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Abstract: An allegory of modern science.

Part XXXII
Now I’m not a highly metaphysical man…But it seems like everywhere I go
The more I see, the less I know
So Lucy, I need some advice…What was that? “A wise man doesn’t need it,
and a fool won’t take it”? Yuk, yuk! Very funny.
But seriously, I need your help!
Where am I to go now that I’ve gone too far?
“Even farther”? Good grief! Of course, Lucy! That’s it!
But I’ll have to go back to go forward: back to the chick!
(Hope you don’t mind, Snoopy…I’ve named him Woodstock.)
I think I’ll call this “The Case of the Precocious Plover.”
In our last episode, we left our hero in peril! Woodstock had just hatched from the egg, but
already, a predator was hot on his tail! (He realized right away life was not all it was “cracked”
up to be!) So even though Woodstock was born in peace, he adapted to change and was
responsive to conflict. A simple matter of “survival of the fittest”? Run like the very dickens?
Yeah, we can run towards peace, but can we run fast enough? (Reminds me of Eva’s joke:
“You don’t have to run faster than the alligator…just faster than the guy running next to you.”)
But I can only wonder: If the predator had not arrived on the scene–without conflict–
how would the story have gone? Would the chick have lived happily ever after?
I guess it’s like the Garden of Eden: Adam and Eve existed in the original state of peace,
but if the serpent hadn’t come along, would they have lived in peace forever?
But how can we expect to stay in a state of peace, if we’re in a state of change?
To be responsive to change (to survive and develop) we have to be able to make choices.
Decisions, decisions? Bite to the core? “Should I or shouldn’t I?” Choice is conflict!
So, just like the “preco-chick” and Adam and Eve, we all must have a means to solve the
conflict of choice–an internal language of logic and comparison. Let’s see, I’ve heard of the
five senses: sight, touch, hearing, taste, and smell. I’ve even heard of the sixth sense (guess
that’s how the chick sensed danger). But I have a “sense” I’m missing one.
If I know I have five senses and maybe a sixth–and I know the difference between one and
two, and that the fruit of one tree is different from another–it stands to reason, it makes
perfect sense, there must be a seventh sense: the Math Sense!
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Gee willikers! Have I stumbled upon the whole kit and caboodle?
I can just picture me and Eva on the cover of Time magazine–
Person of the Year! The debonair private eye who proved time doesn’t
exist…and now, the discovery of a new sense?
Big news? This could find its way into The Journal of Neurolinguistics or
Psycholinguistics Today! Might even call for the launch of a brand
spankin’ new journal…a collectors dream…first time on your newsstand:

THE Seventh Sense of Man
“Clinical and theoretical research in cognitive science! Original contributions welcome!
No need to comply with the guidelines of the Declaration of Helsinki for experiments or
studies involving human subjects. Here’s your chance to probe the cerebral hemispheres
without scalpel and forceps! Think about it, Dr. Frankenstein…it’s alive, it’s revolutionary,
and it’s rebuilding our entire perception of the language of the intellect–all based on math!”
Ten fingers and ten toes? It’s so obvious I almost missed it: I’ve got a built-in “digital” caveman
calculator! Me and Math? We’re tighter than feathers on a prairie chicken’s rump! And if my
physique, so to speak, is designed for math, it’s only logical I’d have a “sense” to go with it!
Gnarly, dude! Give me five! I’m gonna hang “ten” on the seventh wave!
Yeah, God created the universe in seven days. There are seven days of the week, seven
virtues, seven vices, seven musical notes in a scale…Pythagoras regarded the number seven as
the “vehicle” of life: signifying the union of the spirit and matter.
It makes perfect sense, n’est-ce pas? Like the septenary math of the honeybees (six points
that make up the sides of the hexagon and the seventh point–the center), the seventh sense
of math could be the underlying heart and core of our six physical senses–our number one,
comparative, intellectual, “pull together” sense–the one without which we couldn’t function.
I can’t decide whether I’m on cloud nine or in seventh heaven! Live, Love, Linguistics?
Frolikin’ flower children! Pull out the tie-dye shirts and bell bottoms! Maybe it’s the neon
lights, but suddenly the world seems brighter already! With no word for war or violence in the
language of math…Wow! The seventh sense of math could be the key to the peace I’ve been
searching for! And here I thought the math of the enigmatic pyramid might hold the key to
unlocking the secrets of the universe. But garsh and gall-lee! Now I think maybe we are the
key, the real deal, the real seventh wonder of the world: the walkin’, talkin’, living math!
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