
        
            
                
            
        

    
	
	The Field Where God Was Born

	Two scientists and a mathematician get together in the canteen to discuss their quantum mechanics research. 
Elsewhere, Foxie and Teumessian reprise their roles as tavern keepers.
They help God (pronouns: they/them) find what they don’t know they are searching for. 
Two stories, different worlds, ending in the same place—at the beginning.

	The Field #1

	Three world-leading, Nobel Laureate experts sat in the Planck Deep Lab canteen doing what they do best: arguing about data interpretation. Mannlich and Donna were at each other’s throats. Suri listened to them babble.

	Dr. Albert Mannlich argued in his thick, German accent, “I’m within three orders of magnitude of achieving life-size magnification of the Planck field. I see absolutely no suggestion of Loop Gravity!” 

	Dr. Sophia Donna replied in her sweet Berkeley-ized Italian accent, “Nor, dummkopf, preclude it!”

	They fussed on for a while. Donna finally said, “You have been quiet, Sats. Do you want to weigh in on his latest results?”

	Dr. Satyendra Suri’s Indian, Oxford-educated response, to some degree, calmed the conversation. He said, “The mathematical results appear to be indisputable, but I wonder if the visual presentation is masking pertinent underlying progressions. Your selection of false colors is arbitrary. The colors emphasize areas containing probable electromagnetic variations but may be deemphasizing areas of commonality. I can write a plug-in for your next run to allow you to vary false colors in real-time. Maybe different combinations will yield insight into how to interpret the data.”

	Mannlich responded, with less agitation, “I’m not going to waste time coloring my optical Planck field maps with pretty colors!”

	Sats suggested, “Transfer enough funds to cover my costs, and I can train an AI to analyze different color combinations across different intensity levels with differing smoothing algorithms. I can have it return the most promising color maps.”

	Sophie interjected, “I’ll fund some of that project if you can represent my multi-dimensional gravitational data on a piece of paper.”

	“I can do better. I can display your curves utilizing interactive holograms.”

	Mannlich, seeing his colleague possibly pulling ahead in her research, hastily added, “Very well. I will cover half the funding! But only to see Sophie’s curves undulating in an interactive hologram.”

	Sophie shouted to the room, “HR! HR!! Where in god’s name is HR when a girl needs them?!”

	Where God Was Born #1

	Once upon a time, in a world not too far away, God was walking through a shimmering forest and came upon a quaint tavern. They decided to enter, walked through the door, and took a seat at the end of the bar.

	On the other side of the bar stood an attractive vixen. She asked, “What’ll y’all have, Mamsir?”

	God considered and replied with a manly, “I’ll have whatever your random number generator comes up with,” then added with a softer, more feminine voice, “But apply Occam’s Razor, please.”

	The fox replied, “You got it! A double Aqua coming right up!”

	God commanded, “Add a double whiskey to that,” then softly added, “On the rocks with a squeezed lemon wedge and maybe a little sweetener, please. But not too sweet.”

	Foxie politely hesitated, waiting for maybe more instructions, then beamed, and again replied, “Double Old Fashion comin’ right up!”

	God surveyed their domain. At the far end of the bar, a monkey sat furiously typing away on a laptop. In the darkened corner sat an imposing fox staring intently into nothingness. 

	As Foxie delivered the double Old Fashion and a bowl of warm mixed nuts, God said, “Nice place you got here,” then added, “Very warm and inviting.” 

	“Thank you, Mamsir. The most interesting people in our world find their way here. I love it!”

	“I would think you would be bored—out in the woods—a monkey and whoever that is in the corner are your only customers,” then added, “Yet charming and peaceful.”

	Foxie was not miffed. She simply glanced at the monkey and said, “Monkey, write a story about it raining hard in here.”

	The monkey typed away. Suddenly, a dark cloud formed in the ceiling, a streak of lightning flashed from the clouds to the cash register with a boom, and a torrential rain began falling inside the tavern.

	Foxie admired Monkey’s handiwork and said, “That’s enough, Monkey. Make it stop and dry us off.”

	Monkey typed. The rain stopped. The ceiling glowed with warming heat, the humidity dropped, a gentle drying breeze blew, and the room—with everyone in it—soon returned to normal.

	Foxie looked at God and smiled a little Mona Lisa smile.

	God thundered, “Hell! I can’t even do that!” Then softly added, “I feel like I just left the spa. This is wonderful!”

	Foxie replied, “This isn’t your story. You have the stage, but you must play your part just like everybody else.”

	“I thought this was my story. Everybody has got to do what I want them to do,” then added, “For their own good, of course.”

	Foxie said, “Oh, my God. You’re so sweet!”

	The Field #2

	Sats stood staring lovingly at his quantum computer, overwhelmed with wonder, respect, and joy. Unknowable Brahman ... All things ... Do I stand before new knowledge ... if it is there, let me be worthy to receive it.

	Numbers ... sequences ... concepts continuously flowed through his mind as the Ganges flows through Varanasi. Sats’ consciousness was now filled with the challenge of the two projects laid before him. 

	He returned to his work station, picked up his Chai, and sipped it while considering his instructions on the screen. This wasn’t as simple as I envisioned. Imaging data and gravity measurements simply don’t lend themselves to commonality in input OR output. Starting with Sophie’s project may anger Manny, but hers is the more complex problem. Displaying more than four dimensions of data is as much art as science. Perhaps more. But Sophie’s easy to work with, and Manny appears to be growing fond of her. 

	Sats reprimanded himself for improper thought, breathed his mantra, then commanded, “GREAT SARASWATI.” He prayed, Hear my song, apply your wisdom, reveal the meaning. “EXECUTE!” 

	The AI, upon being initiated with the term “great saraswati,” loaded the instructions into the quantum computer nicknamed “Saraswati” and patiently waited as Saraswati applied her wisdom to Sophie’s questions.

	As Sats sat sipping his Chai, Sophie and Manny sat in the canteen fussing over gravity loop theory. They sat close together. So they would not have to talk too loudly.

	Where God Was Born #2

	Finishing their second Old Fashion, the vixen was becoming prettier and prettier. God wondered about the propriety of mating with a fox. God leaned in and asked, “Hey, Babe, what time do you get off?” But quickly added, “You are a very lovely fox.” 

	Foxie laughed as she replied, “Sorry, Mamsir, but I never get off unless it’s with my man-friend sitting in the corner. He has the most gorgeous tail in the world! I get the twitchies just thinking about it. I can ring the outside party bell if you want to party with some nice, exciting woodland creatures. The ducks around here can really dance up a storm.” 

	God said, “No. I’ll just sit here and enjoy the whiskey.” Then added, “And the company, of course.”

	As Foxie delivered the third Old Fashion, she glanced at the darkened corner table. The imposing fox sitting there nodded and looked at their customer.

	Foxie discreetly acknowledged his instruction, looked at God, and asked, “I haven’t seen you around here before. Where you from?”

	God replied, “Oh. Nowhere. Everywhere.” Then added somewhat sadly, “From wherever I wish to be, I suppose.”

	“World traveler. That’s exciting. Were you born around here?”

	“Born? I don’t think I was ever born. I’ve always been around.” Then added, “What an insightful question. We sometimes wonder about that.”

	Foxie offered, “You don’t know your roots? Your people? That’s so sad. Would you like to commiserate with my husband? His name is Teumessian. He’s very wise.”

	“Yeah. Sure. Why not?” Then added, “That would be delightful.”

	Foxie looked into the darkened corner and called out, “Toomy, come visit our customer. They don’t have a home!”

	God glanced at Teumessian and gestured for the fox to join them.

	Teumessian rose to his full, impressive height, picked up his Pellegrino, approached the bar, and sat beside God. He said, “Welcome to our Home. I’ve been eavesdropping on your conversation. ‘Nowhere and Everywhere.’ That’s rather metaphysical, isn’t it?”

	God was puzzled. “Metaphysical? What does that mean?” Then added, “That sounds deep and complex. I don’t think I’m metaphysical!”

	Toomy held up his glass of Pellegrino in salute. “Wonderful! Then tell me where you were born!”

	God thundered, “I was not born! I have always been here!” But quickly added, “Although, I did give birth and nurture all of nature, you know!”

	Teumessian was not intimidated. He quietly responded, “Yes, yes. You did give birth to all things. Without you, nothing would exist. It appears this topic stirs deep feelings within you. Perhaps one day you’ll find out.”

	God was somewhat mollified. “I never knew my mother. I don’t know where I was born.” Then added, “That’s sad, isn’t it? It would be rather nice to know.”

	Toomy sipped his Pellegrino as he gazed into God’s eyes. God’s fist clenched. God’s heart fluttered.

	Toomy said, “You were born fourteen billion years ago. Nothing existed until you were born. From you, all things were made. From you, all things came into being. You are all things, and all things are you. The question remains, where were you born?”

	God looked at the barkeep. “Bring me another drink.” Then added, “Please.”

	Foxie decided to ring the party bell.

	The Field #3

	A full month had passed since Sats’ offer to generate visual interpretations for Sophie and Manny’s data sets. Sats had only yesterday generated an acceptable proposal for Sophie’s holographic interpretation of quantum Loop data and had only then begun working on Manny’s quantum field imaging project. He had made an offering to Vishnu for protection against Manny’s potential self-righteous anger. 

	The presentation would take place in the Lab’s holographically equipped conference room. Sats’ presentation was prepared specifically for Dr. Donna, although her growing admirer, Dr. Mannlich, was also invited to attend. But word had spread throughout the facility, and the observer seats were almost all occupied by uninvited guests. Few scientists in the Planck Quantum Deep Lab were that interested in Loop Gravity, but still, it would be an interesting presentation, make a good entry for weekly activity reports, and Services provided the very best coffee and doughnuts. One must do one’s duty.

	Ten a.m. arrived. Dr. Suri mounted the podium, looked out over the visitors, glanced at Dr. Mannlich, nodded to Dr. Donna, closed his eyes, bowed his head, breathed, opened his eyes, and thundered, “Welcome!” He continued on with his standard greetings, followed by an overview of Dr. Donna’s data along with a simplified explanation of his methodology in translating her data into a holographic presentation, which he had arbitrarily set to an eleven-minute duration. Although this meeting was solely for the benefit of Dr. Donna, Sats asked her to briefly describe the data that she and the audience would be viewing this morning. She exclaimed that she would be delighted to do so.

	Forty-five minutes into the brief presentation, observing a fidgeting audience, Sats rose and suggested a quick break with the holographic presentation to begin in exactly fifteen minutes. 

	While waiting, Sats apologized to Manny for taking so long on Sophie’s side of the project, but assured him that the “lessons learned” would benefit Manny in the long term. Manny was uncharacteristically docile and assured Sats that it was more important that Sophie’s data be presented to the limits of Sats’ capabilities. Sats thanked Manny. Thank you, Lord Vishnu!

	The fifteen minutes lapsed, and Dr. Suri escorted Dr. Donna to the primary viewing seat. Dr. Mannlich followed. They sat down. Dr. Suri commanded, “GREAT SARASWATI: Project Suri hologram number one for an eleven-minute duration. EXECUTE!”

	The room lights slowly lowered to complete darkness. The hologram appeared. It began.

	Of all the attendees, including Sophie and Manny, Sats was the most mesmerized. He left this world and entered a world of pure mathematics, emerging Fibonacci sequences ... physically impossible forms appearing, seguing into other impossible forms, emerging into higher dimensions. To Sophie’s annoyance, String Theory’s eleventh dimension slowly emerged. Sats’ mind had merged with the hologram. The presentation ended. The room was totally dark until the lights began to brighten. 

	Sophie sat in silence as she considered the implications of what she had just witnessed. 

	Murmurs of appreciation ran through the audience. 
“I want to see that again. Munching magic mushrooms.”
“I didn’t recognize any quantum gravity loops, but I saw everything else.”
“Dr. Donna’s curves are always interesting.”

	Sats rose and thanked the audience for their interest. He left Sophie and Manny to their quiet, but intense, conversation. This was Sats’ first full, uninterrupted viewing of the presentation. He was unsure of what he had just witnessed. Goddess Saraswati ... I have witnessed the eleventh dimension and it is beyond my knowing ... open
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where was God boru?
Does anybody know?
Maybe it was in the field behind the house.

METAPHYSICS SHORT STORY






