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Abstract: An allegory of modern science.

Miss Marble Does the Math: Chapter Two
Returning through the iron gates, slowly ascending the path through the park-like grounds,
we glimpse the stately, ivy-covered country manor coming back into view. Light gleams,
welcoming from the windows. Ah, sweet chestnuts and lilacs. Drinking in the beauty of the
deliciously tranquil summer evening, I lose myself listening to the cool, liquid call of the thrush,
the scrunch of gravel underfoot, and the winsome voices of the two ladies quietly conversing–
Miss Scarlett (her faithful Irish wolfhound at her side) reminiscing about her days back at
Oxford, and Miss Marble remarking with pleasure on how lovely it must be to live so close to
the river. Reaching the steps, Miss Scarlett moves lightly ahead to open the massive carved
door. And with the gentle giant, Astro, padding softly in the lead, we troop across the elegant,
grand hall back into the candlelit drawing room.
As we enter, the Colonel is just pouring himself a glass of port: “I say! Jumping over a Bengal
tiger in Burma? That’s quite a story, Mrs. Peacock! Reminds me of the time I was hunting
puma in Patagonia, in a place called Valle Grande!”
Pleasantly tired from the walk, I eased myself comfortably into an armchair. Lulled by the
firelight (and only half listening––my attentions engaged in gently rubbing the soft, velvety
ears of the hound), I just catch the end of the Colonel’s story.
Colonel Mustard: “I tried to run for cover, but the claws were ripping right into my back, and
her teeth were hitting my neck. Now, I’ve been up against some cats before, but––”
Miss Scarlett (eyes wide, in amused alarm): “Goodness, Colonel! How ever did you escape?”
Professor Plum (taking a puff on his long-stemmed, briar-root pipe, dryly cut in):
“Why, that’s elementary, my dear Watson. Her husband came home!”
Colonel Mustard (face flushed): “Blimey!”
Miss Marble (chuckling): “I think the professor may have heard your story before, Colonel.”
Professor Plum: “I daresay, but a good story loses nothing in the telling, whether one’s heard it
before or not. Like your story, Miss Marble. I know we’ve all read about it in the papers.
But it’d be grand to hear it from you––starting right from the beginning. It’d be like one of
your novels: The scene’s set––everything’s perfect, it’s evening, all the players have gathered…
Tell us how you solved the mystery of the Great Pyramid!”
Mrs. Peacock leaned forward, lightly touching Miss Marble’s arm: “Yes, Jane, do!”
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Miss Marble rummaged through her frumpy bag (and a large ball of fuzzy knitting emerged):
“Hmm, to tell my story of math, I should begin at the very beginning––”
Reverend Green (adjusting his clerical collar): “The very beginning? In my book, that’d be the
story of creation, Genesis 1:1 :
In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.”
––The smoking lamp is lit? Smoke ’em, if you got ’em? At this point, I have to describe our
man of the cloth. The good reverend was a Victorian-era, Spurgeon-like character, puffing with
obvious self-satisfaction on a huge cigar. He, too, said he smoked “to the glory of God” (haha).
Yessiree, all that was missing was a double martini. But perhaps “our better angels” should
prevail in not promoting such vice––
Miss Marble (with a quiet, demure smile): “Yes, Reverend, the story of creation. And though
I can’t speak, as you do, to the great mystery––how or why God creates––I do believe by
creating the earth and the universe, God created a new spatial and mathematical reality, one
with its own shapes, forms, and properties and the relationships between them.”
Colonel Mustard: “Crikey, Jane! That smacks of a Creationist/Big Bang theory for math!
But, I see what you’re saying; when God created the ‘geo’ (the earth), he naturally created the
‘metry’ (the measurement) right along with it! So when ‘God created the heavens and the
earth’––Bam! Geometry was born! Huh! More bang for your buck, I’d say.”
Reverend Green (chuckling): “Bang indeed. ‘In the beginning God created geometry’?
Now that’s what I’d call ‘reading between the lines.’ Certainly is a novel interpretation for the
book of Genesis. I’m quite sure that theory was never discussed when I was at divinity school.
But I guess it’s all in the translation, eh, Colonel?”
Mrs. Peacock: “Provocative subject for next Sunday’s sermon, Jonathan.
You could title it: ‘Heaven knows…but I don’t.’ ”
Professor Plum (taking a draw on his pipe): “Absolutely bang on, as usual, Gertrude.
But perhaps geometry, as we see it, is only the elephant’s toenail. Think of the bigger picture:
the ‘metry’ that comes with all creation? In reference to the earth you might call it geometry;
in reference to the universe, un-ometry (or uni-metry); but in reference to God––”
Reverend Green (with an incredulous guffaw):“God’s-ometry?! The Math of God?!
Now, I know I didn’t study that back at divinity school!” (Boisterous laughter all around.)
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Don’t miss the further adventures of our ‘colorful’ characters!
Solve the mystery of the Great Pyramid? God’s-ometry?
Speaking for myself, I can’t wait for Chapter Three!

In remembrance––
Thank you for your great contribution to the world.
You will have to help us from Heaven, now.
We will miss you, Walter.
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