
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Hymn of Creation

        

        
        
          Jose Scaramanga

        

        
          Published by M. Upamanyu, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HYMN OF CREATION

    

    
      First edition. October 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jose Scaramanga.

    

    
    
      Written by Jose Scaramanga.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1  The Caterpillar’s Past
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The dense canopy of trees above affords only as much light as to indicate the arrival of another night. My struggle through the jungle has been rather slow for the past few hours as it is terribly dense and intractable at places. So, I am somewhat relieved when I stumble on to this large clearing, all of a sudden. 

In the middle of the clearing is a tall, oversized mushroom that dwarfs me, and the overgrown foliage on the jungle floor around it. 

While everything around is turning into deeper and deeper shades of grey and black as night approaches, there is a discernible glow emanating from the top of the giant mushroom. I have to stand stretched on my toes to peer at what lies on top of it. 

It’s a caterpillar sitting comfortably, smoking a hookah atop the mushroom! 

The glow is emanating not from the hookah, as you might think; it is emanating from the caterpillar itself. The gurgling sound ‘it’ creates intermittently, disturbs the otherwise pin drop silence; though, I must admit that if you did drop a pin out here, you wouldn’t ever hear it fall, far less find it in the foliage.  

In any case, it appears, I am not in the age of intelligible conversation yet, and so I try smiling and waving my hand to draw the caterpillar’s attention, though all in sheer vain. Having failed to entice any reaction whatsoever, I decide to try the last thing by talking him up, as ‘it’ draws another long puff from the hookah and then blows out a pall of acrid smelling smoke at me. 

“Could you help me please?” I ask. “I seem to have lost my way. Where exactly is ‘this place’?” I continue asking. 

I am hoping that he will take cognizance of my existence this time around. But it seems, I must wait still longer and think some better way to communicate with caterpillars, as the fellow takes several more puffs and exhales the smoke all around me before finally taking his mouth off the hookah. 

“Huh! Lost in his own story, is he?” mumbles the Caterpillar. 

“Excuse me, I didn’t quite get what you said,” I ask, still uncertain if that is what I really heard him say. 

“Forget it,” replies the Caterpillar in a gruff, blunt tone. “Everyone who needs answers out here must answer my riddles first. 

“By the way,” continues the Caterpillar, “Your kind sounds familiar. Where are you from?” he asks. 

“Earth,” I reply, not sure, if that is the answer he wants to hear. 

“Bah, quite what I had thought!” replies the caterpillar. “It’s full of idiots of all sorts and you certainly look a dimwit,” ‘it’ continues rather rudely. 

“Perhaps you can stick to asking those riddles of yours and we can go our ways from there,” I say crossly. 

The Caterpillar doesn’t blink an eyelid, though I am not sure if ‘it’ has any, at all, to blink. In any case, ‘it’ seems to have receded once again into enjoying another long puff from his hookah and then exhaling it in the general direction of where I am standing, peering uncomfortably at ‘it’. 

It is another long minute before the Caterpillar clears Its throat and turns to me. 

“How does Minkowski’s hourglass modify Newton’s First Law of Motion?” asks the Caterpillar at length. 

“How does Minkowski’s hourglass...the First Law,” I mumble. 

“That, to me, is the most idiotic question I have ever heard,” I say. “They have no relation whatsoever. One is related to the structure of Space-Time and the other is a law related to the motion of objects,” I continue, rather emphatically. 

“Earth, isn’t that where you come from?” asks the Caterpillar, chuckling away to itself. “I knew they haven’t gotten around answering this one. 

“But let me help you with this,” says the Caterpillar. 

“The First Law should actually have said,” continues the Caterpillar, “That all objects, notwithstanding any unbalancing forces acting upon them, must continue to remain in perpetual motion towards the Future,” ‘it’ says. 

“That does seem more like a neo-classical rendition of the First Law,” I reply, “Since we are yet to find bodies and objects that might be at absolute rest in the Universe, we could simplify your law further. 

“How about saying,” I continue suggesting, “That all objects ‘Isaac considered at rest and those in any kind of motion’, and notwithstanding any unbalancing forces acting upon them, must continue to remain in perpetual motion towards the Future,” I say. 

“Don’t try to act smart,” retorts the Caterpillar grumpily, “You actually goofed on that one until I gave you the clue. 

“There are still a lot of unsaid twists left in what else the hourglass suggests about motion,” the Caterpillar says, “And you are nowhere near answering any of them,” ‘it’ continues. 

Luckily, for me, the Caterpillar can’t resist getting back to pulling at the hookah at this juncture, leaving me time enough to reflect on the Minkowski hourglass amidst more gurgling and more smoke. 

By the time the Caterpillar has finished, though, I am still in the midst of my confused reflections. 

“Let me ask you something really simple,” the Caterpillar says at length, “What about telling me where exactly is your Past light cone in the physical world around you?” ‘it’ asks.

“That’s mighty simple,” I reply, pointing to the resplendent sky that has exploded into view as the night gathers pace above the dense jungle canopy. 

“See that there,” I continue, pointing to the sky, “We are seeing all those stars and galaxies the way they were millions of years ago.

“All those events we are seeing out there now,” I continue, “Are actually taking place in my Past light cone, since they occurred a great distance back in the Past,” I say. 

“Ah! You seem to have walked into another checkmate, haven’t you,” says the Caterpillar, with his characteristic giggle. 

“How’s that,” I ask, somewhat perplexed at what the Caterpillar is alluding at?

“Let us, for a moment, assume that you next decide to send out a message to all those stars and galaxies,” ‘it’ says, “Where would all those stars and galaxies be then?” ‘it’ asks. 

“Since they would certainly receive the signal at a much future point in my Time,” I reply, “I guess that would make it the Future light cone, naturally,” I say, as the Caterpillar recedes into another bout of gurgling away at Its hookah. 

“Isn’t this a somewhat peculiar hourglass you guys have invented then?” asks the Caterpillar at length.

“When we look at events in all those stars in the night sky,” the Caterpillar continues, “We are supposed to be looking at them down our Past light cone. On the other hand, if we decide to send them a message at the speed of light, then we are doing it down the Future light cone!

“Your logic is reversible...,” ‘it’ continues. “If we consider receiving light signals, we call it the Past light cone; and if we consider sending them light signals, we call the same direction the Future light cone...Gorgeous, don’t you think!” ‘it’ continues, with a chuckle. 

For a moment, I am left scratching my head trying to find a way out of the Caterpillar’s bewildering, yet undeniable, logic.

“Err...That certainly is somewhat astonishing logic” I finally concede. “I mean, Minkowski draws the Future-half of his hourglass using his own light signals and then the Past-half using someone else’s light signals!” I continue wondering. 

“It actually gets worse than that,” says the Caterpillar, “What you are seeing in the Past light cone you are calling ‘yours’ is actually the Past of all those stars and not your Past at all. So, we are simply dubbing someone else’s Past as our very own,” continues the Caterpillar, dumbfounding me still further.

“It does sound quite crazy,” I say, somewhat at a loss of better words to react with.  

“Of course, it is crazy,” says an amused Caterpillar. “Quite a lot in physics is,” ‘it’ continues.

I scratch my head once more. 

“In that case,” I say, “Where is my Past light cone in all this?” I ask.

“Ah! Good,” replies the Caterpillar with glee. “Just the question I was hoping you would ask.

“Everything about the Past in physics is a fix, more or less,” continues the Caterpillar. 

“Look around yourself in all directions,” ‘it’ continues, “And give me one single direction that lies towards the Past as per your watch. It’s simply not there. All directions around you lie stubbornly towards your Future.

“Besides,” continues the Caterpillar, “What is worse now is that you seem to have run out of any directions in which you can try drawing your Past light cone with your own light signals,” the Caterpillar continues. 

“Looks like a double whammy to me,” I interject. “You can’t point light signals towards your Past; and even if you’d manage to do that, you then find that you have run out of any possible direction to point them in since everything around you is stubbornly towards the Future.

“Definitely seems an impossibility,” I continue, “I mean, trying to place that damned Past light cone in the physical world.

“It is, as if, I have suddenly run out of paper to draw the Past light cone on,” I continue with growing bewilderment.

“Of course,” interjects the Caterpillar, “We must remind ourselves that we have only run out of all ‘spatial directions’,” ‘it’ says.

“Ah! This gets more intriguing by the minute,” I say, “You seem to be suggesting that there might be a temporal direction lurking somewhere by my ‘here-now’!

“A kind of wormhole into the ‘Past’,” I continue, wondering aloud.

“Wormhole?” retorts the Caterpillar, furiously.

“Is that what you chaps call a ‘window’ back on Earth?” ‘It’ asks. “No wonder you haven’t gotten to it yet,” continues the Caterpillar still blazing with anger. 

“Sorry,” I reply, realizing my gaffe a bit late.

“Nothing of this was meant to be personal,” I say. “It’s just a word that people seem to use back on my planet,” I continue. 

“Forget it,” says the Caterpillar, still sounding terribly offended. 

“You can’t fix the problem of the missing Past light cone,” ‘it’ continues, “So you take the simple way out. 

“You circumvent the problem completely and instead use someone else’s light signals to draw someone else’s Past and call it your Past light cone,” the Caterpillar goes on. 

“So, essentially,” I say, “You mean Minkowski’s structure of Space-Time is flawed. 

The Caterpillar, who is about to get its mouth to its hookah, drops the pipe all of a sudden.

“Did I ever say that?” ‘it’ asks, “That is your skewed interpretation of our conversation. 

“Rather, while Minkowski provides you with the correct structure,” continues the Caterpillar, “It is how you interpret it in the physical world around you that is the problem.

“Your utter inability to figure out where ‘your’ Past light cone might be in the physical world,” ‘it’ continues, “Makes you take a nice little shortcut that crumbles even to the crudest of logical reasoning.

“But you circumvent the problem at your own peril,” surmises the Caterpillar.

“At my own peril?” I ask, wondering what that might mean.  

“The problem is pretty simple actually,” replies the Caterpillar. 

“In your efforts to represent space-time, your interpretation of the Minkowski hourglass is akin to someone trying to iron out a complex and mostly invisible surface into something that is overly simple. So, you simplify to iron out the complexity at one end only to find that it appears at a much later time at the other end,” concludes the Caterpillar, somewhat lengthily, as ‘it’ returns to drawing hard at the hookah once again. 

It takes the Caterpillar a while to finally turn Its attention back to me.

“Essentially, then,” I say, “What are you suggesting is the way out here?

“Is it that there is no Past in the physical world?” I ask. “Or is it that we are not quite there yet to understand where it might be?” I continue. 

“Tut a tut...,” replies the Caterpillar in haste. “I never denied or suggested any of these...You guys seem undeniably good with creating narratives out of thin air. 

“Uncle Max would get terribly upset if I ever tried answering these questions,” ‘it’ says, “We only deal with hourglasses and light cones out here,” continues the Caterpillar.

“Uncle Max!” I mutter, mystified. “Now, who is that?” I ask. 

“You ask too many questions,” says the Caterpillar impatiently. “I am the one who is supposed to be asking the questions and you answering them.

“Okay,” ‘it’ continues, after a pause, “Here’s the deal. One last riddle and then off you go to Uncle Max’s,” ‘it’ says.

“Sounds rather tempting in the circumstances,” I reply somewhat hastily, as I seem to have nothing to lose. 

The Caterpillar coughs, clears its throat a couple of times, and asks, “Is the inseparability of Space-Time the product of the inseparability of the ‘here-now’ or is the inseparability of the ‘here-now’ the product of the inseparability of Space-Time?” 

I scratch my head once and then a few times over again as I repeat the Caterpillars last riddle over and over again. 

“It does sound confusing,” I say finally. “But there seems only one answer to this one,” I continue. 

The Caterpillar shifts uncomfortably, but says nothing. 

“If space-time were not present simultaneously and inseparably at my ‘here-now’ that marks my intersection on the physical world,” I say, “I would never have been able to measure them to be simultaneously present there as my ‘here’ and my ‘now’. 

“On the other hand, however,” I continue, somewhat thoughtfully, “Had my ‘here’ and my ‘now’ not been inseparably present at my intersection on the physical world, I would never have been able to measure Space and Time simultaneously at that intersection,” I conclude, not quite clear as to which way I was supposed to look at this problem or its solution. 

“Fair enough,” says the Caterpillar, “Though your answer is rather circuitous, I would say,” ‘it’ continues. 

“This is all a futile exercise...a waste of precious time,” I say, quite pissed off by this last riddle, “That’s a way you invented to while away your day.

“You ask a circuitous riddle,” I continue, “And so that’s the only possible answer you can get.

“Probably, we can get on with where I can find Uncle Max now?” I ask. 

“Ah, that,” replies the Caterpillar, “Just go straight and then turn right,” ‘it’ says.

“Go straight in which direction and then turn right?” I ask with growing anxiety and impatience.

“Oh!” replies the Caterpillar, “Have you already forgotten. Go straight any which way and turn right...they are all the same...they are all towards the Future,” ‘it’ continues vaguely, getting busy instead with its hookah, which seems to have finally died down. 

“The damn thing has finally gone out anyway,” ‘it’ scowls, winding up the hookah’s long pipe and then starting to disembark the oversized mushroom, glowering all the while at me, as if it were I who was responsible for extinguishing Its hookah. 

I am still in the midst of figuring out my next move, when I realize that the Caterpillar is about to disappear permanently into the thicket.

But it is already too late. 

“The idiot,” The caterpillar can be heard faintly mumbling and chuckling away to himself, “He could have had all the answers on a platter if only he hadn’t called me an ‘it’,” ‘it’ continues mumbling, as it wades still deeper into the dense foliage and then disappears completely.  

“Had I not called you an ‘it’,” I repeat loudly, wondering if that is really what ‘it’ had said. 

“You dirty, slimy, question-monger,” I shout furiously after him. 

“I don’t know why I had to get into this foolish conversation with you when you were never going to tell me where ‘this place’ was or where that damned uncle of yours lived,” I continue shouting, as I stomp angrily around the damp foliage. 

Soon, unfortunately, there is only the unending silence of the dense jungle and my exasperated self, stuck helplessly to my ‘here-now’ at the center of an inexplicable, half-hourglass.
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