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Chapter 1

A brain’s hole tale

Future intelligent life in our universe would
have but one remaining option: to inject
enough information into a new universe to
recreate our civilization on the other side of
the wormhole.

Michio Kaku - “Parallel Worlds”

This is a tale of an ordinary man with ordinary thoughts. But something
extraordinary happened to those thoughts, although no one really ever noticed.
How do I know about it then, it doesn’t really matter. The name of the man
doesn’t really matter either, but let’s call him Ebwhe, or just Eb for short.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 2

Par-cell

The tragedy of old age is not that one is old,
but that one is young.

Oscar Wilde - “The Picture of Dorian Gray”

This is the story of Boddes, a man who had to fight his own body in order
to achieve his ultimate goal in this universe: to live a humble life.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 3

God herself

One of the truly bad effects of religion is that
it teaches us that it is a virtue to be satisfied
with not understanding.

Richard Dawkins - “The God Delusion”

This story is about the origin of all things, and about a particular woman
turned into a goddess who wasn’t interested in becoming one.

3.1 It didn’t take seven days

Om G.Z. was a woman on her thirties. She was healthy, but she looked quite pale,
since she couldn’t go out much. The reason was that she lived in a small moon
without any atmosphere. Her moon orbited around a big planet approximately
the size of Jupiter. The planet had long been dead. Om’s moon didn’t belong to
that planet anyway. Om had travelled around the universe on that moon. How it
was propelled was not fully understood by Om, since most of the thinking these
days was done by A.I.s. What she understood was that she couldn’t move the
moon at free will, but that she had to follow some kind of interstellar gravity
highways.

In any case, she hadn’t chosen her destination either. Some A.I. picked that
spot, being the safest place for a human in that part of the universe. Human
beings were a scarce resource, and A.I.s had to take good care of them. The
universe was cooling down and soon only nanomachines and robots would be
able to stand such harsh conditions. But still to this day, A.I. lacked of creativity
and they correctly concluded that the end of humans would also mean the end
of A.I.
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The situation was very tight for Om. She had lost contact with other moons,
meaning that probably the expansion of the universe had created a near-absolute
zero temperature barrier somewhere between her and the other lonely human
survivors. This was very ugly, because it meant that even nanomachines wouldn’t
be able to reach the other side. It could well be that she was already the only
living thing in her universe. “Her” universe... was it really hers? If she was the
only person alive, she could well claim its ownership. She decided that she didn’t
want it, anyway. If she had a universe, it would be a warm one. And this thought
sparked her mind with a brilliant idea. She would create her own universe.

Om wasn’t thinking of running away. Creating a new universe and escap-
ing from yours are two completely different tasks, either of which required great
amounts of energy, and no one really knew if it would work in practice. Never-
theless, it was worth a try. She wanted to create something of her own. She had
a lot of machinery at her service that the nanomachines had been busy building
in the uninhabited planet that Om’s moon was orbiting. She asked the A.I. of
her moon for help. She wanted to create a universe with the appropriate physical
constants so that it was possible for it to sustain life. She couldn’t really program
any details, since after the initial burst, it would be all guided by unpredictable
quantum events.

After getting some robotic help, she managed to focus the energy of the red
dwarf star her planet was orbiting, and accelerate matter and antimatter until
their strings disentangled. Those strings collided in a cosmic event that caused
a small bubble to sprout from Om’s universe. The fluctuations in the higher
dimensions of the strings of matter indicated that the experiment had been a
success. The vacuum of the new universe was probably already expanding faster
than the speed of light.

Out of the blue, her moon’s A.I. interrupted Om in her readings of the data
from the experiment. Apparently, some idea had sparked too in this artificial
intelligence. The A.I. wanted Om to leave her universe and run away to the newly
created one. Since the A.I. had no way of contacting the other A.I’s further away
the near-absolute zero barrier, it had concluded that it had to protect the only
human being left in the universe. But the universe was dying, so the only hope
was to escape. Om had already figured that out by herself.

The problem was that the A.I. was suddenly in a hurry. The reason was that
by the A.I.’s calculations, a multidimensional wormhole to Om’s new creation
would take her far away into that universe’s future. If they waited too long, that
universe may be also freezing cold when she got there. The A.I. had already
arranged everything to send Om’s moon through a wormhole that was getting
readied using the last of the red dwarf’s energy. According to their calculations,
that wormhole would take her 13.7 billion years into the future of her baby
universe. There was nothing left in here for Om. She decided to take a chance
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and escape.

3.2 Once in a blue moon

Om felt dizzy. She was not sure what happened. After she said ‘let’s do it’
to her A.I., everything went blank. She was still in her moon, but most of the
equipment seemed jammed. The A.I. had stopped responding, and her moon was
accelerating badly. She was being attracted to a beautiful planet, that looked
colorful from above. Reds, blues, and greens. She wanted to ask her A.I., but
unfortunately there was probably no hope to restart it since it depended on the
network of nanomachines that she had left behind.

The moon slowed down to a beautiful curve around the planet. She wished her
equipment hadn’t been jammed so she could have seen the curvature of gravity,
such a joy from a person coming from a dying universe where even gravity was
scarce.

Om wasn’t sure how long she could survive in her moon, with almost every-
thing out of power. She grabbed the last of her nanomachines and produced a
spacesuit, which she put on. She had an emergency pod, and she was decided to
use it to descend to the planet. She couldn’t analyze it, but all that blue meant
water, so she would probably be safe.

She got into the pod and started descending. When the pod was trapped by
the planet’s gravity, it accelerated so bad she thought her bones were going to
crack. The pod reacted and it adjusted its speed. However, it had not enough
energy for a smooth landing, so Om had programmed it to land on water.

After a big splash in a beautiful ocean, Om left the pod, her nanomachines
transformed into some nice scuba diving gear. When her head emerged out of
water, the warm sunlight greeted her, and she breath her first genuine planetarian
air in her life. She felt so good that she suddenly started laughing loud. With all
the laughing, she failed to notice the sound of a motorboat sailing fast towards
her.

She was startled by a tall man greeting her. He helped her into his motorboat.
He looked very old, but his eyes were still young, and full of curiosity. They
couldn’t understand each other, but the man introduced himself as Bod.

Bod was a wise man who had lived almost one thousand years. He taught
Om the language and everything she needed to know about their planet. Bod
asked Om if she came from planet Earth, and looked a bit disappointed when
she replied he had no idea what planet he was talking about. Bod was building
a wormhole to connect this planet with planet Earth, and Om helped him to
finish it. Without her machines, it seemed quite a daunting task, but Bod had
apparently done it before.
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Before Bod died he confessed to her that he originally came from planet
Earth. She was forever sorry that she hid to Bod the fact that she actually came
from a completely different universe, but she thought she’d rather spare him the
thought that the universe was doomed to cool down to death.

Om liked Bod very much. Bod’s last will was to send his own remnants
through his wormhole back to Earth. The wormhole could handle a person and
a parcel, so she decided to take Bod’s remnants personally back to Earth. She
was eager to meet more of these wise Earthlings.

And so she left again through a wormhole, without being exactly sure whether
it would really work. The A.I. that had tried so hard to protect her would
probably be angry at her right now for being so impulsive. On the other hand,
that same A.I. had been quite impulsive itself during their last moments in Om’s
old universe, she jiggled to herself. She left a small tear behind in that planet
after crossing the wormhole.

3.3 How I met my Mother

Fortunately for Om and Bod’s remnants, the wormhole was indeed going in the
right direction. It led to Earth, only backwards in time. So Om and her parcel
landed on Earth on our 21st century. The wormhole closed and left a brilliant
blueish halo behind.

She appeared in the middle of a busy crossroad in a busy city. People had
been momentarily blinded by the light, so they barely realized that a person just
materialized from it. However, she looked obviously confused, so some people
came close to her and started asking her questions. “Do you need directions?
Where are you headed? Where do you come from?”

She had promised herself to be sincere, and since she assumed everyone here
would be at least as wise as Bod, she started by telling the truth. She came from
another universe, but she had created this one and thought she would pay it a
visit, since she had designed it to be warmer and cozier. “You are the Creator?
What?” -People laughed noisily, but some seemed offended.

They took her to see a doctor. A mental doctor. Apparently, to the Earth-
lings, the damage in her brain had seemed worse than the possible physical
damage from her colossal trip. “Your friend told me you are The Creator” -Om
affirmed warily with her head. She had never heard about religion, so she had
no idea what was all this about. “You also think you are a man?” What a silly
question! Of course not! Om replied she had no time for jokes. She was tired
and needed to find a place to rest. “Then tell me, how can He, God, be a ‘she’?”

She had enough. She turned her nanomachines into a cloth of metamaterials
that negatively refracted light, making her invisible. The doctor screamed “Oh
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my Lord!”, and Om quietly left his office.
Om wanted to contact some scientific authorities. She could see a building

shaped like a satellite from where she was standing. She walked there, in hope
of finding someone a bit less nuts. She had no idea that she was walking into a
TV station.

The receptionist was nice to her and offered some refreshments. The food
here was much more sweeter than that in the planet she had been living for the
past months, so she guessed that she could live on those refreshments for a week
or so.

After explaining her case to the receptionist, she waited patiently sitting on
a chair. A guy showed up and he explained he was in charge of a scientific TV
program specialized in UFOs. Om didn’t fully understand, but she agreed to
appear on his program. The guy was nice enough to provide Om with some free
accommodation.

The TV announcer thought of some catchy title for his special show, “How I
met my Mother”, and he introduced Om as the mother of humanity. There were
two other guests in the show, a physicist and a priest. Om explained her story in
front of the audience. She talked about her universe, and how she created this
one they were living in. She also talked about an Earthling that had lived one
thousand years and that she had met in a distant planet. That Earthling helped
her to come to Earth.

The physicist asked many questions, like how she managed to move her
moon around, the physics behind the wormhole, or the gritty details of the Big
Bang. He was impressed by Om’s replies, that showed she was indeed a far more
intelligent woman than the average person in the audience. However, since Om
herself didn’t know the small details that made all that stuff work, the physicist
concluded she was just another charlatan. A waste of potential.

The priest just asked some rhetoric questions, since he was not interested in
the answers anyway. He asked that if she was indeed The Creator, would she
also be willing to die for humanity as well, in order to redeem our sins. Om got a
bit scared. The man asked whether she had heard all our prayers during the last
2000 years, and took care after them from above. Om jokingly replied that she
had been very busy for the last 13.7 billion years, and that she could only do one
thing at a time anyway. And even if she wanted to, she couldn’t read people’s
minds. The priest got offended and started speaking about the evil.

The host interrupted and asked her if she had any proof of those machines
and marvels she talked about. She said she had only kept a few nanomachines
that were triggered by brain waves from Om’s thoughts. Om’s clothes suddenly
changed from blue to green, then to purple. People in the audience oohed in
awe. She then switched to metamaterial mode, and the light photons avoided
her, like the water of a stream around a pebble. Only her head was visible. The
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audience was delighted.
The physicist raised his voice and said he had had enough of magic tricks.

And the priest kept talking about the evil. Suddenly the truth appeared to Om
crystal clear: this planet was the reign of mostly two kinds of people, the skeptics
and the believers, but just a few rational minds. Given the opportunity, rational
minds would probably leave the others behind, exactly as Bod had done. She
covered her head with her photon-repelling clothes, and whispered ‘thank you’
to the host before leaving the studio.

3.4 Book it

After her appearance on TV, Om got some “followers” of her own. But these
followers were also silly religious people who had tergiversated everything Om
had told. They said that people were immortal beings, probably an alteration
from Bod’s longevity story. They also said that people were actually the spirits
of aliens that came to Earth long ago and then died from some nuclear explosion
or something. Apparently Om was one of those original aliens. Om was sorry
that she was somehow responsible for all that silliness, but at least she got
some money from the guys who started this new “church”, who apparently were
earning a lot from tricking people. They promised to teach them the secrets of
the universe, in exchange of some good money.

Knowing where the money came from, she was not completely happy about
using it. But feeling small to change this world, Om decided to use that money
to book a flight ticket to a different country and try to start there a new life. She
learned that the amount of silliness was different from country to country. What
it seemed true was that once something like that started, it grew exponentially.
Almost as if it was contagious. So she decided to keep silent about herself. What
mattered most was that this planet was very beautiful, and that people, crazy or
not, were in general nice to each other.

She learned that most women in this planet got married to a single man, or
even to a single woman in some countries. Apparently, they shared many things
with their husbands. So she dreamed of meeting a nice man to whom she could
confide her secrets, knowing they will be safe with him. And she felt very lucky
the day she met this perfect guy.

His husband was very quiet, and a very good listener. He believed everything
she told him, and apologized for the folly of mankind. He suggested she should
write a book with her story, and try to find some scientists she could trust to
confide them with Bod’s remnants, and maybe with some of her nanomachines.
Finally she gave Bod’s parcel to a nice doctor with a research lab close to their
place. But she preferred to keep the nanomachines to herself, since they wouldn’t
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react to anyone’s commands but herself’s, anyway. Deep inside, it was also a
kind of punishment, since Om thought humans didn’t deserve to benefit from all
the goodness of nanotechnology until they started behaving like rational beings.

Om’s book was not a best-seller, but she sold a decent amount. Most people
bought it thinking it was science fiction. Fortunately, no one associated her with
that weird cult that started a few years ago with her appearance on TV. That
cult had evolved into something even sillier than the religion of that priest he
met in that same TV show.

From time to time, Om felt overwhelmed with the presence of so many people
around. She lived in a big city. She was not used to that, since she had spent
most of her young age by herself in that blue moon of hers. During those times
of crowd overdose, she would walk down to a lonely beach at night and walk
along the sea shore with bare feet. She liked the smell coming from the sea, the
cool feeling of the water, and the sea breeze on her cheeks. She would seat down
on the sand, moon-like ground, and stare at the light of the stars coming from
the visible universe. Some of those stars were probably dead already, but their
light just arrived to Earth now. She thought of humans and felt so proud of her
idea of sprouting a baby universe from a dying one. If they were indeed sinners
and she was indeed God, she wouldn’t mind forgiving them all from whatever it
was they wanted to be forgiven of.

Clouds darkened the sky that night, and then she felt a shiver down her
spine. Om remembered the A.I. that had guided her through all the universe and
protected her with all its might. She left that A.I. in a dying universe, condemned
to freeze to death. She prayed for its salvation.

You can not expend your days living amongst humans and not expect be-
coming a little bit sillier yourself.


