
THE NIGHT THAT CHANGED MY LIFE 

 
No, I don’t think making a claim like that is stretching the truth.  My life won’t be the 

same tomorrow.  All because of what happen last night. 
 
I went to bed as usual, after my wife and I watched the final episode of The Mysterious 

Threat to Venus.  This was a series Connie, the Controller Unit for our home, choose for us 
to view during this week.  Of course, it ended with everything neatly solved, and with the 
expectation that life on Venus would resume its rather stressful routine. 

After the movie my wife and I reminisced briefly that at one stage (millions of years ago, 
we thought it was) humankind realized that there was a real threat to all life on the Earth.  
Scientists were agreed that the gradual warming of the sun was going to continue.  We 
couldn’t live there indefinitely.  That’s why humankind came here to Mars.  And what a 
logistical nightmare that trip must have been.  As a continual reminder of the new start to 
life that Mars gave us, our forebears changed this planet’s name to Hope.  Hope for the 
future is what this planet has given us.  Hope is what it keeps giving us. 

And what a glorious night it had given us for watching a movie.  There was just the 
slightest breeze whispering through our viewing area on the roof.  The night seemed to be 
completely cloudless, and pitch black, as usual.  Maybe it was even darker than usual (but I 
may have imagined that).  Anyway, the atmosphere was ideal for the air-screen.  We lay back 
on our banana lounges, gazing up at the moving images above us, with a bottle of red, 
especially chosen by our Drinks Cabinet, on the table between us.  ‘The perfect end to 
another day,’ we said to each other as we were teleported down to our bedroom. 

Our beds fluffed themselves up, asked what kind of dreams each of us desired, before 
they gently tucked us in and turned off the lights. 

 
I could hear my wife quietly snoring and making her gentle dreaming sounds.  But I 

couldn’t sleep at all.  There was nothing disturbing running around in my mind (except what 
more I could do to fall asleep!).  Sleep just didn’t want to come.  Rather than continuing to 
toss and turn I got up and teleported myself back to the roof. 

 As soon as I stretched out on the banana lounge Connie asked what I’d like to watch.  I 
asked for whatever film it was that had won the award for putting the most people who were 
watching it to sleep.  While she loaded the movie, she suggested I could have made a far 
better job of the grammatical construction of that request. 

The Drinks Cabinet trundled over to let me know how many standard drinks I’d 
consumed during the previous 24 hours, together with the likely effects of that intake on my 
health.  It suggested I might enjoy a glass or two of freshly extracted pomegranate juice.  
‘Look, Drinky,’ I said somewhat impatiently, ‘how about I finish off that bottle of red you 
opened earlier.’  It trundled off to get it, mumbling something about only doing its job and 
not being taken seriously.  I took the trouble to thank it profusely when it returned, and 
settled down to watch the movie Connie selected. 

 
I think I was almost asleep. 
A ‘breaking news item’ interrupted the movie and gate-crashed my semi-
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unconsciousness.  It sounded like there was trouble in sciencedom.  And science is a great 
interest of mine.  Almost a consuming interest.  Just about everything to do with life here on 
Hope depends on science, and indeed is controlled by science.  So I gave up trying to sleep, 
and listened closely to what was left of the news item.  Cosmologists, it seems, are claiming 
they are being faced with excommunication. 

I racked my brain.  Cosmologists?  What on earth are cosmologists?  I don’t think I had 
come across this word before.  ‘Connie, abort the movie.  Find as much basic information 
about cosmologists as you can.’ 

This information appeared on the screen.  ‘Please read it out to me,’ I instructed her.  
She has a voice which somehow always grabs my attention, and stimulates my memory.  In 
fact, that was why we were encouraged to choose her particular voice for our Controller Unit 
when we bought it. 

 

Cosmology: literally, the study of the world.  The scientific study of the origin, evolution, 
and eventual fate of the universe.  Also the science of determining the universal laws that 
govern this universe. 

Cosmologists, IF they are spoken about, or referred to, at all at the present time, are 
known by a number of sobriquets. 

Since few people have heard of them (or even of the word cosmos) cosmologists are now 
most commonly referred to as the COSMOWHATS?! 

  

Yeah, that’s the name that immediately sprang into my mind.  Connie kept reading. 
 

 But rather than interpret this as a put-down, they regard this name as a request, and 
an opportunity, for making known their knowledge and beliefs. 

  

Oh, they’re clever, aren’t they?  That’s exactly what they got me to do. 
 

COSMOLOGISTS was the original name their founding-fathers (a term of honour for 
them) gave themselves back in the distant past.  It defined their distinctive role as scientists 
who studied the universe in which we are living, and who made discoveries that had a major 
and decisive impact on humankind.  Their work made humankind aware of the peril the Earth 
was facing.  Their research made humankind’s journey to Hope possible.  That’s why those 
scientists who follow in their footsteps today delight in being called COSMOLOGISTS.  That 
name ties them to their traditions and to their glorious past. 

 

I thought the word has an almost majestic ring to it. 
 

But today’s cosmologists face some serious dilemmas and awkwardness. 
Millions of years ago all the objects in our universe were so much closer together than 

they are now.  Even with the earliest telescopes, they could be looked at and examined from 
the Earth.  Cosmologists used a variety of names to describe these objects – names like 
planets, stars, meteors, comets, galaxies, just to mention a few.   And the universe was filled 
with billions and billions of these objects. 

Those cosmologists also proved that the universe in which we live is constantly 
expanding.  By now all these objects are so far away from each other that they have become 
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invisible to us here on Hope, and will remain invisible for as long as our universe continues to 
exist. 

  

Connie, why have I never heard anything about this before?  Oh, sorry, that’s not a valid 
question for you, is it?  Please keep going. 

 

But cosmologists today do have in their possession all the knowledge gained by those 
scientists in the past.  Now their purpose is to be the custodians of all that knowledge.  And 
by preserving it they hope to attract and gain believers in that knowledge. 

That’s why they are sometimes called PEOPLE OF THE BOOK.  A title they consider to be 
quite inadequate.  They think PEOPLE OF THE LIBRARY would be much closer to the truth.  
They have around sixty-six books from the past that are especially important to them.  These 
books contain letters, treatises, monographs and poetry written by their earliest prophets.  
Chief among these prophets are Copernicus, Kepler, and Galileo.  Highly valued books and 
audio-visual resources have been written by Newton, Einstein, Cox . . . 

 

How about you save a bit of time, Connie, and skip all the rest of the names.  I won’t 
have heard of then anyway. 

As you wish . .  . 
 

A host of other scientists have built upon, and carried forward, the work of those inspired 
people.  All this information is accompanied by a wide array of films and digital material.  
These resources provide the proof that backs up all their claims. 

 

Sorry, to interrupt you again, Connie.  But I have a question.  Would it be possible for 
me to gain access to the research they mention – the work done by the cosmologists of the 
past? 

I will check.  Yes, it is all freely available. 
Oh, great.  But please continue. 
 

One name cosmologists are proud to bear is PEOPLE OF LIGHTS IN THE SKY.  They claim 
that when their founding-fathers began their scientific work the sky all around the Earth, and 
also around Hope, was filled with lights.  These lights were the result of light from the sun 
being reflected to our earth from all the planets, stars, meteors, comets, and galaxies, that 
fill our universe.  And still fill our universe. 

But now, because all these objects have moved so far away from each other and from 
us, the reflected light no longer reaches us.  So for Earthlings (who of course don’t exist 
anymore) and Hopelings the night sky remains black. 

While Cosmologists are proud to be called PEOPLE OF LIGHTS IN THE SKY, their 
opponents use this name to poke fun at the supposed truths allegedly discovered by past 
cosmologists. 

 

Hey, Connie, if they have records and digital material, I would be very interested to see 
any photographs you can dig up of the lights they are speaking about.  Can you do a search 
for that? 

 

As you wish, just wait momentarily . . .  There.  That’s what the night sky looked like to 
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the early cosmologists. 
Wow!  Connie, that’s unbelievable.  Look at that!  And THAT one’s even better.  The 

spots of light almost look alive.  They’re twinkling!  Ah, maybe that makes some sense of that 
old nursey rhyme ‘Twinkle, twinkle little star, like a diamond in the sky.’  So that’s what the 
sky looked like millions of years ago?  Is that what they are saying? 

That’s their claim. 
And some people doubt that claim? 
Well, there’s nothing to verify what they are saying.  Apart from those photos. 
This is mind blowing.  I have to find out more about all this.  But continue, Connie with 

the information you’ve found. 
 

Cosmologists are least happy and most pained when they are called SCIENTISTS WHO 
LACK PROOF.  They strongly claim they have plenty of proof.  The trouble is that their critics 
won’t accept this as proof.  Even digital records of past events are not regarded as proof.  
Questions always remain regarding corruption and tampering.  These critics want first-hand 
experience of their claims.  Only objective verification deserves to be called proof, they loudly 
assert. 

 

They don’t believe the sky ever looked like that? 
Well, it seems most of their opponents don’t go quite that far.  They simply say there is 

no irrefutable proof that the sky ever looked like that.  Shall I search for more information, 
or has that been sufficient? 

That’s enough for a start.  Thank you, Connie.  You know, all this has made me so curious 
and intrigued.  I really want to find out more about what that ‘breaking news item’ was 
actually about. 

Connie, can you find out where this news item came from?  Was it some event, or was 
it an interview with some cosmologist? 

It was an event.  There is an Assembly happening at Neo Geneva.  The Assembly of the 
Double-U-Double-C. 

Ah!  Thank you.  Could you please . . . 
You want me to find information about that organization?  That won’t take long. 
There she goes again, reading my thoughts.  And I still don’t know how she does it!  

Please read the details from the screen. 
 

The WCC was established in the mid 20th century AD, with its headquarters in Geneva.  
The World Council of Churches . . . 

 

Wait a minute!  Whatever THAT is, it’s not what we’re looking for!  Please try again. 
 

The World Council of Cosmologists was founded on Earth millions of years ago early in 
the 21st century AD. 

 

The World Council of Cosmologists.  Yes, that’s got to be it. 
 

 Its founding members were all eminent scientists.  It took its place with many other 
scientific organizations of the time.  The WCC was arguably the most popular, and the most 
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significant and progressive, scientific group of all.  The discoveries it made, and the research 
it carried out, was regarded as astonishing.  These scientists changed the way the human 
race viewed the universe and their own planet.  They made humankind aware of the dangers 
the earth faced from the universe of which it was a part.  They made possible the foray into 
inter-planetary travel.  They saved humankind with their mind-blowing plan of relocating 
humankind on Hope. 

The WCC are at present holding their annual Assembly at Neo Geneva. . . 
 

Well done, Connie!  Now, I have a special request for you.  Despite the hiccup last time 
we tried something similar, you CAN teleport me back in time to that Assembly, can’t you?  
So I can be in that audience and hear at first-hand what the fuss is all about. 

Of course.  That hiccup has been remedially medicated, so it will not provide any further 
trouble.  The whole process will only mean taking you about an hour or so back in time. 

Oh, good.  Please initiate the teleporting procedure. 
 
And there I was. 
 

A big poster across front of the auditorium proclaimed that this was the Assembly of 
the World Council of Cosmologists in the City Conference Centre at Neo Geneva.  There 
seemed to be quite a large area reserved for those who were teleporting in, and gradually 
the seats around me were gradually embodied with attendees.  A wise looking professor was 
introducing himself to the crowd.  The video screen identified him as Dr Isaac Starlight, the 
Council’s Arch-Cosmologist.  The screen also announced the problem:  WCC TO BE 
DESCIENTISED. 

The Doctor spoke very slowly and clearly.  But most of all he gave the impression of just 
droning on.  I think he was angry about what he felt he had to say, but even that didn’t 
prevent him from being really boring. 

So, let me summarise for you the gist of Dr Starlight’s address. 
 

The WCC is under attack.  …  By those who want to ‘descientise 
cosmologists’.  …  The powerful World Science Institute no longer accepts 
cosmology as a science.  ...  Science, they say, is based on the examination of 
evidence, of observable realities, of facts, of proof.  …  Cosmologists, the 
Science Institute claims, deal with myth, fantasy, fabrication.  Therefore, 
cosmologists are not scientists.  …  They should never be called scientists.  … 

That, my fellow cosmologists, is what we are up against.  Descientisation! 
 
What a hullabaloo followed his address!  As far as his fellow cosmologists were 

concerned, he certainly communicated his anger very well.  The reaction was such that the 
AutomaticPrintYourThoughts couldn’t handle the volume of thoughts it had to deal with, nor 
the heat of those thoughts.  The APYT crashed. 

The screen announced that APYT would be replaced with the Conference Centre’s 
AudioMicrophoneFacility.  And those who needed it should switch on their HearingBackUps. 

Of course, there were murmurings from around the Conference Centre that this would 
slow down the proceedings.  But I couldn’t help but think that it would also enable some of 
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the anger to be diffused.  Anyway, the discussion of the Address got under way. 
 
One thing became very clear as the delegates at this Conference had their say.  The 

cosmologists – and therefore the world organizations they claimed to represent – fell into 
two quite distinct groups.  They were united about their desire to be regarded as scientists.  
And they were passionate about their belief in the wonderful universe that couldn’t be seen 
any more. 

BUT there were some differences between the two groups about their precise 
perception of this wonderful universe.  And the longer the debate continued, the more 
importance these differences seemed to gain.  That’s what became the sticking point in the 
discussion. 

Given the long passage of time, nothing would be more natural than the appearance of 
different traditions regarding the understanding of the evidence they held.  But it seemed 
surprising to me that the whole debate turned into a clash of tradition against tradition.  Each 
side was so entrenched that it had become impossible for them to determine which tradition 
was supposedly closer to the truth. 

All speakers seemed determined to hold onto the tradition into which they had been 
born.  There was little effort to understand the other tradition, even to listen to opposing 
views.  There was no thought that perhaps I could loosen my hold on my traditional 
understanding in order to gauge the significance of another tradition.  There was no thought 
that perhaps both traditional views weren’t important enough to fight over.  No, this is my 
understanding – and whether it’s based on tradition or not, doesn’t matter.  And it is the 
correct one. 

 

I was simply amazed at the arguments both sides used to support their positions.  I 
found the whole debate (if I can call it that) preposterous, absurd, incredible, nit-picking.  
And the participants were deadly serious about it all.  If the World Science Institute is serious 
about their wish to descientise the WCC, they should perhaps look first of all at the WCC’s 
manner of argument and discussion.  Case closed! 

 
But there was another thing that upset me even more than this.  The WCC has such a 

marvellous picture of the universe.  It’s a dream, a vision, a belief system, to die for.  And all 
of us Hopelings need such a belief system.  Why isn’t the WCC making known their vision of 
the universe? 

Here’s my answer to this question.  They’re so entangled in their internal wrangling, 
their nit-picking about their beliefs, that they seem to have no energy left for making their 
vision known.  Anyway, if they did, their attitudes toward each other would make it quite an 
unattractive atmosphere for any newcomer. 

I certainly wouldn’t want to be connected in any way with what I have just witnessed in 
this Conference Centre. 

 

Sadly, I took my Connie-Handpiece out of my pocket, ‘Connie, I’m ready to come home.’ 
 
Back on my banana lounge, back in the present, I put Connie into sleep mode.  I knew I 
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haven’t any chance of sleeping for quite some time.  I have a lot to think about.  The stuff 
I’ve found out tonight – really, it’s nothing less than mind blowing. 

I needed to dwell on all the positive aspects of what I’ve been through.  There were 
times when, hearing about the universe in which we live, my spirit soared; when I was almost 
convinced I had a – what was it called? – a soul – yes, a soul. 

 
I reminded myself of my discoveries. 
It’s been proved, millions of years ago, that our universe is so vast that it contains 

billions and billions of objects.  It’s so vast that, from the pin-prick of our position in it, we 
are unable to see (even with our most advanced telescopes) any of it.  THAT’S AWESOME! 

And I have been unaware of it, totally unaware of it.  Like everyone else, I depend so 
much on what I can see and touch and experience.  But it seems I’m missing out on so much 
that others have learnt in other ways.  Knowledge that’s only available in written and digital 
records.  Knowledge that can only be believed. 

If I can open myself to that – to faith – it would make a significant difference to my 
whole concept and view of life. 

It is a life changer! 
 
 
 

Postscript 
NAHH!  Obviously, it’s not a life changer for the cosmologists I have visited. 
The whole idea is IMPOSSIBULL! 
I’ve been dreaming! 
I must get my bed’s Dream Sequence Unit checked.  And maybe replaced. 
 
 
 

To Do List: 
Go back to page 1 and change my title.  A suggestion:  THE NIGHT THAT CHANGED MY 

LIFE.  TWICE. 
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