      GUT/TOE EXCERPT FROM “Buffalo Snow Day”
                            (http://www/lulu.com/content/2556363)
Clomus and Kat loved it, my  Kung Pao Chi Tung. Frank Ying rated it second only to a pot of my championship chili and better than the gourmet delicacies they’d fed him back in the seventies when he’d enjoyed visiting in Beijing, then Peking, breaking down barriers between us and what was then known as Red China, even meeting with old Mao quietly well before young Nixon showed up, all asizzle. My Chicken with Dried Red Peppers is a reversal of the “Perception/Sizzle Is All” way of life, all substance, no sizzle at all except in your smoke-filled kitchen.
“God Finders, that’s what you physicists could be and horse blinders, that’s what you wear,” Clomus sputtered over a bite of the intensely hot sweet Kung Pao Chi Tung. 

“You delve into the mysteries of the unity of subatomic particles though you’re not qualified from a humane point of view. You need to study for the priesthood before you start trifling with your GUT/TOE. Grand Unified Theory, your Theory of Everything quests, doesn’t have any more romance or spirituality for you than your own guts and toes.”

“Ah, the sweet mystery of life...I’ll bet you sing too, after your Sunday preaching” Frank shot back. “In Chinese, like your journal articles,” 

Clomus parried. “At least we speak English! At least we try to communicate. We don’t hide away in your giant particle tunnels out in some desolate Midwestern prairie and mutter about monopoles, cosmic strings, domain walls or whatever and automatically assume that billions of dollars are ours rightfully because we’re discovering mathematical particles that are there because we say they are, with no further explanation..

“Just like they used to keep doctors from medical school until they got a decent humane undergraduate education, they ought to require that all you physicists become priests first or at least learn to think and communicate with some sense of perspective. Ask one of your colleagues; ask Judy Dee for example, what her research on neutrinos, quarks, flavored or just plain, mesons, fermions or whatever means in terms of finding a god or gods and you’ll be lucky to get a blank stare. 

“You need a little imagination, a little fiction, in your lives. How long since you’ve read a novel Frank? Years I’ll bet. Read “The Celestine Prophecy” or even its prequel and you’ll begin to see where you’re going like we saw way back with that Time Magazine cover thirty- five years ago that told everybody I had proclaimed God Is Dead” in the usual journalistic fashion of completely missing the point.

“God Is Light, I suspect, maybe star light, and light is what your GUT/TOE is all about, gathering energy forces, laser-like continuums of light, getting closer to God/god/gods as you stumble toward Grand Unification is what you should realize you’re doing instead of getting closer only to your tunnels. Just because you call yourselves particle physicists it doesn’t mean you have to limit your vision to a particle or two!”

Frank himself, I should hasten to mention here, is far removed from any tunnels. He’s a musician, a violinist, who reads philosophy for a couple of hours at dawn each day. His Nobel Laureate had come when he was still in his thirties and at least since then he has been the theorist the particle people come to when they are looking for some perspective. 

“You think big Clomus,” said Frank who at six six towered over most Bejingites and five eleven Clomus, “but you’re too small to think big.” A laugh from Clomus and a raised fist. “Actually,” Clomus shot back, “all of us are too small, too small brained. That’s why we’re still building billion dollar submarines and anti-drug bureaucracies to deal with enemy and drug problems that peaked fifty years ago. That’s why we throw everything we’ve got at any problem, ah, issue, de jour, give it the big treatment and yet it doesn’t go away, it gets institutionalized, you get six more new elementary education administrators, one for each of the three elementary schools just here in Summerville now because we can’t get over our guilt or whatever, our fascination with helping every last kid every bit possible even though some of them just can’t and won’t, throw one or two even to one teaching, Mark Hopkins sitting on a log style. at them while some of those who can and should get bored in 20/1 classrooms. Six new administrators, including an Elementary Challenge Evaluation Supervisor for each school,.and talk about clarity, try  finding out from any of these doctor of education newbies in admin  what is an Elementary Challenge Evaluation Supervisor!”

Clomus finished his plate of Chi Tung, extinguished it with a healthy chug from a second beer and laughed with Frank.

“Hatcher, your Sentenial had a story about the future of the local schools. I think it was written by the head honcho of these new administrators.” He pulled it out of a briefcase that seldom seemed to leave him, a column that began:

“We, all of us embarked upon the elementary education millennial challenge, will go all out during the days ahead to evaluate and push forward in objectifying and vivifying elementary milieus.”

Frank laughed as I puzzled over this fudgesicle. “Is that your big, macrocosmic thinking?” he asked Clomus. “Sounds like a Barak on stereroids with no redeeming inner qualities! That kind of big picture mouthal runoff scares people and so they retreat to life fragments, smaller and far less significant than my particles. They make up the huge audiences that once read a general interest magazine like the old Life Magazine and now are splintered into ten thousand audiences for ten thousand lifestyle magazines like that new one up in Buffalo, The Buffalo Dog, with its photo shoots on dog haute couture, its stuff like dog dieting tips, obituaries, horoscopes, dog diet plans and dog psychology. The Buffalo Dog, hah, maybe there’s a tie-in there with those hot dog plans you and Kat have been spouting off about Hatcher.

“The majority of Clomus’s priestly brethren go right ahead and think big, but they do it in big clumsy chunks. Give me Fermions or Bosons wound up with Superstrings or Twisters any day, Judy’s reluctance to try and explain them to the contrary, give me microcosms any day.”

My turn. “Flash, gentlemen. Frank, just because your people are buried in Illinois in those billion dollar accelerator tunnels doesn’t mean they have to use tunnel vision or shy away from trying to explain to us masses what makes one of your leptons different from the next.

“And you, Clomus, and your warm-hearted it seems Sunday or rather 4 p.m. Saturday churchy friends from our ‘educational milleaus,” with their bigger and better giant mail boxes promoting themselves, maybe you should stop complaining and drive Frank’s tunnelites out into the starlight. If they haven’t tried to explain themselves, at least to themselves, in a hundred words or less and then again in ten, maybe they’re not seeing the leptonite for the kryptonite.

“You, both of you, ought to forget the priest and physicist stuff and both become priestly poet/physicists. Take a look at the macrocosmic big picture microcosmically, maybe get some poetry and science into your religion like back in the old days. Just don’t burn any heretics I know.. 

“Tell your re-translators of the King James Bible to throw out their new versions of the 23rd Psalm, perhaps, certainly throw out the new ‘though I walk through a dark place’ and go back to that wonderful old ‘Yea Though I Walk Through the Valley of the Shadow of Death.’

“The Shadow of Death.” We all live there and ought to glory in the living, not think of death as another issue, no problem. Put, Frank, some religion in your elementary particle research. Say something colorful that people can understand every year or so.

“The whole bloody Civil War has generated millions of pages of historical summation for more than a century but nothing better than Whitman’s single line:

O Captain! My Captain! Our fearful trip is done,

“The whole bloody lot of it, all the history of religion, physics and humanity, all our prospects for the future, can be summed up clearly yet with enormous depth of complexity by those four eternal lines from Robert Frost:

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.

But I have promises to keep.

And miles to go before I sleep.

And miles to go before I sleep.
“Maybe you, Frank, and a thousand or so of your particled way too serious buddies ought to force a little poetry sometimes, a little tight simple summary business, like Parl Crane who you love so much at Newsday has to do when he comes around every year to tell the world what particular lepton you’re found now. Like Ryce and Batz and I have to do when we write a press release and have maybe thirty words and ten seconds of an editor’s attention span to get the message across.

“That kind of thinking, p.r. at its finest, can work wonders and actually improve the human condition! Stop laughing Clomus and think back.

“Remember that little red school house shack that Peter Lottabur built down in the basement of the Graduate Chemistry Building at Nadonia? Did it just after the building was finished, after we’d managed through the Nadonia College Council (I’m the Chairman.) to get what Batz immediately told me could be billed as the world’s largest Graduate Chemistry Building.

“That little red shack was Lottabur’s Nuclear Magnetic Imaging, NMRI, machine. Lottaburr, thank God, tolerated p.r. back then in the 70s when most of you around academia were too purist to do more than sniff when your college public information officer came round. And, now, of course, MADD like, you’ve all followed society’s lead and come shouting “Inform the Media” every time you exhale well. You would have loved the twinkle in Lottabur’s eye, remember my favorite story about Lottabur,  as we suggested the first press release on his Nuclear Magnetic Resonance machine, heir apparent we hoped to the X Ray machine, NOT use the word “Nuclear,” in its name. 

“Batz and I wrote a few words tightly wound, explained Lottabur’s discovery in a couple of pages with most of the important stuff summarized in the first hundred words, and caught the eye of a science guy at AP. His story, as sometimes happened with our friend Hank Logone at the AP in Buffalo, made it big, went around the world, told more people in an hour about MRI…yep, the “N” was removed with a twinkle , got more press than Christ’s word in a hundred years and look at the millions of lives saved since then. 

“Good p.r. works wonders. That’ll be $500 for the agency beer fund gentlemen!” A healthy sip of Sapphire after that mouthful and I continued. “Maybe, Frank, instead of wondering if some perhaps imaginary new kryptonic, ah, leptonic bit of energy actually collided ten miles down the tunnel in Batavia with a photon or a Spock or whatever, you ought to step back and say, hey if this GUT/TOE, this Grand Unified Theory of Everything proves out, does it mean that we’ll know for sure that there is one big unchanging circle of energy making up the universe and when it goes from a body to a corpse to a fertilized flower, or maybe to fat worms, maybe it’s just circling around to grow trees that will make fire energy when lightning strikes and does that somehow get back to another Frank, live? What a thought, Frank Ying immortal!”
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