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 Chapter
One

The Man Descends

 


John F. Kennedy International Airport flight
coordinator Jason Holmes gasped in awe.

“Bill,” he whispered hoarsely amid the hubbub
in the tower, “please turn around, look up and assure me that what
I think I see isn’t really there.”

Bill Wright, number two on the daytime watch,
spun around at his console and shifted his gaze along Jason’s
upraised arm. Just beyond the tip of Jason’s trembling finger,
there it was. Bill shuddered. Echoing Jason’s gasp, he groaned,
“Sorry, Buddy; I’m afraid I see it, too. It’s a huge silvery disc.
It has just now burst below the clouds and is hovering in
mid-air…”

Bill paused, at a loss for words; but Jason
continued, shouting now to catch the attention of everyone else in
the tower.

“It’s as wide as the wingspan of a Boeing
787, with no jets, no windows and no tail fins!” Personnel in other
parts of the tower swiveled around and stared up in disbelief.

“Jas,” Bill groaned again, “word is that air
traffic controllers who see what we are seeing and dare to talk
about it lose their jobs. It’ll be just our luck if no one else
confirms this.”

“No fear of that,” Jason responded. “Dozens
of baggage handlers on the tarmac are gaping up at it, too.”

Interrupting their awe, the air-to-tower
radio crackled, “Tower, are you there? I request permission to
land.”

“Who are you?” Jason asked cautiously.
“What’s your flight number?”

“I have no flight number,” a mature voice
intoned. “I am Kaidan, a friendly visitor from a distant star
system. I am here to liaison with Earth on behalf of a planet
called Arkona, but first I need a place to touch down. Nearby air
bases are already scrambling military jets to check on me. When
they call you, please tell them not to bother. For now, I see a
grassy knoll off to the side of your 4R taxiway. If I land there,
my vehicle will not impede your regular traffic. Do I have your
consent?”

Suddenly breathless, Jason pondered his
options. Do I say “Yes” to seemingly friendly Kaidan from
Arkona, only later to be accused of treason for opening the Earth
up to an interstellar invasion, or say “No” to Kaidan from Arkona
and thus deny mankind what could prove to be the greatest boon the
entire cosmos could possibly bestow?

Staring back at six pairs of eyes that were
staring just as fixedly at him, Jason quizzically extended both
arms akimbo, palms upward—a mute plea for collegiate advice.

One by one, his colleagues nodded their
assent. At last his assistant, Beatrice Johnson, scoffed, “How dare
we keep a celestial visitor waiting, Jason? After all, whoever he
is, once he sets that big platter down, he’ll be Immigration’s
problem, not ours. Besides, a dozen or more earthly flights
are about to arrive that are also waiting for our permission to
land. What a rare day this has turned out to be!”

Jason nodded and raised the microphone to his
lips. His very thumb seemed almost too weighted with destiny to
move as required. Steeling his will to press down on the intercom
button, Jason instructed the alien pilot nervously: “Roger, Kaidan;
we consent! Land your spacecraft carefully at the very center of
the location you specified.”

“Thank you, Jason, Bill and you others. Don’t
be concerned. I have come much too far not to land carefully,” the
voice replied calmly.

Immediately everyone’s mind was a-pop with
questions:

How could he know our names?

What if he is really an enemy pretending to
be friendly?

Does his spaceship emit harmful
radiation?

Will JFK services be able to refuel that
kind of aircraft?

Moments later, all such queries were shushed
as a sober, authoritative voice barked grimly from an overhead
speaker: “JFK tower. Wells Air Force Base calling. Do you read
me?”

“JFK tower here,” Jason replied.

“General Perlman speaking. Our radar shows an
unidentified object hovering over JFK. Do you have visual contact
with anything like a—a UFO?”

“More than that, General,” Jason grinned,
“I’ve been chatting with its pilot. He—or maybe I should say
‘It’—very politely requested permission to touch down on a border
area of JFK. I granted his request. In fact, he is landing his
spaceship at this very moment.”

“You granted what to whom?”
Perlman demanded angrily.

“I gave him permission to land, Sir. It
seemed a hospitable way to lay out a welcome mat for a visitor all
the way from a distant star system.”

“Are you joking with me?” Perlman
growled.

“Not at all, Sir. I’m speaking what is true.
And by the way, our visitor’s name is Kaidan. He knows you
are scrambling jets for an intercept. He said to tell you not to
bother. I think you will find him waiting here eager to get
acquainted with an authoritative leader like you.”

Everyone in the tower burst forth cheering
with applause.

Hearing their applause, Perlman (his tone
softening) said, “I’m coming to meet—what was his name again?”

“Kaidan, Sir.”

Minutes later, the first of several
helicopters clattered past the tower heading for Kaidan’s landing
site on the north side of 4R. World history was embarking on an
entirely new phase.

 


One week later, Dr. Kent Madison, Dean of the
School of Religious Studies at Founders University in Virginia,
clicked his remote to glean CNN’s evening update on the arrival of
Kaidan from planet Arkona. As people worldwide already knew by
then, Kaidan had refused to emerge from his spaceship until the
President of the United States of America, Ronald Forbes, and the
United States Congress, plus Gurem Morda and the United Nations
General Assembly, jointly granted seven concessions:

 


1. Kaidan’s spaceship must have legal status
as planet Arkona’s embassy on Earth, preferably on US soil. Also,
no attempt may be made by NASA or any other agency to analyze his
spaceship’s mechanisms or to dismantle it for purposes of reverse
engineering—or even to enter it without Kaidan’s
consent!

2. A spacious forum would be provided for
Kaidan to freely share insights from Arkona in a symposium with
scientists (especially leaders in the physical
sciences—cosmologists, physicists, geologists, et al.).
Politicians, philosophers and religious leaders could also attend,
all at no expense to Kaidan or his home planet.

3. Guests must have multilingual
translations as needed.

4. Unabridged video recordings of each
lecture/dialogue had to be made available to the public in every
nation concerned with no prohibition and at minimal cost.

5. Kaidan agreed to move his ‘embassy’ to a
more suitable location if requested.

6. Kaidan required freedom to leave Planet
Earth when he believed his liaison with Earth was well
established.

7. Kaidan guaranteed that no harmful
microbes would be introduced to Earth’s biosphere by his presence
on this planet. He would allow medical researchers to x-ray his
internal organs and analyze a sample of his blood. Beyond that, he
would not be required to submit to any further physical
examination.

 


Kent recalled how eagerly scientists
worldwide urged both the United States Congress and the United
Nations General Assembly to agree to Kaidan’s terms. With both
Forbes and Morda adding their consent, all seven conditions Kaidan
had specified were speedily ratified by Congress and by the UN.
Everyone agreed as well that Arkona’s shiny ‘embassy’ should be
relocated away from the noisy perimeter of JFK to a specified area
of Central Park. Kaidan consented. Timers avowed that they clocked
his craft as completing that move in a mere 55 seconds.

Kent stared in awe as CNN displayed an
all-encompassing Plexiglas barrier hastily erected 60 meters from
the circular perimeter of Kaidan’s cosmic anomaly. On all sides,
curious throngs stood staring or clicking cameras in awe while
armed guards, posted every 30 degrees around the barrier, provided
24-hour assurance that no intruder would disturb Kaidan’s privacy
or violate the security of his only means of return to distant
Arkona.

Much discussion had ensued as to a suitable
venue for Kaidan’s interaction with an international quorum.
Madison Square Garden was considered far too large for adequate
security. An auditorium at City College of New York was chosen
instead as the best local site for Kaidan’s interaction with
intelligentsia from various nations. Its nearness to Kaidan’s
‘Embassy in the Park’ afforded easy transportation to and from.

Kent gasped to hear a CNN reporter affirm the
latest news about Kaidan himself. This alien citizen from far-away
Arkona bore the shape of a very trim and healthy human man
measuring six foot six inches in height. His skin, however,
shimmered as if embedded with particles of pure gold and his blood
proved to be a bright shade of aqua. Most surprising of all, an
x-ray of Kaidan showed him sporting two hearts, organs that
take turns beating alternately when at rest or asleep, only to beat
in unison for greater efficiency during exercise.

There could be no doubt. Kaidan was not a
human masquerading as an alien. He was truly alien yet had somehow
become amazingly knowledgeable about the Earth, human culture and
the English language.

Settling down with a still-hot microwaved TV
dinner at 7 p.m., Kent flicked back and forth from CNN to FOX News
Channel. As Kent expected, each network featured a panel of experts
selected to mull which aspects of human science, philosophy or even
religious belief might soon be verified, improved, rebutted and/or
perhaps even totally replaced by planet Earth’s first-ever,
soon-to-be-convened encounter with an interstellar
intelligence.

A moment later, Kent gasped again in
surprise. He dropped his TV dinner and it landed on the napkin in
his lap. He heard CNN announce that the five guests it was hosting
for its 7 p.m. program were not only specialists in their
respective fields. They were also experts who had learned that very
day that they were among the hundreds of persons selected by the
International Earth/Arkona Symposium Review Committee to represent
Earth’s point of view in the forthcoming encounter with Kaidan from
Arkona.

Surely this must be the media scoop of the
ages, Kent thought, only to find with a click of his remote
that five other equally honored guests were being featured on FOX
News.

Kent flicked back to CNN, eager to see if he
recognized any of the guests. He was disappointed to find that
emcee Gregory Moore had already finished the introductions. Kent
had to wait.

“Granted, ability to transit multiple light
years of interstellar space tags Arkonan technology as far superior
to ours,” Clyde Smith, dean of the Harvard engineering school, was
saying. “But you can be sure NASA and I would, if necessary, gladly
donate a kidney and a lung if only Kaidan could show us how to
engineer an anti-gravity effect, for example.”

“But—as we find again and again here on
Earth,” philosopher William Stansfield interjected, “our ability to
construct superior machines does not guarantee that we will employ
those machines benignly. What is it, after all, that our sentient
existence in time and space is supposed to demonstrate beyond mere
ability to invent new gadgets? Hopefully our friendly star-man
Kaidan will offer us some uplifting thoughts about that!”

“In other words,” noted atheist Charles Stein
volunteered, “does Arkona’s spectacular engineering leave the
existence of God still unproved?”

Suddenly CNN’s camera swung from Stein to a
face Kent recognized at once—the face of a man who had been his
roommate at the University of Chicago years before. Kent heard his
long-ago friend, noted astrophysicist James Engle, respond to
Stein, the atheist, with his usual wry grin.

“So a man of your persuasion might hope,
Charles. But for someone in my field, the greatest priority will be
for Mister, or—should I say—Doctor, Kaidan, to fill in the final
details needed to make Big Bang Cosmology’s account of cosmic
origins complete. As almost everyone in the physical sciences
already knows, Big Bang Cosmology stands mathematically and
observationally confirmed by the expansion of the cosmos, strong
evidence for ‘dark matter,’ the discovery of ‘dark energy’ and the
background microwave radiation left over from the Big Bang itself.
Even so, more details are needed to trace how the cosmos
transitioned from that long-ago origin to its present form.”

“Surely ‘string theory’ in physics must also
come up for review,” offered physicist Homer Grassley, adding:
“Besides that, a number of people in my profession would, I think,
be as willing as I am to donate a part of my body just to discover
what distinguishes one quark from another at the tiniest levels of
the sub-atomic world. I’m eager to know if Kaidan may volunteer
information about that mystery!”

CNN host Gregory Moore interjected, “On one
hand, Panelists, we have church attendance diminishing in the West
while radical Islam’s increasing jihadist violence—for some people,
at least—discredits religion in other ways as well. On the other
hand, atheism dominates virtually the entire Communist world and
pervades much of Western academia. What if comments by our visitor
from Arkona should shatter what remains of the tenuous balance
between disbelief and religion in all its various forms? What might
then ensue for mankind?”

Later on, Kent paid special attention to a
comment by psychiatrist Justine Hobbs, who opined: “Obviously we
will all be treading on unexplored ground in this forthcoming
symposium. None of us have had the slightest opportunity to study
Arkonan psychology ahead of time. What if, for example, someone
feels compelled to take issue with Kaidan about something he and
Arkonan society happen to honor as ipso facto wise and
proven?

“For all we know, Kaidan may regard the
slightest disagreement from us—mere Earthlings that we are—as an
affront. Might he then react by withholding, for example, Arkona’s
formula for anti-gravity from Clyde’s engineering school, just
because one of us opposes something his society deems
uncontestable?”

At that moment a ping from Kent’s nearby
laptop announced the arrival of an e-mail from Dr. Matthews,
President of Founders University. Kent clicked it open to read:

Dr. Madison, I have just been notified
that the International Earth/Arkona Symposium Committee
requests that Founders allow you to serve among a group of
theologians representing Christianity at the forthcoming
interstellar symposium in NYC. If you accept this privilege, you
are expected to arrive at JFK airport for pickup no later than
tomorrow evening. Hoping you will accept this invitation on behalf
of our faith and Founders University, I offer to release both you
and Mrs. Madison from your professorial duties here for at least
the next few weeks. Both of you will still be salaried, of
course!

Do you accept?

Kent’s mind reeled under the intimidating
magnitude of such an enormous responsibility versus the sheer
privilege of participating in such an incredible event. There was
no doubt. He must accept, whatever the outcome. Kent typed “I
accept. Thank you for releasing us!” and hit Send.

So! He and former classmate James Engle would
now be serving together on the most suspenseful symposium in the
entire history of mankind.

Wait! Pondering a moment, Kent asked
himself, Could it be that James exploited his own selection by
the committee to recommend me for this? Years before, Kent
recalled, James had actually chided Kent for opting to
prefer theology over cosmology.

Sinking back in his chair, his mind aglow
with awe, Kent gazed across his study. There, set apart in its own
separate alcove, his favorite coffee-table tome rested: a
five-pound hardcover volume titled Cosmology Explained,
authored in part by none other than James Engle. Indeed, next to
theology, Kent had kept cosmology as his minor. Once again, he
recalled how King David’s memorable words in Psalm 19 had helped
persuade him to choose theology as his major, with cosmology as a
hobby he would peruse studiously on the side:

 


The heavens declare the glory of God; the
skies proclaim

the work of his hands. Day after day they
pour forth

speech; night after night they display
knowledge.

There is no speech or language where their
voice is not

heard. Their voice goes out into all the
earth,

their words to the ends of the world.

 


Deep within, Kent believed that honoring God
as Creator must take priority over creation itself. But now a
crucial question troubled Kent. Could the ancient psalmist’s
declaration mean anything to a twin-hearted, hyper-advanced,
assumedly ultra-rational stranger from far-away Arkona? Would
Kaidan affirm belief in God or would he, like James, disdain faith
in anything other than science as secondary if not futile? Might he
even regard the notion of a Savior atoning for the sin of the world
as ridiculous?

If so, might he himself—theologian Dr. Kent
Madison—be obliged to summon the nerve to defend Judeo-Christian
tenets by standing firm and perhaps even endeavoring to match wits
with an alien? And, if any such response were to offend Kaidan, as
Justine Hobbs forewarned might happen, might the alien perhaps
react by denying mankind a great leap forward, even withholding
Arkonan aid in matters of space engineering? In that event, how
could he, Kent Madison, personally endure the blame that would
surely ensue on a worldwide scale?

Kent sighed, hoping he and billions of his
fellow Earthlings were about to reap a huge harvest in the field of
unsolved mysteries as a result of Kaidan’s appearance here on
Earth. But for the moment, the sound of a door opening and closing
distracted him. Turning toward the front door of the condo, Kent
called out to his wife and fellow professor.

“Becky, Darling, welcome home from work.
You’ll never guess where we have to go tomorrow. Do we both have
several outfits clean and ready for a quick trip to New York
City?”

 


 



 Chapter
Two

A Symposium Assembles

 


Two mornings later, Kent kissed Becky goodbye
in their hotel room and caught a taxi to the campus of the City
College of New York. Becky, like many other spouses of Symposium
delegates, had to be content to observe proceedings via television
in nearby hotel rooms or in their own residences.

After Kent, like every participant, had been
scanned and had his ID checked by armed guards at the Forum
entrance, Kent pinned a name tag on his lapel and entered CCNY’s
about-to-be-historic auditorium. Not one but seven large video
screens ranged from left to right across a wide stage. Reading his
introductory brochure, he learned that each screen was designated
for one of the world’s seven most-spoken languages. English was
designated for the central screen directly behind Kaidan’s lectern.
Mandarin, Hindustani, Spanish, Russian, Arabic and Portuguese were
to appear in simultaneous translation on the six other
surfaces.

Kent found his assigned seat in the
theological section. Behind him and further back in the same block
of seats (a block reserved for religious leaders only), two Roman
Catholic cardinals from North and South America, one Jewish rabbi,
two Buddhist and two Hindu priests from Asia, plus one Sunni and
one Shia Muslim mullah from the Near and Middle East were also
present. The latter two, wearing long black and gray beards, had
declined to be seated near each other.

Across an aisle to Kent’s left, the
Symposium’s most central block of seats had its foremost rows
reserved for people well known in the physical sciences—astronomy,
cosmology, geology, physics, chemistry and biology—plus the
disciplines of architecture and engineering. Among the 500
appointees selected, they would be the favored few chosen to sit
directly in front of Kaidan when he appeared. Justine Hobbs and
Charles Stein, president of the American Atheist Society—due to
their participation in CNN’s panel—had been invited to join that
group.

Kent recalled that Stein, after ten years of
marriage to his wife, Alicia, had separated from her a year ago
when she became devoutly religious, thereafter refusing to stop
praying for him and frequently trying to persuade him about
biblical issues. Charles complained he could not bear to “live with
someone who foolishly relates every aspect of life to an imaginary
God in the sky.”

Behind that group, leaders in the social
sciences—law, sociology, psychiatry, economics and education—as
well as experts in history, archaeology and medicine, occupied the
second most favored section. Cultural anthropologists eager to
glean insights regarding Arkonan society were also present. Still
further back sat UN representatives, politicians, industrialists,
military generals, and CIA and FBI agents. Members of the
international media were huddled in sound-proofed cubicles so that
they could broadcast their comments without disturbing the
Symposium as a whole. Event organizers busily conferred with
translators and sound technicians in a separate row of
cubicles.

Aisle attendants stood ready to offer
wireless microphones to any participant wanting to interact
publicly with Kaidan.

A moment later James Engle, Kent’s long-lost
but not forgotten friend from University of Chicago days, caught
Kent’s eye from across an aisle. Winking at Kent, James tapped a
button on his electronic tablet. In the next instant Kent’s
smartphone vibrated on mute with a text message from James. Kent
read:

Good to see you here, K! Good thing your tel
# is still the same. Btw, it was I who hyped you to rep Protestant
theology here. If God is about to be debunked by our alien visitor,
try not to crash in despair. But if your fortitude falters, know
I’ll be here to hold your hand. On the other hand (pardon the pun),
who knows….?

Kent, grinning back across the aisle, texted:
Who knows indeed, bro? But don’t worry. If this alien visitor
assures us that Jesus reigns as King on the throne of Arkona, I’ll
be much too exultant to think of gloating! Btw, I saw U & the
panel on CNN.

James texted in return, all of us on that
panel plus Greg Moore, the moderator, have our tablet numbers
linked. Any one of us can call everyone during a break or text
everyone mid-session with just a press of a button. We call it ‘the
Loop.’ I’ll add your # if U want to join us or just monitor our
memos. What say U?

Link me, Kent requested.

Done! James texted.

Moments later a voice was heard over the
intercom. “Honored guests, please put every cell phone and
electronic device on mute at this time,” followed by, “Ladies and
gentlemen, allow me to introduce Doctor Grant Adelman, President of
City College of New York, and the mayor of New York City, the
Honorable Hazel Hines.”

Immediately the crowd surged to its feet with
eager applause as Adelman and Mayor Hines jointly welcomed the 500
Symposium delegates and also the billions watching or listening via
media circuits worldwide. Next, Mayor Hines introduced American
President Ronald Forbes and United Nations chief Gurem Morda.
Neither Forbes nor Morda was willing to let his vice-president or
an aide be the first to shake hands with an interstellar
ambassador.

Forbes and Morda expressed their delight that
a first-ever encounter with an extra-terrestrial civilization was
about to lead to a benign sharing of knowledge.

With that, all four dignitaries turned and
extended welcoming arms toward Kaidan as he emerged—tall and lean
with a commanding presence—from behind one of the seven screens.
Striding forward, beaming a cordial smile, Kaidan shook hands with
all four introducers and bid them farewell as they left the
premises to return to their official duties.

Locks of silvery hair flowed down to rest on
the shoulders of Kaidan’s trim-fitting dark green tunic, worn
outside black trousers. A golden belt outside his tunic circled his
slender waist. Kent noted on his tablet that the golden flecks said
to sparkle under Kaidan’s skin were not visible from a
distance.

At last a beautifully resonant voice that
only a few on earth had been privileged to hear up to that moment
rang out across the auditorium and, via the media, around the
world. Kent imagined billions of speakers of Earth’s seven most
spoken languages listening and marveling in all 24 time zones of
the globe. Yes, at last, Kaidan himself was actually speaking to
mankind.

“People of Earth, across 15.36981 light
years, now at last the people of my home planet, Arkona, greet you
through me, their offered ambassador. Rest assured: yours is not
the only civilization in the vastness of the cosmos.”

Thunderous applause delayed Kaidan’s next
statement for almost a minute. Kent observed, however, that Charles
Stein’s applause was tentative. The avowed atheist was that sort of
man who takes pride in being the least impressed observer, no
matter what! Kent felt a chill of isolation, wondering if a large
majority of the 500 notables invited to the Symposium were just as
atheistic as Stein though less outspoken about their unbelief. Even
Kent’s only friend at the event, Dr. James Engle, was at least
agnostic. No matter, the tall alien’s next declaration took even
Charles Stein by surprise. Kent saw Stein’s jaw drop to hear Kaidan
say:

“I am pleased to inform you, ladies and
gentlemen, that Arkona—my home world—belongs to a consortium of 24
inhabited planets dispersed along this same arm of the Milky Way
galaxy that we share with Earth. Thus it is more than just the
citizenry of Arkona who greet you via my voice this fine Earth
morning. In fact, the citizenry of the 23 other orbs associated
with Arkona authorize me to greet you on their behalf as well.”

Too stunned even to applaud, the entire
audience simply gaped at Kaidan.

“Now, as requested by our Symposium
organizers,” he continued, “I agree that agenda item number one is
for me to compare cosmology and subatomic physics as perceived in
the 24- planet Federation with the same two sciences as taught here
on Earth. Our primary goal will be to discern an origin consistent
with the overall structures of matter in the cosmos. After that we
will seek to identify how these most massive structures find their
foundation in quarks—those tiny components hidden inextricably
inside protons and neutrons.

“Other topics will follow.

“But first, I must fulfill a very personal
obligation. I wish to express my deep gratitude to Jason Holmes,
Bill Wright, Beatrice Johnson and their fellow staff at the JFK
airport control tower for the way they ‘kept their cool,’ as you
say, and even permitted me to land my alien spacecraft on planet
Earth. By my special request, three of them are here today on
behalf of their entire team. Please, everyone, join me in thanking
them before they return to their duties at JFK!”

Jason, Bill and Beatrice stepped forward,
aglow with awe to be so honored by Kaidan. Descending from the
platform, Kaidan personally shook hands with each honoree amid a
standing ovation from the entire Symposium.

Kent’s phone buzzed in his pocket. Looking
down, he read: A noble gesture! The texter was none other
than philosopher William Stansfield. Kent and others in the Loop
texted agreement.

Beatrice Johnson, speaking into the
microphone on Kaidan’s lapel, exuded, “Thank you, Kaidan, for
privileging us to be your first welcomers. Please help all of us to
make this world of ours a nicer place. We love you!”

Kaidan’s response was a smile that almost
seemed to emit a light of its own. As Jason and his group exited
the Symposium, Kaidan walked back up onto the platform and turned
to address what was now an even more bemused and appreciative
audience. Listeners across all 24 time zones waited eagerly to hear
his subsequent exposition.

 


 



 Chapter
Three

A Lesson Commences

 


The mysterious ambassador from Arkona began
his formal presentation by saying, “So that everyone will know when
I am referring to science as known and applied distinctively here
on Earth, I may add the prefix ‘terra‘ (Earth) to the name of that
science. Thus I will designate various disciplines as
terra-cosmology, terra-physics, terra-astronomy, terra-geology or
all of these together as terra-science. I may also distinguish
scholars who practice such disciplines on this planet as
terra-cosmologists, terra-astronomers, etc.

“Likewise, when I speak of concepts that are
familiar to the 24-planet Federation but not known here on Earth, I
may then employ ‘arko’ from the name Arkona as a prefix, thereby
easily distinguishing such views as arko-cosmology, arko-physics,
or arko-science.”

Kent observed hundreds of experts nodding in
agreement.

“Surely you scholars—keeping the general
public in mind—understand also that I must try,” Kaidan added, “to
present science in language that is not overly technical.”

Dozens of experts nodded again, some
chuckling over how hard it could be to help the public grasp
certain sciences. As for Kent in the Symposium and Becky watching
by a hotel-room television, they had prayed earnestly that morning
for divine help to understand whatever Kaidan might say. They also
knew, however, that close attention on their own part was
essential.

“Because a majority of people viewing this
Symposium worldwide,” Kaidan opined, “are barely aware of the
latest in cosmology as developed on Earth, let me first recount two
valid discoveries terra-specialists have made recently. After that,
I will critique certain speculations which they believe ensue from
those two valid realizations.”

Oh, the suspense! James Engle thought
to himself. Are we, earthbound thinkers and authors of
university textbooks, about to be vindicated for valid insights or
chided for faulty conclusions?

Kent, from a theological perspective, was
praying fervently, knowing that classes in thousands of schools,
colleges and universities worldwide were amended to permit half a
billion bright teens, undergrads, graduate students, teachers and
professors to be exposed to whatever views Kaidan was about to
confer. Also, via live television and radio broadcasts, the entire
Symposium was being streamed live on the Internet. College
professors were available to explain scientific terms at special
gatherings as needed. Even wardens of certain State and Federal
prisons were allowing tens of thousands of inmates to listen to
Kaidan via television.

Could arko-wisdom charm terra-criminals to
live lawfully?

God, Kent implored, if it happens
that this alien named Kaidan does not believe in you as Creator of
the heavens and the earth, please overrule the consequences! Since
virtually all of mankind is listening, may this alien visitor wield
his influence for good and not for ill! And please help me
understand what he says.

Kaidan, meanwhile, posted a topic on all
seven screens:

 


TWO FACTS MOST COSMOLOGISTS ACCEPT

 


“To begin!” Kaidan resumed, striding out from
behind his lectern. “While terra-physicists were powering up
ever-larger particle accelerators to study things as tiny as
quarks, terra-astronomers were using increasingly far-sighted
telescopes to examine the cosmos at large. Gazing ever deeper into
space, of course they detected, photographed and began studying and
classifying stars, nebulae and enormous numbers of galaxies in
various shapes and sizes.

“Soon, two facts became clear to most
terra-scientists,” Kaidan segued. “Fact
One: the majority of galaxies are receding away from each
other and from Earth ever more rapidly. Fact
Two: experts find further that this ongoing dispersion of
galaxies is due not only to their individual motions but also to an
actual ballooning of the space-time continuum in which they exist.
The cause of that massive ballooning of the space-time continuum is
a force terra-scientists call ‘dark energy.’

“‘Dark energy’—a confirmed phenomenon—must
not be confused, however, with terra-science’s hypothetical ‘dark
matter,’ a moot subject I’ll say more about later. For now, let's
move on to the next consideration.

 


OPPOSITE SPECULATIONS ABOUT THOSE FACTS

 


“To explain why the cosmos is expanding,”
Kaidan continued, “terra-theorists pondered two options. In ‘Option
A,’ the confirmed expansion of the cosmos is viewed as
corollary to, or ensuing from, an earlier era when the
cosmos was contracting. Some terra-theorists even posited a
pulsating cosmos in which everything collapses in a
so-called ‘Big Crunch’ only to explode again with an ensuing ‘Big
Bang.’ Some viewed these two events as recycling each other,
perhaps endlessly.

“Finding this concept unprovable, most
scholars dismissed Option A in favor of something I call ‘Option
B’—a ‘Big Bang’ prior to which the cosmos simply did not exist and
after which it simply continues expanding.” Kaidan posted his next
topic.

 


AN OVERLOOKED VARIATION OF ‘OPTION A’

 


“Arko-cosmology favors an alternate version
of Option A. I call it the ‘Cinderella’s Slipper Version’ because
it describes the origin of the cosmos in a way that ‘fits the foot’
of everything we see around us. How sad! Terra-thinkers missed a
golden opportunity to describe the present expansion of the cosmos
as corollary to an earlier era in which the cosmos was indeed born
contracting inwardly from an external source rather than
exploding from a tiny point. But this contraction—because it was
accompanied by axial spin—did not end in a ‘Big Crunch’ at
all. Rather, conserved angular momentum triggered such intense
centrifugal force that all the individual stars, globular clusters
and galaxies that coalesced readily during the contraction phase
were hurled back out and are still being hurled back out toward
that same still far-away exterior plane of origin.

“Just as an ice skater spinning slowly with
her arms outstretched spins faster when she draws her arms
in, so also—once hosts of stars, globular clusters and galaxies had
formed—intense centrifugal force hurled everything back out,
overruling the potential for a ‘Big Crunch.’

“Everything else from protons to planets to
stars to galaxies spins! Why not posit the cosmos as equipped with
a corollary axial spin as well?

“Permit me to ‘spin’ a major perk of this
alternate version of Option A, the ‘Cinderella’s Slipper Option.’
Prior to the time when intensified centrifugal force redirected a
contracting cosmos outbound, ‘dark energy,’ originally contracting
with a contracting cosmos and thus abetting the coalition of stars,
globular clusters and galaxies, also underwent a change of
direction. Slowing gradually as it approached an apex of
contraction, dark energy switched over to begin its present
accelerating expansion phase! As a result, hosts of
individual stars, globular clusters and galaxies began to be pushed
ever faster out at even more acute angles toward their present-day
positions.

“Even Isaac Newton, three centuries ago,
posited a finite but originally dispersed cosmos contracting
gravitationally but, alas, with no spin and no reversible ‘dark
energy.’ In a 1692 letter to Richard Bentley, master of Trinity
College at Cambridge University, Newton wrote:

 


“‘If all the matter in the universe were
evenly scattered throughout all the heavens, and every particle had
an innate gravity toward all the rest…the matter on the outside of
the space would, by its gravity, tend toward all the matter on the
inside, and by consequence, fall down into the middle of the whole
space and there compose one great spherical mass.’ 1

 


“Newton saw contraction as reducing
everything to ‘one great spherical mass.’ If only he had added a
factor of conserved angular momentum to his prescient notion of
cosmic contraction, he would have positioned himself even further
ahead of his time.”

Cosmologists Earth-wide were listening to
Kaidan in awe. As best James could recall, none of his fellow
cosmologists who posited the cosmos as pulsating with successive
‘Big Crunches’ and ensuing ‘Big Bangs’ had thought to factor
Kaidan’s spin-induced angular momentum and reversible dark energy
into their theory. And who could imagine an alien from a far-away
world quoting something Isaac Newton wrote in 1692?

What an intriguing option! James
reasoned. A cosmic contraction combined with conserved angular
momentum and dark energy reversing at an apex could indeed replace
a ‘Big Crunch’ with a ‘Fling It All Back Out’ model. And that model
could indeed solve many problems bedeviling Big Bang Cosmology
itself.

James recalled that Dr. Michael Longo at the
University of Michigan had indeed found some evidence for a
spinning cosmos. Yet even he and his team of graduate students had
offered their version of cosmic spin as ensuing from a ‘Big
Bang,’ rather than entirely replacing all need for such an
event. Kaidan posted:

 


CRITIQUING ‘OPTION B’S’ BIG BANG

 


“I am eager to show you many remarkable
facets of Option A’s initially-contracting-later-expanding
cosmology,” Kaidan assured everyone. “But first let me try to help
uninitiated listeners and viewers fathom why a majority of
terra-scientists believe they have achieved success with a very
opposite approach to the puzzle of cosmic origins, namely,
Option B’s Big Bang!

“Big Bang proponents claim that the present
expansion of the cosmos and a few other factors require us to
believe that the more than 100 billion galaxies that fill this
cosmos all emanated from a ‘Big Bang,’ an explosive event that
occurred at a tiny point billions of years ago.”

Kent saw James and his fellow cosmologists in
the Symposium lean back deeper in their chairs, readying themselves
for a critical review of their favorite theory—Big Bang Cosmology
[BBC]. Their eyes darted nervously from Kaidan to the seven screens
featuring his texts and illustrations. It would not be easy for
noted scholars if their supposedly well-established conclusions
based on well-funded research were about to be refuted by an alien
intellect. Kent prayed that if indeed that conclusion were
unavoidable, Kaidan would sensitively try to spare terra-scientists
at least some measure of embarrassment.

 


WHAT WAS BBC’S MAIN EVENT—REALLY?

 


“Scholars favoring BBC—a huge majority—ought
to tell the public why their ‘Big Bang’ had to be so BIG,” Kaidan
continued. “Most people assume the origin of the 100 billion or so
galaxies we see around us was BBC’s ‘main event.’ They don’t know
that these same scholars actually regard the 100 billion galaxies
of our universe as just a tiny residue left over from
something enormously bigger. Their theory requires a billion
times more matter than is in this entire cosmos to appear at a tiny
point all intermixed with an equal amount of antimatter only then
to explode, leaving these 100 billion galaxies as a tiny
residue!”

He’s right, James thought with a
twinge of conscience. He and other Big Bang popularizers were
indeed prone to fudge their theory’s major prerequisite. According
to Big Bang theory, this entire
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