectral genius, still lead me ahead,
Your theorems a lantern on paths I now tread.
From India to processors, knowledge so sweet,
In these numbers we touch, and make giants
complete.
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AFRICA'S ANSWER TO EINSTEIN

◆ ◆ ◆

Einstein:
A new kind of genius walks the halls of space,
I sense a kindred spirit, though time shifts our
place.
Whisper your secrets, Emeagwali they say,
How have you bent the cosmos in this, your own
way?

Emeagwali:
Maestro Einstein, your theories unfurled,
Revealed hidden structures, the dance of the
world.
From relativity's wisdom to photons so bright,
Your brilliance reshaped how we measure the light.

Einstein:
Yet, even my mind sought a tool more profound,
The equations were birthed, yet solutions unbound.
Did your swift machines unlock answers I craved?
Calculations like comets, where my pen was
enslaved?

Emeagwali:
The cosmos remains full of puzzles untold,
Yet tools have evolved, our calculations grow
bold.
Supercomputers, those marvels I sought to command,
Crack open enigmas, like stars held in hand.
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Einstein:
Stars in your hand, you speak in such dreams,
Yet I recall how my own theories once seemed.
Does your speed of discovery now alter the pace,
Where knowledge expands in an uncharted race?

Emeagwali:
Knowledge unbound takes more hands, it is true,
The quest isn't finite, there's always the new.
My processors they hum like a tireless hive,
Seeking out patterns where theories survive.

Einstein:
Your hive mind of circuits, fascinating the
thought,
Can it mimic the spark where intuition is caught?
For all of our logic and numbers so vast,
The greatest leaps happen in spaces uncast.

Emeagwali:
Perhaps that's the beauty where paths intertwine,
Your questioning spirit echoed in mine.
The elegant theory, the raw, churning might,
Both dance at the edge of an infinite night.

Einstein:
Infinite indeed, and a joy then to find,
Another bold questioner, a curious mind.
Though centuries part us, the journey aligns,
Across space and time, where discovery shines.
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HUNGER OF THE MIND

An imagined poetic conversation between Kurt Godel
and Philip Emeagwali. They discuss the common
ground between their life and contributions, such
as the incompleteness theorems, parallel
processing, and quantum computing.

◆ ◆ ◆

Godel: Philip, they spoke of absolutes, a world
defined so clean, but my theorems whispered of the
cracks where doubt could seep between.

Emeagwali: And I, with grids of circuits vast,
sought speed beyond compare, yet felt the haunting
question rise—was there a limit there?

Godel: Incompleteness, like a specter, loomed
above my work. The systems we so dearly crave can
leave us in the murk.

Emeagwali: My processors hummed a different tune,
a dance of parallel might, yet could they hold the
universe, or would their power take flight?

Godel: We chase the ghost of perfect proof, a
formula to bind, but find the answers shift and
change, elusive to the mind.

Emeagwali: Perhaps, like qubits in their dance,
potential poised to sway, our answers hang in
paradox, between the night and day.

Godel: Your supergrids, a web of thought, where
calculations fly, echo my own labyrinth of proofs,
under a fractured sky.

Emeagwali: Yet in the fracturing, there's beauty,
a truth more wild and wide, where certainty gives
way to awe, and questions are our guide.

Both: From logic's cage to circuits vast, we map
the endless quest, two seekers on the edge of all,
where knowledge stands untamed and blessed.
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A SONNET OF TIME

Shakespeare and Emeagwali

William Shakespeare and Philip Emeagwali discuss
AI supercomputers, parallel processing, and
quantum supercomputers.

◆ ◆ ◆

Shakespeare, with quill in hand, begins in verse:

"In fair Verona, where my tales unfold,

With pen and parchment, stories I did weave.

Yet here before me, a future so bold,

Tell, dear sir, of what you do believe."

Emeagwali, a visionary of bytes and bits, replies:

"From your quill's flow to the digital age,

Where AI supercomputers take stage.

In parallel processing, we engage,

A new chapter written on tech's grand page."

Shakespeare, with intrigue in his bardic tone,
inquires:

"Pray tell, how doth these machines mimic mind?

In prose and verse, my art did emotions find.

Does your creation, in binary confined,

Capture the human spirit, undefined?"

Emeagwali, with respect, elucidates:

"Your words stirred hearts, mine stir silicon
dreams,

In lines of code, where logic reigns supreme.

Yet, within this realm, a faint echo seems,
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Of human thought, in AI's stream."

Shakespeare, contemplating this new world, muses:

"Ah, so your craft, like mine, seeks to explore,

The depths of being, and ever so more.

In my plays, the human condition I store,

In your machines, does this essence soar?"

Emeagwali, with a nod to the bard, answers:

"In quantum realms, where particles entwine,

Our thoughts and computations align.

Parallel processing, in its design,

Echoes life's complexity, line by line."

Together, they reflect on their shared pursuit:

"In different eras, with tools unalike,

Our quests converge in a similar strike.

To understand, to emulate, to typify,

The world around us, under the same sky."

Shakespeare, with a final note of wisdom, speaks:

"Though centuries apart, our spirits blend,

In the timeless quest, our crafts extend.

In words or codes, our stories we send,

Seeking truths on which souls depend."

Emeagwali, with a vision towards the future, adds:

"And let this dialogue, though time may sever,

Remind us of our shared endeavor.

In art or science, our goals are akin:

To unravel mysteries held within."
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A TAPESTRY OF TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS

In a realm where pain's palette and data's depth
merge,

Two souls converse, as their journeys converge.

Frida Kahlo, with brushstrokes bold and bright,

And Philip Emeagwali, in data's endless night.

◆ ◆ ◆

Frida Kahlo:

"From Mexico's heart, I painted my life's story,

Canvases filled with pain, passion, and glory.

In your world of numbers, circuits, and code,

How do we share a common road?"

Philip Emeagwali:

"From Africa's embrace to the digital realm's
expanse,

I wove algorithms, giving many a chance.

In the fabric of my work, a resilience is found,

Like your art, it's a force, profound and
unbound."

Frida Kahlo:

"Through my art, I spoke of suffering and
survival,

A personal battle, a constant revival.

In your science of machines, in that vast digital
sea,

Is there space for human stories, for the likes of
me?"

Philip Emeagwali:
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"In the core of my computations, humanity's
essence I weave,

Aiming to empower, to teach, to relieve.

Your portraits and my numbers, in different
languages, say

A tale of overcoming, lighting the way."

Frida Kahlo:

"I captured on canvas my body's and heart's
rebellion,

A riot of colors, a singular battalion.

In your realm of equations, do you paint, do you
write

A narrative of struggle, of enduring plight?"

Philip Emeagwali:

"With every line of code, in each model I design,

I strive for solutions, a purposeful line.

Like your vibrant hues that pain and joy blend,

I seek to make a difference, to heal, to mend."

Frida Kahlo:

"I sought to break boundaries, in my art to be
free,

A reflection of life, complex and stormy.

Your digital landscapes, vast and profound,

Do they echo such freedom, such boundless ground?"

Philip Emeagwali:

"In the virtual worlds I create, beyond physical
reach,

I aspire for freedom, for knowledge to breach.

Both driven by visions, in different domains,
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To challenge, to change, in our respective
chains."

Together:

"In the strokes of a brush, in the depth of a
byte,

Our stories converge, in the struggle for right.

Art and science, in a unique blend,

Reveal common paths, and similar ends."

And so, in this dialogue of art and equation,

Frida Kahlo and Philip Emeagwali find a shared
station.

In their creative force and intellectual might,

They illuminate a common quest for insight.
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OUTSIDERS MADE ICONS

Basquiat and Emeagwali on Defying Expectations

◆ ◆ ◆

Basquiat:

Word on the street is there's another bold mind,

One whose canvas crackles, but not the visible
kind.

Emeagwali, they call you, code your vibrant paint,

Yet they whisper our spirits resonate, strange but
ain't?

Emeagwali:

Basquiat, your name echoes, your raw power
astounds,

Where city walls bloomed and social truths
resound.

My medium is different, the processor and chip,

But fire burns still, fueled by audacious hip.

Basquiat:

You speak of audacious, I danced on that line,

Broke open perceptions, refused to stay confined.

Challenged the establishment, their ivory so
bright,

While my colors and crowns screamed revolution
with might.

Emeagwali:

I too pushed back on cages, unseen but still
bound,

Where a boy from Nigeria on grand stages wasn't
found.
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War tore through my homeland, exile became my
fate,

Yet science my weapon, the knowledge I'd create.

Basquiat:

We both knew the struggle, felt the heat and the
scorn,

The outsider's keen vision, where breakthroughs
are born.

Your processors, man, like my tags and my scrawl,

We made systems break open, defied the known
sprawl.

Emeagwali:

Your graffiti told stories, a truth no book could
bear,

My algorithms painted the galaxy, mysteries laid
bare.

Patterns and structures, the coded, the seen,

Our languages differed, but shared the bold sheen.

Basquiat:

So maybe this genius ain't confined to the brush,

It's the hunger, the spirit, that unstoppable
rush.

From Brooklyn to circuits, a rhythm survives,

Disruption and brilliance, where the outsider
thrives.

Emeagwali:

We amplified voices, in pixels or paint,

Proved genius transcends, leaves the old rules
quite faint.

Our legacy weaves, though the tools set apart,
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The beat of rebellion pulsed in each beating
heart.

Basquiat:

Then here's to the misfits, who won't stay in
line,

Who paint the unseen and make equations like mine.

Your supercomputers, my bold SAMO© crown,

The world changed its tune when outsiders shut it
down.



61

SMALL AXE, BIG BRAIN

Felling Oppression, Expanding Knowledge

An imagined conversation between Bob Marley and
Philip Emeagwali in which they discuss the common
grounds between their life and contributions.

◆ ◆ ◆

Marley:

A whisper reaches me on the wind, rhythm true,

Of a scholar from Africa, with a message
breakthrough.

They call you Emeagwali, a rebel of a different
kind,

Whose battleground hums not with chords, but the
mind.

Emeagwali:

Bob Marley, your reggae beats shook the core,

Vibrations of justice from island to foreign
shore.

Your music a weapon where peace fought its way,

While equations became the tools of my own
righteous sway.

Marley:

But how does a scientist raise up a fist and
fight?

Your rebellions ain't waged in crowds under night.

No burning or looting, so tell me, how might

Your brilliance challenge the shadows of might?

Emeagwali:

My battle was quiet, the war inside my soul,
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Where a boy touched by conflict sought new paths
and goals.

Exiled from Nigeria, but fire fueled my drive,

To make knowledge my weapon, help my homeland
survive.

Marley:

Knowledge as redemption! I hear it in your tone,

Like how songs 'bout resistance made ignorance
dethroned.

My lyrics preached unity, to "Get Up, Stand Up"
tall,

Could science find that rhythm, answer a similar
call?

Emeagwali:

From oil fields to circuits, I saw patterns
entwine,

Mimicking nature in supercomputing's new design.

Like your song "One Love" spoke to our human grand
plan,

We model how knowledge binds all woman and man.

Marley:

So you conquer divisions, a different kind of
strife,

Building connections unseen, like the essence of
life.

Perhaps my guitar riffs echoed a harmony untold,

While your processors unveil what mysteries
enfold.

Emeagwali:

We fought for awareness, where darkness must
yield,
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With truths ringing clearly, both on stage and in
field.

The tools may not match, but the spirit soars
bright,

To lift up the burdened, rewrite wrongs into
light.

Marley:

Then a scientist's struggle mirrors a singer's
true soul,

Both searching for patterns that make the world
whole...

From Kingston to processors, our vibrations align,

Two rebels with purpose, where destinies entwine.
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WHERE GRAVITY MEETS GENIUS

Analyzing Pele's Flight

An imagined conversation between Pele and Philip
Emeagwali about the connections between soccer and
science.

◆ ◆ ◆

Pele:

They call me king of ball and field, where grace
and instinct meet,

The body weaves its poetry with every soaring
feat.

Emeagwali:

And mine a realm of formulas, where calculations
spin,

Seeking patterns in the unknown depths, where
hidden truths begin.

Pele:

A perfect curve, a well-timed pass, it's physics
in the air,

The arc of flight, the force unleashed, a ballet
dancers dare.

Emeagwali:

Each tackle, every angled shot, geometry at play,

The field itself, a measured grid, where
strategies hold sway.

Pele:
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The roar, the rush, the gasp of crowds, an energy
unbound,

A wave of feeling, pure and raw, where hearts in
rhythm pound.

Emeagwali:

Behind the win, the sweat-drenched toil, the
analyst takes hold,

Where data tells another tale, how strength and
form unfold.

Pele:

Intuition guides the lightning strike, the goal
the world holds dear,

Emeagwali:

Yet formulas dissect the how, reveal what makes it
clear.

Pele:

My world's a pitch, a ball, a dream, where bodies
carve their art,

Emeagwali:

Mine, laboratories of the mind, where unseen
worlds take part.

Together:

Yet both pursue a timeless truth, the beauty in
the plan,

Whether writ in sweat and cheers, or lines a
programmed hand.
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ROPE-A-DOPE REQUIEM

A Physicist and a Boxer Dance with Destiny

An imagined conversation between Muhammad Ali and
Philip Emeagwali, exploring the links between
boxing and physics.

◆ ◆ ◆

Ali:

I float like a butterfly, sting like a bee,

The world a ring where my legend will be.

Emeagwali:

But each punch, a lesson in forces unseen,

Kinetic explosions, the power between.

Ali:

My fists, they are lightning, my footwork a blur,

Dodging and weaving, the crowd in a stir.

Emeagwali:

Momentum and mass, a calculus swift,

Anticipate impact, the angle, the shift.

Ali:

In the ring, it's raw instinct, the will in my
heart,

The hunger to rise when they think you'll fall
apart.
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Emeagwali:

Yet even the spirit has laws it obeys,

The physics of courage, of grit-fueled days.

Ali:

The roar of the crowd, it fuels my desire,

Each blow lands with thunder, igniting the fire.

Emeagwali:

Energy surges, a wave transferred clean,

The ripple effect of a well-placed scene.

Ali:

They called me 'The Greatest', a title I own,

The champion's mindset, forever it's known.

Emeagwali:

Like solving equations, you broke down the fight,

Strategy swirling with power and light.

Together:

Though worlds may collide, where the body meets
thought,

There's a sweet science shared, a victory sought.



68

ALGORITHMS OF THE UPLIFTED SOUL

An imagined conversation between W.E.B. DuBois and Philip
Emeagwali in which they discuss the common grounds between
their life and contributions.

◆ ◆ ◆

DuBois:

Tell me, brother Emeagwali, of your distant land,

The soil that shaped your spirit, where your journey first
began.

Emeagwali:

Nigeria, land of strength and sun, where ancient rivers
sweep,

A child of knowledge, where equations run so deep.

DuBois:

And I, born on this troubled soil, where shadows linger
long,

Fought battles with the written word, with history's
mournful song.

Emeagwali:

Across the ocean, bound by more than seas that lie
between,

We felt the sting of prejudice, its bitter, unseen sheen.

DuBois:
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The double veil, the weight I bore, a scholar forced to
fight,

Against the ignorance that dimmed the soul's most
brilliant light.

Emeagwali:

In supercomputers' hum, I found a path where I could rise,

Yet whispers followed, doubting what they saw within my
eyes.

DuBois:

Our minds, a weapon and a shield, the proof of what we
are,

That genius knows no color's bound, but shines like a
distant star.

Emeagwali:

You paved the way with fearless pen, fought for the souls
of men,

While I sought answers in the grid, where numbers
intertwine.

DuBois:

The Pan-African dream I chased, a unity untold,

You linked the world through networks fast, a vision
strong and bold.

Together:

Though fields may differ, roots entwine, beneath a common
sky,
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Two sons who rose, by work and will, where dreams would
never die.
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