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“Who are you?” asked the princess.


“My name is Malach,” said the man. “Who are you?”


“I’m the princess. What are you doing here?”


The man sat down on the bed beside the princess.


“Will you promise not to tell?” he asked.


“I promise.”


“I have just escaped from the labyrinth outside the palace. I am trying to run away.”


“Why?”


“Because I very much want to see the outside world.”


The man hesitated for a moment.


“Do you want to come with me?”


“I really don’t think I can,” answered the princess.


“If you come with me, I will show you a secret that I have discovered. I carry it with me all the time, and I have never shown it to anyone.”


“What sort of secret?”


“I have discovered the name of the Creator.”


“Really?”


The man assured her it was true, and she looked into his eyes and saw that it was true.


“I will go with you,” the princess said. “What you must do is this. Go into the other room and get a uniform, and put it on. There are also sacks in there. Take a sack, and place me inside, and tie it up. Carry me on your back to the docks. No one will stop you. Then, we will get on a ship together and make our escape.”


The man did as the princess suggested, and they escaped onto the sea.


They sailed for many days until a great storm swept in from the east, and knocked the ship against the rocky shore of a distant kingdom. The man and the princess were thrown from the boat, but he grabbed hold of her, and carried her to shore. The next morning the princess awoke and saw that she was safe.


“Where are we?” she asked.


“I don’t know,” said the man.


They waited until night fell, and the princess gazed up at the stars, but they all looked different to her, and she could not tell where they had landed.


“Now that we’re here, and we have nowhere to go,” she said, “tell me your secret.”


“I will try to explain the secret, but it is very difficult.”


“Please try.”


First, he captured for her a squirrel and gave the squirrel a berry. The squirrel ate it up immediately and departed. He gave a berry to the princess, and he ate one himself.


“Now, you and I know that this berry is very perfect. It has a tough skin, but one which is satisfying to break through. It has flavors within it, some more subtle than others. In fact, the berry tastes different when you first put it in your mouth, when you chew it, and when you swallow it, and afterward,” he said, and he held up another berry. “And it is just a little weighty, and nice to hold in one’s hand. It is is quite remarkable that so much intricacy can fit inside such a small thing.”


The princess ate another berry and agreed.


“Now, I see that when you eat the berry, you take a moment to savor its qualities. And you are right to do so, for there is much to understand about the berry. But the squirrel ate the berry very quickly and I think therefore that this squirrel did not understand the berry as we do.”


“Yes, it may have enjoyed it, but did not appreciate it as we do.”


“So what is the difference between a squirrel and a human being? For this behavior of the squirrel is characteristic of it, whereas our savoring a berry is characteristic of the human being. The squirrel in general is much less subtle than a human being, and it is not so intricate as to be able to appreciate the intricacies of the berry. It is clear to me that different beings are more or less subtle, and to their degree of subtlety they appreciate the subtlety of that which they encounter. The sand sparkles as it encounters the sun, but it does not grasp the subtlety that we grasp, that all things derive from their encounter with the sun. In the same way, the simple man will not grasp the words of the wise man, because he is not sufficiently subtle to perceive the beauty of the wise man’s words. Now, we call something beautiful when we are sufficiently subtle enough to perceive that thing’s subtlety, so that beauty itself is the measure of subtlety, and that which is beautiful is also that which is most useful, for, in the case of the berry, if one perceives the subtlety of the berry, instead of eating it without thinking, then one is able to employ it in various dishes, and create yet more beauty from what was already beautiful.


“That which is least subtle is nothing, and that which is most subtle is everything. Now, all things leave a trace of their being. For example, humans leave behind their bodies, and the memories of them, and cities leave behind them ruins, and the history of their functioning, and it is this trace that we call the name, and it is carried to us by various means. The name is the trace of the thing, just as if one follows the traces of a bird, or its call, the bird is found, and if one follows the name of a person, or their voice, the person is found. So, what is the trace left by that which is most beautiful? For all things leave traces in the world. The name of that which is most beautiful must be the most subtle of names. This we have heard. Now, close your eyes.”



The man took a number of rocks and placed them in the sand in the following way. He placed one and then two beside it, but higher, like a step. Then, he placed one below again, and then two higher, and then placed another three rocks in that way. When he was done, he removed one of the rocks at random, and asked the princess to open her eyes. When she had done so, he handed her the missing rock and asked her to place it where it ought to go. She did so, and the man was pleased. 


Now he asked her to close her eyes again and arranged the rocks so that no sequence of steps repeated. That is, he arranged the rocks like this: one below, three above, one below, one above, one below, two above. He then removed one rock, and told the princess to open her eyes, and place it where it belonged. She took the rock in hand and immediately went to place it at the gap which had been left there. But then she hesitated, because she could not say whether the rock was supposed to go above or below.


“Perhaps if you continued the steps, I could decide how to place this rock.”


“Perhaps,” said the man, “but I can continue to make steps in such a way that no sequence of steps is ever repeated, so that, even with as many rocks in the world, you will be no better prepared to place this rock where it belongs.”


“But,” said the princess, “the rock can go either above or below. If I place it above at this moment, and then you continue the steps with all the rocks in the world so that no sequence is ever repeated, the sequence will be one way; if I place it below at this moment, a different sequence will result. But the two of them will be equally unordered, and in that sense, the same.”


“Yes, there are only two possibilities, but each is utterly different from the other. You can see that depending on this one decision before you, two completely different sequences will result. And in fact, no matter which rock I happen to remove, you would be in exactly the same situation. Every rock in this sequence is equally valuable and essential to the whole, unlike the first sequence I showed you, which could be altered and still be whole. But, I tell you, only one of these two possible sequence is the sequence I am thinking of. But you will never know which it is.


“Now think about the difference between the way a wise man explains something and the way a normal person explains something. The normal person explains by repeating themselves, and saying the same thing again in different ways, so that one can pick up the subject more easily. This is like the first sequence I showed you. Now, if one wanted, one could shorten the entire explanation to a few words, and we often do so when we wish to remember something, for example, when an idea occurs to us while falling asleep. But the wise man speaks only in few words, in such a way that none of them can be altered without entirely changing the meaning. And it is the same with prophesies and dreams. That which is said by prophets, and those things which are in dreams, are in all their aspects equally significant, so that not one single part of them can be replaced. Of course, perhaps you find that you can replace some aspect; in that case, you are wiser than the prophet or dreamer. But this sequence of steps here is so subtle that no being could be wiser than he who created it, and therefore, no sequence could be more beautiful. Each one of these sequences is one of the numberless names of God.”


“Now,” said the princess, “you promised me that you would tell me the name of God, but from what you have said, I think that is impossible. Since you cannot place all the rocks in the world in sequence, there is no way for you to give me some idea of what that sequence would be like—in fact, it would not be like anything at all. Therefore, you have not told me the name of God as you promised.”


“That is true. I will not tell you the name of God. I will show it to you. For God has left his traces in plain sight.”


The man gathered together three sticks. He held two of them beside each other and broke one of the two so that the two were the same length. Then, he laid the one of the two on the sand.


“This stick here is the ground, which is flat. And this stick here is a tree.”


He placed the second stick on the sand, so that it was growing directly up out of the ground, as a tree does. Now, he pushed the tree along the ground, until it could go no further. Thus, the two sticks made a corner. Finally, he took the third stick and laid it so that it went from the top of the tree, to other side of the ground, farthest from the tree, and he broke it so that it would fit there exactly. 


“This final stick is the ladder one must climb to reach the top of the tree.”


Having said this, he took some vine and bound the three sticks together at the corners. 


“I call this shape a family. It has three sides. The two shorter sides are the father and the mother. The one lying down is the mother; and the one standing up is the father. The longer side between them is the child. The father and mother are the same length because they contribute equally to the child, who exceeds them, and is longer. The corner between the father and the mother is the marriage, which binds together two opposites: the father who goes straight up, and the mother who goes straight across. The corner between the father and the child is the name, for the child takes his father’s name, and the corner between the mother and the child is the birth, for it is the mother who is connected by a cord to the child, and who thereby gives it life.”


Now, the man took the garment he was wearing and spread it on the sand. He placed the family of sticks on top of it and with his knife cut out a bit of fabric in that shape, and he did this four times until he had four families made of that fabric. 


“Now, these four families live together on the same plot of land.”


Saying this, he arranged the families in the following manner. He oriented them so that each child faced another, and so that the four corners of the plot of land were the marriages. The birth of one family always met the name of another, so that plot had four sides, each of the same length: the length of a mother added to the length of a father.


“This is so that the parents can have privacy, and the children can play together in the courtyard. The courtyard is this inner area here, between the families. Each side of the courtyard is the same length: the length of a child. And each corner of the courtyard is a marriage, for the families intend their children to marry one another.”


The man took a stick and traced in the sand the outline of the whole plot of land.


“This is to keep track of the size of the plot,” he explained. “Now, the families have names. The two at the top are named after the sun. The one to the left is called the Sunrise family, and the one to the right is called the Sunset family, because the sun rises in the east, and sets in the west. In the same way, the two at the bottom are named after the moon. The one to the left is called the Moonrise family, and the one to the right is called the Moonset family, because the moon too rises in the east, and sets in the west. Now, the child of the Moonset family wishes to marry into the Moonrise family, and the child of the Sunset family wishes to marry into the Sunrise family. For both families wish to continue the cycle whereby every sunset becomes a sunrise, and every moonset becomes a moonrise. Therefore, their children must be brought together.”


The man took the Sunset family, and holding down his finger at the place where the birth of that family met the name of the Sunrise family, he pivoted the whole family down across the courtyard, so that the Sunset child rested against the Sunrise child. He then did the same with the Moonset family. He placed his finger where the name of that family met the birth of the Moonrise family, and pivoted it up through the courtyard, so that the Moonset child rested atop the Moonrise child.


“They combined their houses in this way, because they wanted their families to be closer, while still preserving the size of their courtyard, so that future children could play in it. Now, the courtyard is this open area to the right.”


The Sunrise and Sunset families had become one single house, which had four sides, two sides the length of a mother, and two sides the length of a father. All the corners of this single house had become marriages. Below that, the Moonrise and Moonset families had become one single house as well, in the same way. The man took his stick and drew a line between the two houses that extended across the new courtyard, dividing it in two. 


“If you look, each side of the top courtyard is the length of a mother, and each side of the bottom courtyard is the length of a father. Now, before the marriages of the four families, we saw that the whole courtyard had children for its sides. During the marriages, when the families combined houses, they did not transgress the boundaries of their plot of land. And because the plot of land did not change, and the amount of the plot taken up by the families did not change, therefore the size of the courtyard did not change. Therefore, a courtyard with children for sides is the same as a courtyard with mothers for sides along with a courtyard with fathers for sides. And this is only appropriate, for the child inherits all that it has from its parents. Do you understand?”


“I see what you’ve done, but I’m not sure what it means.”


“Just wait,” said the man.


Now, the man sought a vine, which he tore into three very long pieces, two of the same length. He then constructed a very large family by laying the vines on the sand. He placed the ground from side to side, then placed the tree growing directly out of it, and pushed it to the right to make a marriage, and then strung the last vine from the tree-top to the other side of the ground, and cut it so that it would fit there perfectly. Then, he traced the outline of the family in the sand with a stick.


“This is a family, only larger,” he said. “But what was true of the family before is still true now. A courtyard whose sides are children is the same as a courtyard whose sides are a mother along with a courtyard whose sides are a father. Now I will show you something very strange.”


First, the man walked from the marriage to the name, and from the marriage to the birth, and each time it took five and a half paces. 


“You see that it took five and a half paces to walk along the mother and the father. Now perhaps it could have taken five paces or six paces. What I mean is: I could have taken smaller or larger paces. For example, if I took larger paces I could have gotten exactly five paces, if I wished. So depending on what I decide before hand, I can look at the distance from marriage to birth or marriage to name in any way I like.”


“Yes, that makes sense.”


“Now, watch.”


The man took two sticks and tied them to either end of the father. He thrust the stick at the name deep into the sand, so that it would remain in place. He then walked back to the marriage, and took the stick at the marriage, and dragged it along the sand, so that it left a trace. He swung it to the left, towards the child, and stopped when he came to the child.


“I call this a swing. Think about the sun,” said the man. “The sun every day swings across the sky. It rises up in the east, and sets in the west. Now imagine the sun was connected to the earth by a vine. The earth is like the stick thrust in the sand at the name; it remains fixed. The sun is free to move, but because it is fixed to the earth by the vine, which never changes its length, it swings across the sky as we see it. That is what has happened here. The vine is fixed at the name and at the marriage, I have swung it to the side, so that it leaves a trace, and that trace is the swing. Now look at this place, where the swing hits the child. If you walk from here to where the vine is fixed, it will take a father’s paces.” 


Now the man drew a line in the sand from that place to the mother, below. 


“Wait,” he said.


He took some wet sand and a rock. He rolled the wet sand into a ball, so that the rock was within the ball, at the center.


“Now, the rock in the center of this ball of sand is the earth.”


He took his finger and ran it across the surface of the ball.


“My finger is the sun. The sand in this ball is just like the vine, in that it keeps my finger always the same distance away from the center, which is the rock, or the earth.”


He took a stick and laid it against the top of the ball.


“Now, look at this ball and try to imagine the rock inside, and that the rock is bound to a vine and the vine is bound to the stick just where the stick rests against the ball. The vine is extending straight up, and is bound to the stick, and so forms a marriage with the stick. And see that no matter where I place the stick, the stick will always form a marriage with the vine. And so look again at the family. I drew a line from the child to the mother at the place where the swing hit the child. Imagine that the swing is the ball, and the line is the stick resting against the ball at that place. That line therefore forms a marriage with the child, which is like the vine. 


“And so see that this line I have just drawn makes a smaller family within the larger family. The new line is the father of the smaller family. The mother of the smaller family is part of the child of the larger family. And the child of the smaller family is part of the mother of the larger family. How is it a family? Well, it has a marriage, and it also has the same birth as the larger family. If a family is made of the marriage, the birth, and the name, and this has a marriage and a birth, then how could it lack a name? Take a vine and try to form a shape which has a marriage and a birth, but no name.”


The princess attempted to do so, by wrapping a short vine around two fingers, leaving some left over on either side, and then trying to bring the loose ends together at a place so that they would not form a name. She found that it was impossible; for whenever she would bring the loose again together, they would form a name. Only when she did not bring the loose ends together at all did the name not appear. 


“So you see this,” said the man, “that because a family has a child, a father, and a mother, it must have a marriage, a name, and a birth, or else the child, the father, and a mother would not be bound together, and then it would not be a family. So in fact, this smaller family is a family, just like the larger family. Now, we know that in a family, the father and the mother are the same length, because they contribute equally to the child. So that in this smaller family too, the father and the mother are the same length. But there is one more thing which is also the same length. Look at this place where the father of the smaller family hits the mother of the larger family.”


He pointed to the place, and then showed the princess the ball of sand again. He handed it to her along with two sticks.


“Place the two sticks against the ball,” he told her, “so that at some point above the ball they meet.”


She did so.


“Now see that in order for them to meet, they must be the same length. We said that the father of the smaller family rests like the stick on the ball, which is the swing. The mother of the larger family also rests like a stick on the swing. And if that is the case, then the part of the mother between the marriage and the place where the father of the smaller family meets her is the same length as the father and mother of the smaller family.


“Here is what you must understand. Before I said that by deciding how long my paces were, I could decide that any member of the family, say the father of the larger family, was a certain number of paces. If I walked five and a half paces along the father, I could change my pace so that the number of paces would be exactly five or six. And it stands to reason that if I were to consider the mother, father, and child of a family, I could adjust the length of my pace so that each of them, the mother, father and child, would be some exact number of paces. Now assuming that were true, that the mother, father, and child of the larger family all have an exact number of paces, that means the mother, father, and child of the smaller family have an exact number of paces, because it is composed of elements of the larger.


“In the case of the mother of the smaller family, it is composed of the mother of the larger family taken away from the child of the larger family, and an exact number taken away from an exact number gives an exact number. For if I have an certain number of rocks, and you take away an certain number of rocks, I will have a certain number of rocks remaining, and not pieces of rocks, or half a rock. In the case of the father of the smaller family, that is the same as the mother of the smaller family, and the same applies. In the case of the child of the smaller family, that is the same as the father or mother of the smaller family taken away from the mother of the larger family, both of which are exact. Therefore, all of the members of both of these families are an exact number of paces.”


“I see that.”


“Now behold! In the same way that I built this smaller family within the larger family, I can build a yet smaller family within the smaller family, and still another smaller family, forever. I need never stop building families within families. And so look at this figure, and see an infinitude of families spiraling around each other until they are too small to see, but are yet continuing to be made. But if that is the case, is it possible that for all these families, the mother, the father, and the child all have an exact number of paces? For the least one can have of anything exactly is a single thing, only one. And now see that no matter how small our paces are, that is, no matter how many paces the largest father and mother and child have, at some point there will be a family the measure of whose father and mother is one, although there would yet be an infinity of yet smaller triangles that one could build within that family. And so, these yet smaller triangles would not have mothers, fathers, and children with an exact number of paces. But that is impossible, for we showed before that each of the smaller families inherits the exactitude of the larger families. Therefore, we must have been wrong from the beginning: the mother, father, and child of the largest triangle do not have an exact number of paces.”


“It is the child.”


“Yes. The child in a family cannot have an exact number of paces.”


“So it has an exact number of paces, and then some left over.”


“Yes, but how much is left over? Is it half a pace? A third of a pace? You may say that, what does it matter if the father, mother, and child don’t have an exact number of paces? If they have a half a pace left over, then that’s just as exact, just as I can use half a coin to pay for something, because it has half the value of its gold. But I tell you that the number of paces a child has is not like that. It is not exact at all. It does not merely leave some parts of a pace left over; it leaves a part of a pace left over that is completely inexact, and impossible to measure.”


“Surely that’s impossible,” said the princess.


“Just look at the smaller family. We know that the father and mother have an exact number of paces, just as the father and mother of the larger family have an exact number of paces. So it is only the child who lacks an exact number of paces. And if you build an infinitude of such triangles the father and mother will remain exact, while the child remains inexact. The child grows ever smaller, and so one will need smaller and smaller paces to measure it. But there is no end! No matter how small you make your paces, you will never walk the length of the child exactly. And so I say, to measure the length of a child, you would need an infinite number of paces. 


“In that way, the measure of a child is like the sequence of rocks which never ends, and whose pattern can never be determined. The measure of a child in a family is one of the names of God. But, as you asked, how can we speak the name of the Creator, seeing as the name is infinite? We can only speak of the trace, and the trace is left in the family. You can create and behold such a family, and thereby communicate the name of the Creator, where He Himself hid it.”


The princess was satisfied with this, and so the pair of them decided to travel onward to see what they could of the world. 
