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Introduction


WHEN YOU GET A CHANCE, STEP OUTSIDE AND ADMIRE the universe. This is best done at night, of course. But even when the only celestial object we can make out is the noontime Sun, the universe is always there, awaiting our attention. Just looking up, I find, helps change your perspective.


The view over our heads is most majestic at nighttime, but this is not a quality of the universe; rather, it is a quality of humankind. In the welter of daytime concerns, most of us spend a majority of our hours attentive to what is a few feet or yards in front of us; when we think of what is above us, most often it’s because we’re concerned about the weather. But at night, our terrestrial worries tend to ebb, and the grandeur of the moon, the stars, the Milky Way, and — for the fortunate among us — the trail of a passing comet or satellite become visible to backyard telescopes and even the naked eye.


What we see when we bother to look up has inspired humanity for as far back as recorded history. Indeed, it has recently been surmised that forty-thousand-year-old cave paintings throughout Europe show that our distant ancestors tracked the stars. From poets to philosophers, theologians to scientists, we have found in the universe provocations for awe, action, and the advancement of civilization. It was the nascent field of astronomy, after all, that was the impetus for the scientific revolution of Nicolaus Copernicus, Galileo Galilei, and Isaac Newton that removed the Earth from the center of the physical universe. These scientists were not the first to advocate for a more self-deprecating view of our world, but unlike the philosophers and theologians who preceded them, they relied on a method of evidence-backed hypotheses that ever since has been the touchstone of human civilization’s advancement.
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I have spent most of my professional career being rigorously curious about the universe. Directly or indirectly, everything beyond the Earth’s atmosphere falls within the scope of my day job. At the time of this writing, I serve as chair of Harvard University’s Department of Astronomy, founding director of Harvard’s Black Hole Initiative, director of the Institute for Theory and Computation within the Harvard-Smithsonian Center for Astrophysics, chair of the Breakthrough Starshot Initiative, chair of the Board on Physics and Astronomy of the National Academies, a member of the advisory board for the digital platform Einstein: Visualize the Impossible from the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, and a member of the President’s Council of Advisors on Science and Technology in Washington, DC. It is my good fortune to work alongside many exceptionally talented scholars and students as we consider some of the universe’s most profound questions.


This book confronts one of these profound questions, arguably the most consequential: Are we alone? Over time, this question has been framed in different ways. Is life here on Earth the only life in the universe? Are humans the only sentient intelligence in the vastness of space and time? A better, more precise framing of the question would be this: Throughout the expanse of space and over the lifetime of the universe, are there now or have there ever been other sentient civilizations that, like ours, explored the stars and left evidence of their efforts?


I believe that in 2017, evidence passed through our solar system that supports the hypothesis that the answer to the last question is yes. In this book, I look at that evidence, test that hypothesis, and ask what consequences might follow if scientists gave it the same credence they give to conjectures about supersymmetry, extra dimensions, the nature of dark matter, and the possibility of a multiverse.


But this book also asks another question, in some ways a more difficult one. Are we, both scientists and laypeople, ready? Is human civilization ready to confront what follows our accepting the plausible conclusion, arrived at through evidence-backed hypotheses, that terrestrial life isn’t unique and perhaps not even particularly impressive? I fear the answer is no, and that prevailing prejudice is a cause for concern.
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As is true for many professions, fashionable trends and conservatism when confronting the unfamiliar are evident throughout the scientific community. Some of that conservatism stems from a laudable instinct. The scientific method encourages reasonable caution. We make a hypothesis, gather evidence, test that hypothesis against the available evidence, and then refine the hypothesis or gather more evidence. But fashions can discourage the consideration of certain hypotheses, and careerism can direct attention and resources toward some subjects and away from others.


Popular culture hasn’t helped. Science fiction books and films frequently depict extraterrestrial intelligence in a way that most serious scientists find laughable. Aliens lay waste to Earth’s cities,snatch human bodies, or, through torturously oblique means, endeavor to communicate with us. Whether they are malevolent or benevolent, aliens often possess superhuman wisdom and have mastered physics in ways that permit them to manipulate time and space so they can crisscross the universe — sometimes even a multiverse — in a blink. With this technology, they frequent solar systems, planets, and even neighborhood bars that teem with sentient life. Over the years, I have come to believe that the laws of physics cease to apply in only two places: singularities and Hollywood.


Personally, I do not enjoy science fiction when it violates the laws of physics; I like science and I like fiction but only when they are honest, without pretensions. Professionally, I worry that sensationalized depictions of aliens have led to a popular and scientific culture in which it is acceptable to laugh off many serious discussions of alien life even when the evidence clearly indicates that this is a topic worthy of discussion; indeed, one that we ought to be discussing now more than ever.


Are we the only intelligent life in the universe? Science fiction narratives have prepared us to expect that the answer is no and that it will arrive with a bang; scientific narratives tend to avoid the question entirely. The result is that humans are woefully ill prepared for an encounter with an extraterrestrial counterpart. After the credits roll and we leave the movie theater and look up at the night sky, the contrast is jarring. Above us we see mostly empty, seemingly lifeless space. But appearances can be deceiving, and for our own good, we cannot allow ourselves to be deceived any longer.
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In “The Hollow Men,” his meditation on post–World War I Europe, the poet T. S. Eliot reflects that the world ends with a “whimper” rather than a “bang.” In a few words, Eliot captures the devastation of that conflict, which was, at that point, the deadliest in human history. But perhaps because my earliest academic love was philosophy, I hear more than despair in Eliot’s evocative lines. I also hear an ethical choice.


The world will end, of course, and most decidedly with a bang; our Sun, now about 4.6 billion years old, will in about 7 billion years turn into an expanding red giant and end all life on Earth. This is not up for debate, nor is it an ethical matter.


No, the ethical question that I hear in Eliot’s “The Hollow Men” focuses not on Earth’s extinction, which is a scientific certainty, but on the less than certain extinction of human civilization — perhaps, indeed, all terrestrial life.


Today, our planet is careening toward a catastrophe. Environmental degradation, climate change, pandemics, and the ever-present risk of nuclear war are only the most familiar of the threats we face. In myriad ways, we have set the stage for our own ending. It could come with a bang or a whimper or both — or neither. At the moment, all options are on the table.


Which path will we choose? This is the ethical question between the lines of Eliot’s poem.


What if his metaphor about endings holds true for certain beginnings? What if an answer to “Are we alone?” presented itself, but it was subtle, fleeting, ambiguous? What if we needed to employ our powers of observation and deduction to their fullest extent in order to discern it? And what if the answer to this question held the key to the other question I just posed, about whether and how terrestrial life and our collective civilization will end?
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In the pages that follow, I consider the hypothesis that just such an answer was given to humanity on October 19, 2017. I take seriously not just the hypothesis but also the messages it contains for humanity, the lessons we might glean from it, and some of the consequences that could follow from our acting on or not acting on those lessons.


While pursuing answers to the questions of science, from the origins of life to the origins of everything, might appear to be among the most arrogant of human endeavors, the chase itself is humbling. Measured by all dimensions, each human life is infinitesimal; our individual accomplishments are visible only in the aggregate of many generations of effort. We all stand on the shoulders of our predecessors — and our own shoulders must support the endeavors of those who will follow. We forget that at our peril, and theirs.


There is humility, too, in appreciating that when we struggle to make sense of the universe, the fault is in our comprehension, not in the facts or the laws of nature. I was aware of this from an early age, a consequence of leaning toward becoming a philosopher in my youth; I learned it anew during my early training as a physicist and came to appreciate it more fully as a somewhat accidental astrophysicist. In my teens I was particularly struck by the existentialists and their attention to the individual confronting a seemingly absurd world, and as an astrophysicist I am particularly aware of my life — indeed, all life — measured against the vast scale of the universe. I have found that when viewed with humility, both philosophy and the universe inspire hope that we can do better. It requires proper scientific collaboration across all nations and a truly global perspective — but we can do better.


I also believe that sometimes humanity needs a nudge.


If evidence of extraterrestrial life appeared in our solar system, would we notice? If we are expecting the bang of gravity-defying ships on the horizon, do we risk missing the subtle sound of other arrivals? What if, for instance, that evidence was inert or defunct technology — the equivalent, perhaps, of a billion-year-old civilization’s trash?
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Here is a thought experiment that I put to the undergraduate students who attend my freshman seminar at Harvard. An alien spaceship has landed in Harvard Yard and the extraterrestrials make it clear that they are friendly. They visit, have their photographs taken on the steps of Widener Library, and touch the foot of the statue of John Harvard, as so many terrestrial tourists do. Then they turn to their hosts and invite them to climb aboard their spaceship for a one-way trip to the aliens’ home planet. It’s a little risky, they acknowledge, but what adventure isn’t?


Would you accept their offer? Would you take that trip?


Almost all of my students answer in the affirmative. At this point, I change the thought experiment. The aliens remain congenial, but now they inform their human friends that rather than returning to their home planet, they are going to travel past the event horizon of a black hole. Again, it’s a risky proposition, to be sure, but the aliens have enough confidence in their theoretical modeling of what awaits them that they’re willing to go. What the aliens want to know is: Are you ready? Would you take that trip?


Almost all of my students answer no.


Both trips are one-way trips. Both entail unknowns and risks.So why the different answers?


The most commonly stated reason is that in the first instance, my students would still be able to use their phones to share their experiences with friends and family back home, for although it might take light-years for the signals to reach Earth, they would do so eventually. However, a trip past the event horizon of a black hole ensures that no selfie, no text, no information, whether wondrous or not, would ever get through. One trip would produce Facebook or Twitter likes; the other was guaranteed not to.


At this point I remind my students that, as Galileo Galilei argued after looking through his telescope, evidence doesn’t care about approval. This applies to all evidence, whether it is learned on a distant planet or on the other side of a black hole’s event horizon. The value of information doesn’t reside in the number of thumbs-ups it gets but in what we do with it.


And then I put to them a question that many Harvard undergraduates feel they have the answer to: Are we — that is, human beings — the smartest kids on the block? Before they can reply, I add: Look skyward and realize that your answer will depend a great deal on how you respond to one of my favorite questions — are we alone?


Contemplating the sky and the universe beyond teaches us humility. Cosmic space and time have vast scales. There are more than a billion trillion sun-like stars in the observable volume of the universe, and even the luckiest among us live for merely 1 percent of a millionth of the lifetime of the Sun. But staying humble should not prevent us from trying to get to know our universe better. Rather, it should animate us to raise our ambitions, ask difficult questions that challenge our presumptions, and then set about rigorously pursuing evidence rather than likes.
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Most of the evidence this book wrestles with was collected over eleven days, starting on October 19, 2017. That was the length of time we had to observe the first known interstellar visitor. Analysis of this data in combination with additional observations establishes our inferences about this peculiar object. Eleven days doesn’t sound like much, and there isn’t a scientist who doesn’t wish we had managed to collect more evidence, but the data we have is substantial and from it we can infer many things, all of which I detail in the pages of this book. But one inference is agreed to by everyone who has studied the data: this visitor, when compared to every other object that astronomers have ever studied, was exotic. And the hypotheses offered up to account for all of the object’s observed peculiarities are likewise exotic.


I submit that the simplest explanation for these peculiarities is that the object was created by an intelligent civilization not of this Earth.


This is a hypothesis, of course — but it is a thoroughly scientific one. The conclusions we can draw from it, however, are not solely scientific, nor are the actions we might take in light of those conclusions. That is because my simple hypothesis opens out to some of the most profound questions humankind has ever sought to answer, questions that have been viewed through the lens of religion, philosophy, and the scientific method. They touch on everything of any importance to human civilization and life, any life, in the universe.


In the spirit of transparency, know that some scientists find my hypothesis unfashionable, outside of mainstream science, even dangerously ill conceived. But the most egregious error we can make, I believe, is not to take this possibility seriously enough.


Let me explain.
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Scout


LONG BEFORE WE KNEW OF ITS EXISTENCE, THE object was traveling toward us from the direction of Vega, a star just twenty-five light-years away. It intercepted the orbital plane, within which all of the planets in our solar system revolve around the Sun, on September 6, 2017. But the object’s extreme hyperbolic trajectory guaranteed it would only visit, not stay.


On September 9, 2017, the visitor reached its perihelion, the point at which its trajectory took it closest to the Sun. Thereafter, it began to exit the solar system; its speed far away — relative to our star, it was moving at about 58,900 miles per hour — more than ensured its escape from the Sun’s gravity. It passed through Venus’s orbital distance from the Sun around September 29 and through Earth’s around October 7, moving swiftly toward the constellation Pegasus and the blackness beyond.


As the object sped back to interstellar space, humanity remained unaware of its visit. Oblivious to its arrival, we hadn’t given it a name. If anyone or anything else ever had, we were — and remain — ignorant of what that might be.


Only once it was past us did astronomers on Earth glimpse our departing guest. We assigned the object several official designations, finally landing on one: 1I/2017 U1. But our planet’s scientific community and the public would come to know it simply as ‘Oumuamua — a Hawaiian name reflecting the geographical location of the telescope used to discover the object.
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The islands of Hawaii are jewels in the Pacific Ocean that attract tourists from around the world. But to astronomers, they hold an additional allure: they are home to some of the planet’s most sophisticated telescopes, a testament to our most advanced technologies.


Among Hawaii’s state-of-the-art telescopes are the ones that make up the Panoramic Survey Telescope and Rapid Response System (Pan-STARRS), a network of telescopes and high-definition cameras located at an observatory atop Haleakala, the dormant volcano that forms most of the island of Maui. One of the telescopes, Pan-STARRS1, has the highest-definition camera on the planet, and since it came online, the system overall has discovered most of the near-Earth comets and asteroids found in the solar system. But Pan-STARRS has another distinction — it gathered the data that initially tipped us off to ‘Oumuamua’s existence.


On October 19, astronomer Robert Weryk at the Haleakala Observatory discovered ‘Oumuamua in the data collected by the Pan-STARRS telescope, images that showed the object as a point of light speeding across the sky, moving too quickly to be bound by the Sun’s gravity. This clue quickly led the astronomy community to agree that Weryk had found the first interstellar object ever detected in our solar system. Yet by the time we had come up with
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Combined telescope image of the first interstellar object, ‘Oumuamua, circled, as an unresolved point source at the center. It is surrounded by the trails of faint stars, each smeared into a series of dots as the telescope snapshots tracked the moving ‘Oumuamua. ESO/K. Meech et al.


a name for the object, it was over twenty million miles from Earth, or approximately eighty-five times as distant as the Moon, and rapidly moving away from us.


It came into our neighborhood a stranger, but it departed as something more. The object to which we had given a name had left us with a host of unanswered questions that would fully engage scientists’ scrutiny as well as the world’s imagination.


The Hawaiian word ‘oumuamua (pronounced “oh moo ah moo ah”) is loosely translated as “scout.” In its announcement of the object’s official designation, the International Astronomical Union defined ‘oumuamua slightly differently, as “a messenger from afar arriving first.” Either way, the name clearly implies that the object was the first of others to come.
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Eventually, the media called ‘Oumuamua “weird,” “mysterious,” and “strange.” But compared to what? The answer, in brief, is that this scout was weird and mysterious and strange when compared to all other comets and asteroids previously discovered, ever.


In fact, scientists could not state with certainty whether this scout even was a comet or an asteroid.


It’s not as if we didn’t have a basis for comparison. Thousands of asteroids, dry rocks hurtling through space, are discovered every year, and the number of icy comets in our solar system is greater than our instruments can count.


Interstellar visitors are far rarer than asteroids or comets. In fact, at the time of ‘Oumuamua’s discovery, we had never seen an object that originated outside of our solar system pass through it.


This distinction was quickly lost. A second interstellar object was discovered shortly after ‘Oumuamua was identified, and in the future, we are likely to discover many more, particularly with the Vera C. Rubin Observatory’s upcoming Legacy Survey of Space and Time (LSST). And in a way, we had come to expect these visitors even before we could see them. Statistics suggest that while the population of interstellar objects crossing Earth’s orbital plane is magnitudes smaller than the population of objects originating within the solar system, they are not themselves unusual. In short, the idea that our solar system sometimes plays host to rare interstellar objects is wondrous, but there is no mystery to it. And at first, the plainer facts of ‘Oumuamua promised only wonder. Soon after ‘Oumuamua’s discovery was announced by the Institute for Astronomy at the University of Hawaii, on October 26, 2017, scientists around the world reviewed the most rudimentary data collected and agreed on most of the basic facts: ‘Oumuamua’s trajectory, its speed, and its approximate size (it was under one-quarter of a mile in diameter). None of these early details suggested that ‘Oumuamua was unusual for any reason other than its origin outside our star system.


But before long, scientists sifting through the accumulating data began to point out ‘Oumuamua’s peculiarities — details that soon made us question the assumption that this object was a run-of-the-mill, albeit interstellar, comet or asteroid. Indeed, mere weeks after the object’s discovery, in mid-November 2017, the International Astronomical Union — the organization that names newly identified objects in space — changed its designation for ‘Oumuamua for the third and final time. Initially, the IAU had called it C/2017 U1; the C was for comet. Then it switched over to A/2017 U1; the A was for asteroid. Finally, the IAU declared it 1I/2017 — the I stood for interstellar. By that point, that ‘Oumuamua had come from interstellar space was one of the few things upon which everyone agreed.
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A scientist must go where the evidence leads, the old adage runs. There is humility in following the evidence, and it frees you from preconceptions that can cloud observations and insight. Much the same can be said for adulthood, a good definition of which might be “the point at which you have gathered enough experience that your models have a high success rate in forecasting reality.” Not, perhaps, how you would present it to your young children, but still, I find the definition has its virtues.


In practice, this simply means that we should allow ourselves to stumble. Let go of prejudices. Wield William of Occam’s razor and seek the simplest explanation. Be willing to abandon models that fail, which some inevitably do when they collide with our imperfect grasp of facts and the laws of nature.


Obviously, there is life in the universe; we are testament to that. And that means that humanity provides a vast, compelling, sometimes inspiring, and sometimes sobering data set to consider when we wonder about the actions and intentions of any other intelligent life that might exist — or might have existed — in the universe. As the only example of sentient life that we have studied in depth,humans are very likely to hold many clues to the behavior of any other sentient life, past, present, or future, in the universe.


As a physicist, I am struck by the ubiquity of the physical laws that govern our own existence on our particular little planet. When I look out into the cosmos, I am awed by the order, by the fact that the laws of nature that we find here on Earth seem to apply out to the very edges of the universe. And for a long time, since well before the arrival of ‘Oumuamua, I have harbored a corollary thought: the ubiquity of these natural laws suggests that if there is intelligent life anywhere else, it will almost certainly include beings who recognize these ubiquitous laws and who are eager to go where the evidence leads, excited to theorize, gather data, test the theory, refine, and retest. And eventually, just as humankind has done, to explore.


Our civilization has sent five man-made objects into interstellar space: Voyager 1 and Voyager 2, Pioneer 10 and Pioneer 11, and New Horizons. This fact alone is suggestive of our unlimited potential to venture far out. So too is the behavior of our more distant ancestors. For millennia, humans have journeyed to the farthest reaches of our planet seeking different lives or better lives or just seeking, often with a shocking level of uncertainty about what they would find or whether they would return. Our species’ certainty increased substantially over time — astronauts managed to travel to the moon and back in 1969 — but the fragility of these undertakings remains. It wasn’t the lunar module’s walls, which were about as thick as a sheet of paper, that kept the astronauts safe; it was the science and engineering behind their construction.


And if other civilizations developed out there among the stars, wouldn’t they have felt that same urge to explore, to venture past familiar horizons in search of the new? Judging by human behavior, that would not be surprising in the least. Indeed, perhaps these beings grew so comfortable with the limitless expanse of space that they traveled in it in much the same way that, here on Earth, we now traverse the planet. Our forebears used terms like journeying and exploring; today, we go on vacations.


In July of 2017 my wife, Ofrit, our two daughters, Klil and Lotem, and I visited an impressive collection of telescopes in Hawaii. As the chair of the Department of Astronomy at Harvard University, I had been invited to give a lecture on Hawaii’s Big Island aimed at conveying the excitement of astronomy to the public, some of whom were protesting further construction of the next big telescope atop the dormant volcano Mauna Kea. I happily accepted and used the opportunity to visit some of the other Hawaiian islands, including Maui, that host state-of-the-art telescopes.


My subject was the habitability of the universe and the likelihood that in the coming decades, we would discover evidence of extraterrestrial life. And once we did, that discovery would force on humanity the appreciation that we’re not that special. The local paper’s headline covering my presentation nicely captured the idea: “Be Humble, Earthlings.”


The lecture was given a little less than a month before ‘Oumuamua — unbeknownst to Earthlings — passed the orbital plane of Mars, and I delivered it mere miles from Pan-STARRS1, one of the telescopes I visited on this trip and a technological marvel of instrumentation. Three months later, data gathered by Pan-STARRS would lead to the discovery of ‘Oumuamua.
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The first Pan-STARRS telescope, PS1, went online in 2008. Fifty years earlier, in 1958, another telescope had been built on the summit of Haleakala, but it was not used to study the stars; an animating fear at the time was Soviet satellites, and America wanted to be able to track them. Pan-STARRS, the Panoramic Survey Telescope and Rapid Response System, had a different objective: to detect comets and asteroids threatening to collide with Earth. As a consequence, since 2008 it has grown increasingly sophisticated. More telescopes have been added over the years, the most significant being Pan-STARRS2, which became fully operational in 2014. The array of telescopes collectively referred to as Pan-STARRS continue to map the skies above us, detecting comets, asteroids, exploding stars, and more.


In short, a bygone Cold War helped set in motion an observatory of such complexity and technological richness that, decades later, in the cold, clear atmosphere atop a dead volcano, a sophisticated instrument in the array was able to detect ‘Oumuamua, which passed overhead just a few years after this particular telescope opened for business.


It is easy to be impressed by the self-fulfilling quality of coincidences. But coincidences can be misleading. For much of human history, people have turned to mystical or religious explanations to make sense of occurrences that do not have clear causes. I like to think that even during our civilization’s youth and early adolescence, humankind was gathering enough experience that its models had an increasing success rate in forecasting reality. Humanity, you might say, has slowly been entering adulthood over the course of recorded time.


In truth, most events in life stem from a confluence of multiple causes. This is true in casual examples (eating the soup in the bowl that sits before you) and in extraordinary cases (the origins of, well, everything). These can run from the very personal (say, the introduction that leads to the marriage that produces two daughters keen to vacation in Hawaii) to the global (say, the possibility — the very real possibility — that for eleven days in October of that year, our telescopes witnessed an object that originated outside the solar system).
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My family and I returned from vacation to our century-old house outside of Boston, Massachusetts. It is in many respects vastly different from the farm in Israel where I was raised. But in the sense that it feeds my love of nature, my need to be in the midst of the things that grow and live among us, it is the same.


During an evening walk in the woods near my house, I witnessed a large tree falling in the forest that stretches out past our backyard. I first heard the cracks and then saw it give way and collapse. Its trunk, I saw, was hollow. Much of it had been dead for years, and on that date and at that time it could no longer hold up against the wind. It so happened I was there to see its demise — one part of a causal chain to which I was witness but over which I had no control.


But our actions can make a difference under more favorable circumstances. About a decade ago, when my family first moved to Lexington, I discovered a broken branch on a young tree in the yard. I was advised by a local gardener to cut off the nearly severed limb. On closer inspection, I saw that living fibers were still linking it to the rest of the tree. I chose to bind the branch together with insulation tape. Today the branch rises to the sky far above my head, but the insulation tape remains at eye level. That tree sits near the house, visible from our windows. I point it out to my daughters in order to remind them that humble acts can have extraordinary consequences.


Some of the most consequential decisions are made out of hopeful expectation of what might result. By the time I fixed the tree branch near my house, that was not only an article of faith for me but an oft-repeated experience.









2


[image: Image missing]


The Farm


ONE OF MY EARLIEST MEMORIES IS OF ARRIVING A little late to school for my first day of first grade. When I walked into the classroom, the kids were running around and jumping on their chairs and even their desks. It was pandemonium.


My reaction was curiosity. I looked at my classmates and thought, Should I join them? Does it make sense to behave like this? Why are they doing this? Why would I? I stood by the door for a moment, trying to think my way through the questions.


The teacher came in a few seconds later. To say she was unhappy was an understatement. This was not how she wanted the new school year to begin. Attempting to assert her authority and calm down the students, she saw in me a chance to set things right. “Look at how well behaved Avi is,” she said to the class. “Can’t you all follow his example?”


But my placidity was not a sign of virtue. I hadn’t decided that the right thing to do was to stand quietly and await the teacher’s arrival; I just hadn’t figured out whether it would make sense for me to join in the mayhem.


I wanted to tell the teacher this but did not, which I now think was unfortunate. The lesson my classmates might have learned from my behavior — a lesson I eventually learned myself and that I have since tried to teach my own students — wasn’t about whether you should or shouldn’t follow the crowd but rather that you should take time to figure things out before acting.


In deliberation, there is the humility of uncertainty. This, too, is an attitude toward life that I have worked to embrace, cultivate in my students at Harvard, and instill in my daughters. After all, it is what my parents sought to instill in me.
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I grew up in Israel on our family’s farm in Beit Hanan, a village about fifteen miles south of Tel Aviv. It is an agricultural community dating back to 1929, and shortly after its founding it boasted 178 inhabitants. By 2018, however, that number had increased to only 548. When I was a child, the village was defined by its orchards and greenhouses, which grew all kinds of fruits, vegetables, and flowers. It was also a moshav, a special type of village. Unlike a kibbutz, where land is farmed communally, a moshav consists of individual families who own their own farms.


Our farm was notable for its large field of pecan trees — my father was head of Israel’s pecan industry — but we also grew oranges and grapefruit. When I was young, the pecan trees, which can grow to over one hundred feet, towered over me, but the citrus trees, with their distinctive, sharp odor when the fruit was ripe, rarely got above ten feet and were easier to climb.


Tending the groves and overseeing the necessary machinery was a full-time occupation for my father, David, who was a skilled problem solver. Indeed, I remember him most through objects: the tractors he maintained, the trees of our orchards he nursed, the appliances he mended throughout our home and farm. A particularly clear memory I have was his climbing atop the roof of our house in the summer of 1969 to ensure that the reception for our television would allow us to watch Apollo 11’s lunar landing.


No matter how able my father was, the sheer extent of work meant that there remained plenty of daily chores for my two sisters and me. We raised chickens, and at a very young age I collected eggs every afternoon and spent many nights with a flashlight hunting down fluffy chicks that had escaped from their cages.


Israel in the 1960s and 1970s, the decades of my earliest years, was a precarious place. After World War II, Jewish refugees increased the population by about a third, and the number of people in the region went from two million to just over three million. Many came from Europe, and the echoes of the Holocaust were never absent. What’s more, the Arab countries of the Middle East were resolutely hostile toward Israel, which was committed to holding its ground. One conflict followed another: the Sinai War of 1956 was followed by the Six-Day War of 1967, which was followed by the Yom Kippur War of 1973. Though only decades old at the time of my childhood, Israel was steeped in recent and ancient history, and Israelis then — as now — were aware that their nation’s continued survival depended on deliberating over the consequences of their choices.


It is also a beautiful country, and Beit Hanan and my family’s farm were splendid places to grow up in. This free atmosphere inspired my early writings, notes I collected and piled in the top drawer of my desk. Indeed, for much of my adulthood it was an animating faith for me that if my freethinking ways ever got me into trouble, I could always, and very happily, return to the farm of my childhood.


It is commonly thought that life is a collection of the places you visit. But this is an illusion. Life is a collection of events, and these are the results of choices, only some of which are ours to make.


There are, of course, continuities. The science I do is connected by a direct line to my childhood. It was an innocent time of wondering about the big questions in life, enjoying the beauty of nature, and, among the orchards and the close neighbors of Beit Hanan, not caring about my status or standing.


[image: Image missing]


The chain of causation that brought me to Beit Hanan began, proximately, with the decision of my grandfather (and, in Hebrew, my namesake) Albert to flee Nazi Germany. More clear-eyed than many, he foresaw the likelihood of cataclysm, the fast-moving drift of events that, even before the outbreak of the Second World War, promised an ever-narrowing range of choices for Jews, an evergrowing risk of dire consequences if he did not select the right path.


Luckily for him, and for me, Albert made the right choice. He left Germany in 1936 and moved to Beit Hanan shortly after its founding. Although it was largely unsettled and, like the world, buffeted by the rising winds of war, the farming community was a comparatively safe haven. Soon after his arrival, he was joined by my grandmother Rosa and their two sons, one of whom was my father, then age eleven. When he transitioned from a German to a Jewish society, his name was changed from Georg to David.


My mother, Sara, came to Beit Hanan from afar as well. She was born and raised in Haskovo, near the Bulgarian capital of Sofia. The coincidence of geography that made her a Bulgarian and not a German saved her and her family during the war; although it allied itself with the Nazi regime, Bulgaria retained its sovereignty and thus some of its ability to resist Adolf Hitler’s mounting demands for the country to deport its Jews to Germany. As the rumors of death camps circulated, the Bulgarian Orthodox Church protested deportations, and the Bulgarian king summoned the resolve to refuse Germany’s requests. To be clear, he did so by declaring that Bulgaria needed its Jews for its own labor pool, but the consequence was that he managed to protect many of the nation’s Jews. My mother was therefore able to enjoy a relatively normal childhood. She studied at a French monastery school and eventually entered college in Sofia. But in 1948, with postwar Europe a ruin and the Soviet Union expanding westward, she left school and emigrated with her parents to the new nation of Israel.


Beit Hanan’s earliest founders were from Bulgaria, so the fact that Sara’s family ended up there was not surprising. But the farm village was very different from the cosmopolitan city and university studies she had left behind. Her new home had its charms, however. Shortly after her arrival, Sara met my father. They fell in love, got married, and had three children — my two older sisters, Shashana (Shoshi) and Ariela (Reli), and, finally, me in 1962.


In those early years, my mother devoted herself to her family and the community. She was a locally renowned baker, and my wardrobe attested to her talent for knitting sweaters, but even in the relative isolation of Beit Hanan, she remained dedicated to a life of the mind. By this I mean not just a bookish interest in scholarship but a desire to apply her intellect to the world. And it was this, and her integrity, that caused her balanced judgments to be trusted by everyone who knew her, from the leadership of our village to visitors who came to our farm seeking her advice. I was a direct and daily beneficiary. She made clear how much she cared about my path in life, my choices and interests. Like a gardener watering and nurturing a plant, she was dedicated and meticulous in cultivating her children’s curiosity.
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