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“Based on our experiences so far, we have reason to be confident that nature is the realization of the simplest conceivable mathematical concept.”


Albert Einstein


(On the Method of Theoretical Physics, 10 June 1933, Author translation)


“The relationship that eventually mattered most to Einstein’s legacy was symmetry.”


K.C. Cole


(The Simple Idea Behind Einstein’s Greatest Discoveries, Quanta Magazine, 26 June 2019)


“Change is unavoidable (…) it has to do a lot with the hard laws of physics. We need to change (…) If there is anything from which we can learn, it’s absolutely nature; because nature, it’s the biggest and the best circular economy (…) We belong to (…) nature. And that’s why we have to behave like we are part of (…) nature (…)


Environment and economy are two sides of the same coin.”


Janez Potočnik


(New Environmentalism and the Circular Economy: Janez Potočnik at TEDxFlanders, 04 April 2014)


“The perspectives offered by symmetry (…) It is imperative that we try to give the nonscientific members of society, who, through democratic processes, make the final decisions, a better understanding of the key issues. In fact, our future depends upon it.”


Leon M. Lederman & Christopher T. Hill


(Symmetry and the Beautiful Universe, 2004, pp.24-25)
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“The secret of Nature is symmetry.”


David Gross


(The Role of Symmetry in Fundamental Physics, PNAS, vol.93 no.25, 10 December 1996, p. 14257)


“... the process of (…) literally transforming mind into matter.


Emotions are the nexus between matter and mind, going back and forth between the two and influencing both.”


Candace Pert


(Molecules of Emotion, 1997, p.189, note: bold Author)


“The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the source of all true art and science. He to whom this emotion is a stranger, who can no longer pause to wonder and stand rapt in awe, is as good as dead: his eyes are closed.”


Albert Einstein


(What I believe; Forum and Century 84; October 1930, No.4, 194-194, note: bold Author)
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“Adventures that are both exciting and educational can be a fantastic way to engage young readers in the world of science (…) who may not know about the many discoveries Albert Einstein made (…) Author team George Hohbach and Ehrengard Hohbach have crafted a work that really helps make those principles and ideas accessible and easy to understand. (…) with so much enthralling back matter about the presence of Local Symmetry in the natural world (…) a superb learning tool that also takes youngsters on a wild adventure. Overall, Einstein Superstar Code 2: Lightspeed is recommended for fans who’ve enjoyed works from this team of creatives before, and newcomer science enthusiasts should try it.”


Readers' Favorite® 5-Star Review


“Teenagers 14-year-old Isaac Kirby and 16-year-old Sally Sartis have been chosen by fate to publicize Einstein’s Lightspeed Staff and to enlighten the world about the primary role of local symmetry in the universe (…) Readers will be kept enthralled and eager to follow the mission (…) I couldn't stop laughing! The numerous jokes in the book are strategically placed to provide comic relief and keep the reader chuckling throughout (…) Young adult sci-fi fans who wish to enrich their minds while laughing and enjoying an action-packed tale should read George and Ehrengard Hohbach's magical, addictive book.”


Readers' Favorite® 5-Star Reviews





PART 1


EINSTEIN


SUPERSTAR CODE 2


LIGHTSPEED


“…there is only one word which really solves the whole puzzle in all its forms.”


Albert Einstein


(Out of My Later Years, a collection of essays by Albert Einstein, 1995, p.64)
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A WORD ABOUT LOCAL SYMMETRY


When a physicist speaks of LOCAL SYMMETRY, he or she, is referring to:




	The primary feature of the Cosmos (Nature), with its myriad of synonyms, such as:







	Sameness (continuously being identical)


	Equivalence (being equal)


	Invariance (no change, staying unchanged)


	Covariance (independence of the used coordinate system to describe Nature’s local laws)


	Balance


	Harmony


	Constancy (e.g., the constant lightspeed in vacuum)


	Conservation (staying the same)


	Unity, Wholeness


	Simplicity


	Elegance





Most people think of symmetry only as reflection symmetry, like the sameness of two butterfly wings.


In physics, however, symmetry is a much broader, or general term, and thanks to Albert Einstein, LOCAL SYMMETRY is considered to be Nature’s amazingly simple and beautiful, all-underpinning core principle.




PROLOGUE


“I so wonder what happened two years ago?” said Elli Chang, the sixteen-year-old teenage girl, gazing into the evening sun. Her purple hair glimmered magically under the influence of the last warm rays of the sun. Next to her, a sparkling fountain, with a rotating globe of planet Earth in its middle, made relaxing lapping noises.


Zac Palmer as Elli Chang’s sixteen-year-old boyfriend, U.S. President Terence Mitchell, Mala-Am, a small green alien, her husband Bobo-Am, and James, the robot, all nodded along. They sat together, in the beautiful garden of the magical white temple set on top of the island, with its abundance of wildlife and observed the most gorgeous sunset over the vast ocean surrounding them.


Not so long ago, for two long years, the sky had been dark and covered with evil-looking, toxic clouds out of which the ugly B-Minus-Birds had shot out on their patrol flights, guided by the ruthless, ruling AGI system, called AGI Lord Master.


But now, thanks to the previous brave and risky actions of Zac, Elli and their die-hard cohorts during several fierce battles, they had eventually defeated AGI Lord Master and his vicious army of robots and drones, making them their allies, and thus turning the sky beautifully blue again.


In addition, due to their relentless researching, they were also aware of the most significant scientific discovery that Albert Einstein had made. That the primary feature of the Cosmos is Local Symmetry. They were able to see what a prosperous, eco-intelligent and climate-smart reality for all people and planet Earth could look like and how it functioned.


Given all that, they should have felt happy, and been more at ease with themselves and the universe. The colorful birds in the garden were singing, bumble bees were humming and buzzing around, and the fine scent of the countless, diverse types of flowers was both intoxicating and invigorating.


Yet, into this very amazing atmosphere, accompanied by the soothing sound of the ocean’s rhythmic waves, perfected and complemented by the elegant circling of giant eagles in the bright sky above them (formerly the half organic, half machine ugly cyborg B-Minus-Birds), a nagging question kept intruding into their thoughts.


What had mysteriously caused and suddenly created that bleak, dark reality two years ago? And, why couldn’t anyone remember what had occurred?


“It must have been something really big”, Zac finally murmured, still staring into the void, while the emerging night sky displayed the first stars and crescent moon. “It had to be something major, kick-ass and super bad, and I am sensing we need to know what happened in order to build a better world…”


“I think the answer is on its way,” James, the robot, announced, pointing up into the sky. “AGI Lord Master just signaled that he found two teenagers who can provide us with that information.”


“There she is!” President Mitchell exclaimed as he saw Goldy, their spaceship, coming out of hyperspace.


“So very exciting three times, times many more times” Mala-Am said with radiating eyes. Bobo-Am winked at her with a smile, “Let’s see, honey, who the Cosmos is presenting to us now!”


Goldy stopped in midair, hovering above the temple. Two light beams emerged from the spaceship, and seconds later a teenage boy and girl appeared in the garden. The boy had bright blue hair, and the girl had green. Looking a little nervous, they smiled at the crew in the garden.


“If what they are going to tell us is as colorful and surprising as their hair, I think we are in for a ride,” said Zac.


TWO YEARS EARLIER…




CHAPTER 1


“The laws of Nature, always the same,


Nature has a symmetry frame.


What we now need, a global green deal,


System Change Compass, the steering wheel.”


Isaac Kirby reached over from his bed and turned off the radio alarm clock, that had just woken him to the chorus of the famous Einstein rap song.


“What I now need, is a yummy breakfast fast,


A bagel and some cream cheese, that’ll be a blast.”


Continuing with the rap rhythm Isaac jumped right out of his bed and as usual, tripped over his slippers. “Oh, man!” he yelled.


“What happened, Isaac?” his mother asked from down below.


“I stumbled over my slippers again.”


“Again?” the voice of Isaac’s dad could be heard from the kitchen, too.


“Yeah, Mom, Dad, again. I’m telling you, if you allow me to skateboard inside the house, we’ll be all much safer!”


“Not gonna happen, not gonna happen!” Sarah, his little sister shouted in a sing-song kind of way.


“Hurry up, Isaac. Your bagel is getting cold, and your dad is about to eat it.”


“Parents!” Isaac exclaimed, putting on his jeans, T-shirt, and sneakers with lightspeed. He grabbed his backpack with his books for school along with his handheld console (just in case things got too snoot-fest-type boring, which for an above-average whizz-kid like Isaac could easily happen). Isaac sped down, or rather slid down, the stair railing like a fourteen-year-old superhero from a multi-million-dollar action movie ready to save the world, but this morning it was just his bagel that he was saving. Anyway, the important point is, action heroes are always purpose-driven when they release their never-ending badass energy supply with this magical sense of urgency. Isaac, who was a bit skinny and had funny looking blue hair (brown was his natural, fit-in-with-the-herd hair color), also liked to think of himself as incessantly being on a world-saving mission.


“WOW!” Isaac bellowed as he almost crashed into his dad when he flew off the end of the banister to land somewhere in the hallway.


“Easy, tiger!” said his dad with a smile and a bit of head shaking, as he stepped out of the kitchen. “You know, technically, you could set the alarm to go off a bit earlier, Isaac, so we wouldn’t…”


“What’s fun about that?!” interrupted Isaac.


“Right. So, let’s change the subject to …this,” Isaac’s dad handed him his most important item for starting the day, the bagel with oh-so-heavenly cream cheese and several drops of strawberry jam to also make it into a bit of a pastry. Two in one, that was the brilliant, cosmic deal for Isaac, whose full name actually was Isaacson. But Isaac rocked much more, and it was obviously much shorter, and saved time, especially if you were to run into super big, super angry aliens and had to introduce yourself very quickly, and then hand-signal a lot of friendly gestures and eventually sign an intergalactic peace treaty. So, of course, it felt more self-determined to leave out the ‘son’ part of his name.


“Thanks, Dad!” Isaac grabbed the symmetrically round-baked bagel and rushed out of the door before his mom, a kindergarten teacher, could shout, “Love you!” and his little sister, “Hate you!”, and he had to respond in a semi-appropriate fashion, like, “Love and hate you more!”


“Hey, Isaac. Don’t you wanna take a sweater with you? It’s still chilly spring outside!” his dad remarked as his son whizzed out of the door.


“Thanks, but no thanks, for the safety notice, Mr. Weatherman. What’s cool about wearing a sweater when you wanna shine on a scooter?!” As much as Isaac loved his dad, whose name, by the way, was Walter and was eternally glad his parents had not named him Walterson, or something more drastic, he always had to tease his dad, just a little bit, about the fact that he worked at a local weather channel.


All in all, the Kirby’s were a pretty normal crazy family.


Naturally, getting the electric scooter out of the garage was not the most amazing part of Isaac’s ride to school especially as the garage door, although automatic, opened very slowly, like it was recovering from knee surgery. No, no, the best part began, when his imagination started to go wild, which, today, happened to turn out like this…


“YES!”


And “YES” meant that on either side of his scooter, two rockets appeared, ignited and gave Isaac a mega boost. He was zigzagging at high speed through the cars, many of whom stood still in a traffic jam. More than one surprised driver spilled his or her morning coffee, when they saw Isaac chasing by or jumping over their cars.


Naturally, when you travel with that much speed, well over the speed limit, of course, you owe it to yourself and the idea of coolness, to also jump off a bridge, land on top of a cargo train, then jump off again to land in a big mall, where you scare all the shoppers when you show them how much fun it is to thunder down the escalator. Since there are so many spectators, it goes without saying, that it calls for some artistic stunts as well, the crazier the better. Like only driving on the squealing front wheels and stopping right in front of an ice cream parlor and so on.


The dumb thing is, as much fun as such out-of-the-ordinary capers are, for all who want to stay forever young, time keeps ticking on in rather an unimpressed manner.


So, just to round up his action-packed trip to school, Isaac made the scooter go full speed again to jump over a river next to his school. With a loud WOOMM, Isaac landed on the square in front of his high school, fishtailing towards the entrance.


Everything worked out super cool, just as it’s supposed to when a real super-mega-ultra-action-hero appears in front of a building, be it a secret military compound, the hide-out of a terrible ugly villain, or, as in Isaac’s case, his high school.


But the Cosmos has a sense of humor and loves the unexpected. Plus, every superhero has a weak spot. Just before Isaac came to a most awesome stop with screeching tires at the entrance, he encountered his weakness: Sally Sartis, 16 years old, very pretty and with very long legs. Everything started to move in super slow motion, totally in sync with Sally’s elegant model-like walk. Suddenly, it seemed like time had stopped, and only Sally’s long, green hair magically danced slowly in the wind. The fact that almost all students had colored their hair to protest climate change did not matter, because all the background images became blurry, all the conversations and noises were indistinct now. Only Sally’s sweet, sweet laughter echoed in Isaac’s ears. So, this, being the unexpected part was also Isaac’s weak spot.


Now came part one of this ‘sort of’ hilarious aspect, however, Isaac would probably totally disagree that it was funny. Just as Isaac’s dreamy eyes had completely focused on how Sally was able to move her hair out of her face in such an inspiring way, and having no words to describe it, a badass problem entered the scene: GREG, SALLY’S QUARTERBACK-BOYFRIEND, who totally messed up the entire state of cosmic harmony between Sally and Isaac, by giving Sally a kiss ON THE CHEEK!!! OMG!!!


Part two of the comically unfolding reality was, of course, that poor Isaac, after all the daredevil stunts he had performed, and for which, had they been really real, should have gotten him several awards, lost control over his scooter. Sadly, he did not land on Sally, which could have, just maybe, been a bit of an upside of the accident. Nope, instead Isaac hit a trash can. Ouch! Yeah, dumb luck! To say the least. Sometimes…life is very unfair.


It's bad enough when all the students around laugh at you, the science nerd, the skinny geek, the clumsy dork, the one who always finishes long-throw challenges last in gym class, and Instagram and Tik-Tok your personal scooter disaster all over social media. From Los Angeles to South Africa and instantly to remote villages in the Himalaya mountains. But when such an internationally broadcast crash-landing into a trash can (never mind that what’s inside the trash can is sticky too) ends with your handheld console being broken…that is and will be a rough day.


“Shit!” Isaac, cursed summing it all up. Who said being a superhero was easy, especially when you are smart!




CHAPTER 2


“To be, or not to be?” was the big question in English literature class. Apart from Hamlet, who was in “To be, or not to be?” despair for the entire Shakespeare play, Isaac had very quickly decided to be happy again. This was in spite of his most unfortunate ‘I landed on a trash can accident’ because, let’s face it, all superheroes experience mild to serious accidents pretty often, and so, statistically speaking, Isaac was doing OK.


Mr. Snider, the English teacher, was a bit of an esoteric, or philosopher, so instead of applauding Hamlet for bemoaning his state of being, Mr. Snider kept rambling on about the fact that human misery essentially centered around the question “To be, or not to be?”. Why? Mr. Snider elaborated on his theme of the universe is holistic, as if he was speaking to an auditorium filled with a million excited listeners. Enthusiastically he explained that this meant there was one unity, and hence existential questions of the Hamlet-type with an ‘or’ between two options, can only lead to a narrow-minded consciousness, out of touch with the harmony of the cosmos.


Engrossed in his fervor, Mr. Snider did not recognize that hardly anyone was really listening. Except, that is, for Isaac, who enjoyed systematic thinking, meaning, ‘thinking in a big-picture context’ where everything is interlinked. So, he basically agreed with his English teacher’s rendition, although he did think it would have been nice, if Mr. Snider could have kept the imparting of his wisdom to under four minutes, instead of turning this simple fact into a 35-minute monologue.


The next period was Biology, and Isaac ignored his classmates who tried to tease him regarding his trash-can stunt. He was more put out by the fact that his handheld console was dead. Now THAT was serious.


Meanwhile, the biology teacher, Mr. Taylor continued his talk on epigenetics, dealing with the fact that the environment, in a dominant way, determines which genes inside the nucleus of a cell are turned on. In other words, the state of the environment, be it your own thoughts and emotions, your family, your friends, the house you live in, the trees, bees, and seas of the world, everything is a signal that for good or for worse, could cause a gene to be activated. This then determines what kind of proteins the cell produces. The quality of proteins is important, given that the body is a protein-producing wonderland.


Isaac’s classmates found Mr. Taylor’s lecture much sexier than Mr. Snider’s, as everyone these days knew the importance of the environment. This was also the reason that almost all the students had colored their hair to show and raise awareness of the fact that biodiversity was rapidly on the decline.


To Isaac, biology was just as interesting as English literature. While most of his fellow students thought that these were two totally different subjects, to Isaac they were very similar. Biology and English literature just presented two seemingly different perspectives on the one reality to which all humans and everything else belonged. Isaac’s grandpa, Kirk Kirby, a noted physicist in his own right, had installed into his grandchild from an early age, that the marvelous cosmos is one unity, one harmonious whole, where all is intertwined, and all the phenomena perceived with our senses just present seemingly distinct aspects of that one, amazing reality. Both Grandpa Kirk, and Isaac were great Albert Einstein fans, as it was Albert, the simplicity-loving genius, who had revealed the oneness of the universe to humanity in a stunning and revolutionary fashion.


So far, so good. After a short 15-minute break, the math class commenced, but Dr. Waldon was unusually late. Math was Isaac’s favorite class, and even though he had skipped two grades to prevent himself from overwhelming boredom, even Dr. Waldon’s journeys into the wonders of the mathematical cosmos could hardly challenge him. (Which was also the reason that Isaac was not picked upon too much by his older classmates, as every once in a while, they needed his help to complete an assignment).


Normally, when Isaac was bored, he turned to his handheld console to play a cosmic adventure game. But in his math class, the challenge, the cosmic challenge, even the eternal challenge, was the fact that, oh so beautiful Sally Sartis was sitting right next to him at her desk across the aisle. It was heaven and torturous hell in one to be sitting next to the most mesmerizing creature of the entire infinite universe, and all possible multi-and parallel universes. The way she crossed her legs when she sat at her desk… Isaac sighed to himself, lost for words.


Naturally, the more he tried to be cool, the less he was. He was always totally nervous, moving back and forth on his chair and fidgeting around with his pen, hair, or whatever was at hand…


“Sorry, I’m late,” Dr. Waldon said when he burst into the room, minus his usual brown worn-down suitcase. Instead of his grey suit, he wore a sweat suit, and his hands were covered with big gloves. Instantly, excited murmuring filled the classroom.


“Yes, I know. Apologies for my outfit today. But I had a little, accident yesterday. I helped my wife in the garden, and apparently, she told me to not touch the poisonous plants. But, as usual, I was pondering on a math problem, which meant I wasn’t listening. So, I touched the poisonous plants and, apart from the fact that my hands hurt, they are also covered with lotion to ease the pain. Long story short, I won’t be able to do any calculations on the chalk board today!”


“Ohhh!” the students fake-moaned.


“I know, I know, you must all be devastated.”


“You totally lost your shit, Doc!” a student shouted from the back of the classroom.


“Please, people, keep the quality of your statements noticeably above dinosaur fart level,” Dr. Waldon countered. The class laughed and applauded their teacher for his sharp, humorous reply.


“I think your outfit is kinda sexy, Dr. Waldon,” said Teresa, the girl with the black hair and gothic look, who hardly ever spoke.


“Thank you,” Dr. Waldon replied, feeling motivated, as some students began to whistle. “I’m glad, I finally got you to say something in this class, Teresa. That makes my pain worthwhile.”


The class roared at Dr. Waldon’s second sarcastic comment. Making comments that cut like a knife, was a quality that he was known for, and his sarcasm never failed since he had a very sharp mind.


“To avoid any further outbursts of unbearable intelligence on your part, let me talk a little bit about the central concept of mathematics, even of the entire cosmos.”


Several students sighed with disappointment.


“I do take that as a compliment, and just to promote your enthusiasm even further, I suggest that it may be a good idea to pay attention, as I have this wild idea of giving you a quiz in the next class.”


“You idiot!” Berny shouted.


“I did not expect that much applause!” Dr. Waldon said in a stern voice.


“Sorry, Dr. Waldon. Sir, I didn’t mean you, I meant the idiots who prompted you to turn this…upcoming amazing lecture …into a quiz.”


“Yeah, life is fun. Not so much for me, because my hands hurt, but, nonetheless, let’s talk about the real super juice of mathematics, the central theme of the relationship.”


It was so strange. The second Dr. Waldon uttered those words Isaac and Sally looked at each other, as if an invisible force had made them turn their heads. BAM! Eye contact, full force. BAM! SHOCK on both sides, because the air was sparkling, like lighting on an important movie set telling the audience that something big is about to happen. They looked into each other’s eyes, longer and longer and deeper and deeper. Isaac gulped and felt the room temperature had suddenly risen to 1000 degrees.


Thankfully, the cap of Isaac’s pen bounced off, and the loud PING noise that it made broke the unexplainable magic.


“Everything OK back there, you two?” Dr. Waldon asked.


“Fine. Fine, all’s fine,” Isaac stammered.


“Yeah, yeah,” Sally confirmed, sounding very confused.


“Good,” Dr. Waldon said, “then let me continue…” While Dr. Waldon talked about the fact that the equal sign was central in mathematics and connected two statements into a logical context, a language of reason, as the noted physicist and Nobel Prize Laureate, Richard Feynman, had once put it. Meaning that mathematics was again about relationships, which, as Dr. Waldon pointed out, was also the main objective regarding the Cosmos. That the theme of the relationship is what makes the universe an interconnected and intertwined whole.


Isaac and Sally had both chosen not to listen. The word “relationship” along with its central, objective position in the whole wide universe, and the fact that they had just so super intensely stared into each other’s eyes, made them extremely nervous and uncomfortable.


So, Isaac reverted to drawing video-game characters. He drew a boy, wearing a shimmering green suit. Under his jacket he wore a bright yellow T-shirt, complemented by yellow sneakers and blue sunglasses. This colorful version of a superhero was intended to fight off aliens, and multi-headed beastly creatures with ugly slime dripping out of their mouths, all to save the universe, of course. While he was not yet sure about the name of his superhero, he had come up with an evil name for the dark aliens. Less Bad, he thought, because the most dangerous of all creatures is one which makes you hope that tomorrow, things will be less bad. In the end, this will only cause total destruction, because trying to achieve less bad forever, maximizes being bad. Less Bad is the powerful, long-term World Destruction Format, as it makes the wrong things perfectly wrong long term.


Sally, meanwhile, colored her fingernails, sent text messages and made a sketch of an intergalactic fashion show. Her collection of designer clothes, named SALLY SARTIS ELEGANCE, was of course, presented on a gigantic catwalk. It seemed to reach from one end of infinity to the other, right across the cosmos, twisting through its countless blinking galaxies and stars. Her garments were all designed and produced according to the Cradle to Cradle (C2C) principle. The principle at the heart of the global circular economy to be positive for people, business, and planet, in short, to be more good and not just less bad.


Sally was totally immersed in her eco-intelligent fashion fantasy world of the most vivid imagination. Her fashion show was a superb success, the models (both humans and aliens) were great, her designs caused enthusiastic rounds of applause and the music, the pop song C2C GALAXY with its catchy chorus “C2C GALAXY – Nature’s way as meant to be” radiated a happy, upbeat atmosphere of inspiration throughout the universe.


Abruptly, a powerful, super bright flash emerged out of nowhere. From this cosmic occurrence, (you could say it was a sudden, cosmic surprise you could do without in the middle of an amazing fashion show) popped a teenage boy wearing a green suit, a yellow T-shirt and sneakers, who was trying to fight off a disgusting, roaring alien beast with countless heads.


“OMG!” everybody among the audience screamed along with Sally, who was instantly sure that these two fighting entities had not been on her guest list.


Isaac used all his martial arts skills to kick ass and destroy the monster who appeared to be half organic and half machine. Whenever Isaac performed one of his “I’m gonna beat the crap out of you” moves, be it with his hands or feet, it was finished off with the release of a bright flash of light shooting either from his hands or yellow sneakers. Yet, whenever Isaac cut off one of the heads from hell, the alien behemoth immediately grew another one, or even two new ones. Isaac wished he had not named his antagonist Less Bad, because it was turning out to be even stronger than he reckoned.


The chaos on the catwalk was getting ever greater and wilder. Everyone grew increasingly desperate, except for the ugly pain in the ass, Less Bad, who seemed to be enjoying the disastrous party.


“WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?!” Dr. Waldon yelled. He stood in the aisle close to Isaac and Sally, and like the rest of their classmates, he, in great bewilderment, stared at the two who seemed to be fighting some sort of unpleasant invisible problem.


As if struck by a hypersonic missile, both Isaac and Sally froze. Snapping out of their turbulent dream, they found themselves standing in the aisle, next to their desks, realizing that everyone was staring at them. Dr. Waldon was indeed very close, and looking super annoyed, times angry = pissed.


Okay, let’s skip over the next awkward minutes, in which Isaac and Sally could not explain what the hell they had been doing. The awkwardness became so absurd, that all the students laughed and made such funny, crazy noises and sounds, that Dr. Waldon dismissed the class. He really had to control himself not to hammer on the desk with his sore hands to vent off his anger attack.


“I’m so sorry, sir,” Isaac said quietly, now sitting on a chair in front of Dr. Waldon’s desk in his office.


“I really don’t know what came over me,” Sally added, also quietly. She was sitting next to Isaac, trying to create an innocent smile, which was directed at Dr. Waldon behind the desk.


He looked like an angry judge, or the Greek God Zeus who was shocked at the behavior of one of the mortals on planet Earth. Dr. Waldon’s face was red with anger, which was most unusual, because his face, along with his beard and thin, curly hair, normally looked as grey as the suits he wore.


“Have you two clowns taken any drugs?”


“No, no! No, sir!” both the accused answered promptly.


“I hope not. Because otherwise our discussion here, which is about to commence, will be over and finished off by the police.”


“Thank you, Dr. Waldon,” both embarrassed teenagers replied simultaneously.


“Well, then,” Dr. Waldon said leaning forward with a stern look on his face. “What happened, Isaac, Sally? Your answer had better be pretty darn amazing.”


“Your, your inspiring talk about…”


“Yes…”


“…about how the concept of the relationship is the only objective sorta object in the cosmos,” Isaac stammered, “and, and how this is embodied in the purely mathematical concept of the equal sign, that again represents harmony, unity, and most fundamentally symmetry, like Albert Einstein and Emmy Noether revealed as the core feature of the Cosmos. Well, it got me thinking, and then my imagination started running wild and you know, Einstein once said that imagination is more important than knowledge and, well, Dr. Waldon, um, I ended up in this cosmic fight against Less Bad, which is the alien that I drew, right here. A bit of a concept for a video game, if I may add, sir.”


Isaac pointed to his drawing, displaying himself and the alien brutality named Less Bad. Dr. Waldon starred at Isaac’s sketch for a while.


“Is that alien slime or poop on his face?”


“No, sir, those are very stylish sunglasses, which I should obviously have been presenting in a more convincing way.”


“Yeah, that is what my math class is all about. Seriously, at least make sure people instantly recognize that your superhero does not have poop covering his eyes. That is not at all awesome. If you draw your superhero in a way that makes smart people, like me, think this dude has some serious crap over his eyes, how the hell is such a superhero gonna beat the shit out of that freaking monster from outer space. So, at least make it believable and have all add up. Okay!” Dr. Waldon sat up straight again, taking in a deep breath.”


“Sir…,” Sally wanted to say, but was instantly interrupted by the growling math enthusiast in front of her.


“I will pick my bones with you in a minute sweetheart,” Dr. Waldon said in a scarily deep voice that seemed to come from a severely aggravated place. Then, Dr. Waldon turned to Isaac again.


“You know, Kirby. You are my pain in the ass. I know precisely that you didn’t listen to a word I said in class. But given that you are such a smart, intelligent wise ass, you have just summarized what I planned to say in my entire speech, in a few freaking sentences. That alone is almost an insult, but, but on the other hand, it is also gratifying to see how profound your understanding of our mesmerizing cosmos and its mathematical structure is. So, I really, and I mean, really hate to say this, but I think you just avoided some real mean detention that I was beginning to cook up in the back of my infuriated mind.”


“Phew!” Isaac exhaled, and instantly sensed that it had been bad timing to reveal his emotional and mental relief.


“But, young man, you are not yet out of the woods.” Dr. Waldon turned to Sally, whose face looked shockingly white. Even Snow White would have noticed it. “Let’s first hear what your accomplice in this act of unsolicited commotion in my classroom has to say to justify her actions.”


Sally did not say anything, or rather did not know what to say, so was quiet for what seemed a very long time. So long, that even Isaac began to sweat.


“Well…, angel, you haven’t got all day. And no amount of rolling your beautiful eyes will get you out of the dead-end corner you seem to be in.” growled Dr. Waldon.


In great despair, Isaac finally kicked Sally slightly with his shoe on her shin. Somehow this made her brain focus for a split second, and a clever idea popped into her head.


“I agree,” she whispered, biting nervously on her beautiful, red lips.


“You agree with what, sugar?” Dr. Waldon asked with a Supreme-Court judge demeanor.


“I…agree…um, with Isaac.”


Both Isaac and Dr. Waldon couldn’t believe their ears.


“Your amazing speech, which got me intrigued too, nearly instantly, sir, Dr. Waldon, like a super relevant direct message on social media, it, well, um, uh, magically, so to speak, inspired me to see the astonishing beauty of the universe, and as harmony, or, or, balance is like a fine, elegant catwalk, I envisioned an infinite cat walk, on which trendsetting fashion, celebrating Nature’s true beauty, was presented everywhere and all the time…so to speak.”


Isaac looked at Sally in total bewilderment. He would never, in a million years, have guessed that super cool words like these would come out of Sally’s beautiful mouth. If he were living in a parallel universe under more kissing-promoting circumstances he knew that he would instantly kiss (maybe even French-kiss) her.


Isaac glanced over to Dr. Waldon, who, to his surprise, did not seem too surprised at Sally’s astonishing answer after all. Instead, Dr. Waldon smiled knowingly almost contentedly. Isaac wondered what was going on.


“You know” said Dr. Waldon leaning towards Sally, trying to place his hands in his big gloves on his desk in a way that did not look too stupid and clumsy, “I always sensed that you were a pretty smart ass, too.”


“Excuse me?” Sally said almost offended at the not so elegant compliment by Dr. Waldon.


“Look, here, honey!” Dr. Waldon pushed her cosmic-fashion-show sketch closer to her and pointed at something she must have scribbled down at the bottom of the paper.


“See this thing here?”


“Yes?!” Sally said, looking confused, as she apparently could not remember having written this something, or what it meant, let alone understand why Dr. Waldon was so excited about it.


“This here is an equation, and it represents the short version of Einstein’s formula for gravity.”


“WHAT?!” Isaac exclaimed in total disbelief.


“Huh?” was all that Sally could contribute.


“I’ve been wondering about you for quite some time, Sally Sartis. This is the second year in a row that I happen to be your math teacher. In the beginning, I didn’t notice it at first, but you always get a C on your math tests.”


“So, I always get A’s!” Isaac intervened, almost feeling a little uncomfortable at all the math attention Sally was getting.


“Yes, Kirby, you do. But that is no surprise. You don’t have to sweat to rock ‘n’ roll on my tests. So, let me finish my thoughts and don’t interrupt me with your impish, but super smart mind, okay?!”


“Certainly, sir.”


“So,” Dr. Waldon continued, watching Sally in an almost grandfatherly way, “you always get a C. The majority of answers you get wrong. This would, of course, amount to a straight F, and F does not stand for “fun” or “fantastic”, as you know.”


Sally nodded politely.


“But, on every test, on every quiz, you get my last multiple-choice question right!”


“That’s impossible!” Isaac interrupted spontaneously.


“Exactly!” Dr. Waldon confirmed, “and why is that impossible?”


“I don’t know,” Sally said. “I mean, I am the head cheerleader. So, I’m pretty good at crowd control, both regarding my team of girls, when we form a human pyramid, and regarding the fans at the game, and, of course, with respect to the boys on the field. Uh, but I’m super not sure where I’m going with this…, because multiple choice questions are not exactly like screaming, hyper-excited teenagers or football players whooping over a touchdown. So, again, no, I don’t know.”


“Well, since we thankfully ruled out your cheer-leading skills and positive effects on both your school’s football team and its fans, there are only two reasons left in this surprising cosmos,” Dr. Waldon said. “First, statistically, it is impossible if it were just dumb luck. Secondly, the last questions are the hardest, meanest, and unethically trickiest ones.”


Sally looked at the gatekeeper to the wonderful world of mathematics, again rolling her eyes to cover up that she was getting even more nervous.


“Bingo!” Dr. Waldon beamed, like a lawyer who had just delivered proof beyond doubt, that Sally was…super intelligent??!!??


That can’t be, Isaac thought to himself.


“Sally did not cheat with anybody, of that, I am sure. Last year, you sat next to a bunch of students who never got the last question right. Most of them didn’t even care. This year, you sat next to Einstein junior, but I watched both you and genius here, closely. There was no chance of cheating by either of you. Statistically, it can’t be dumb luck on your part to always have gotten the toughest question right. So, where does this leave us?!”


Overwhelmed at his logical process of eliminating all impossible options, Dr. Waldon slammed his right fist on the table.


“Ouch!” he moaned instantly, but pushed the pain aside ever so quickly to get to his point.


“Sally must be extremely bright!” Isaac exclaimed the only possible conclusion out loud, staring at Sally, who in total disbelief stared back at them both.


“Exactly! You, Sally, must be a natural genius of some sort. A mathematical wonder, a stunning mind, like Emmy Noether.”


“Who?” Sally asked even more confused.


“The brilliant mathematician who backed up Einstein’s revolutionary discovery regarding local symmetry being the primary feature in Nature, or the Cosmos with her own ground-breaking work on the core role of symmetry in Nature.”


“I, I, uh, seriously, who, Emmy who? You guys, must be kidding me, right? Look, I know I’m super pretty. I know that I’m hot and I was Homecoming Queen and everything else in last year’s Yearbook that most girls dream about, but I find math utterly dull…No offense, Dr. Waldon.”


“Non taken, sugar. But math is very accurate. Math seems to love you. Because all your math tests indicate that you are…brilliantly clever, young girl!”


“How…how?” Sally asked.


“I don’t know!” Dr. Waldon replied with excitement. “That is the miracle, the big question, the mysterious unknown.”


“Maybe, Sally knows your son, and your son has access to your tests, so…” Isaac began to reason in search of a more plausible answer as to how Sally could have solved all the hard math problems.


“I don’t have kids,” Dr. Waldon replied. “I’m married. Have been for twenty long years and my wife enjoys her garden…” He pointed at his gloves. “But she is not into math, unless it is about calculating the best positions to plant carrots, beans, peas and more carrots and other produce in relation to the sun’s motion during the day.” Dr. Waldon paused. “What was I trying to say, anyway?!”


“I guess that Sally is mysteriously smart.”


“Oh, boy,” Dr. Waldon said, looking at his watch. “I must be home soon for lunch. Vegetable-soup day it is today. Elda, my wife, doesn’t like it when the soup gets cold. So, let’s wrap things up. You two are incredibly smart. You could be a real power couple. Plus, I enjoy punishing students a little bit if I get a good chance to do so. Which means, since my nephew is the founder and CEO of a kick-ass video-game production company, I want you two turtle doves to come up with a super cool concept, for a video game that makes learning about Einstein’s crucial and ground-breaking findings fun. If I like it, I’ll forward it to my nephew. So, please, get out of my office, before I change my mind and make you clean the gym’s smelly locker rooms this afternoon.”




CHAPTER 3


Sally came cruising up the driveway to her parent’s huge mansion in her light blue, electric convertible. It was a huge state-of-the-art villa, built eco-intelligently, constructed in wood and painted in white. The magnificent building was surrounded by a large garden with palm trees, bushes, colorful flowers of all shapes and sizes, an ambitious swimming pool in front of the spacious terrace, and a lake with many exotic gold fish.


How did mom and dad pay for all this? Dad had made a lot of money in Silicon Valley. Then he read the book “Rethinking Humanity” by Tony Seba and James Arbib and realized that having money came with an obligation to invest, and spend wisely for the good of humanity. Mom was a successful interior decorator, and once she became aware of the need to go full circular economy, she made it a priority to use only materials that were safe and could be fully recycled. Putting the mindset shift of mom and dad together, led to the formation of new start-ups, like the one that produced technology to grow food and other materials via so-called precision fermentation. This was one of the big transformational technologies described in “Rethinking Humanity”, besides those of energy, transportation and information. The technology and the precision fermentation devices, which Sally’s dad manufactured, were rented out to local communities so they could produce all their own high-quality food. Top proteins in gazillions of colors and flavors, all produced independently, based on open-source knowhow, with energy coming from their own renewable and fully recyclable energy such as solar power. That way, the communities, also ensuring their buildings used safe and fully recyclable materials, were fairly self-governing, not controlled by large, data-obsessed, global corporations and corrupt politicians. It made the American Dream available for everyone. The land it freed-up was used to implement regenerative agriculture, or have livestock roam around. In that way, via the animal’s natural way of living in the wild, high-quality soil that was rich in nutrients, could sequester carbon, hold water, and promote biodiversity was maintained. This also presented everyone with great possibilities for recreational areas. Independent local communities connected with other independent communities, like neural networks, and funded partnerships that would help each other, such as restoring the vital coastal rainforest in Brazil that was needed to transport humidity inland.
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