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1
THE BEGINNING

THE NAKED MAN, THE QUESTION, AND THE 

ASSEMBLY

BASIC QUESTION

“I cannot forget his pain. This is the place he used to scream 
and ask, ‘Oh, Mr. Marriage, why do we need you?’” said Mr. 
Philosopher to Mr. Truth.

Mr. Philosopher could still picture him. The man used to 
kneel in the center of the marketplace among the well-dressed 
population of men and women, shouting and raising his 
burdened, sun-burnt face to the sky, his eyes closing in pain and 
his arms flying into the air, while the sun mercilessly bathed his 
naked, wounded body with its heat.

“He definitely looked like a hero. Yes, a naked hero, screaming 
alone. The nude man was Mr. Rational,” explained Mr. Philosopher 
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to Mr. Truth. They were walking in the middle of the marketplace. 
Everyone was bustling from one side to the other, performing 
their daily duties. The marketplace was the busiest, most colorful 
place, where all work, trade, prayers, and sacrifices happened.

Mr. Philosopher was everyone’s friend. He could always be 
found in the marketplace wearing crumpled, dirty white clothes, 
discussing or debating the merits and issues of human life. He 
loved conversation, and always asked people questions that 
started with “why.”

Conversation was key to him. He had no need for food or drink; 
conversation sustained him. A good debate filled his stomach; 
hence, he was hungry most of the time, and eager in his pursuit to 
find a person with whom he could strike up a good conversation.

Mr. Truth was an intelligent person. His features reflected his 
intellectual capacity. He was fit, tall, and handsome, and wore 
smart clothes: a well-fitting pair of black trousers and a white, 
double cuff shirt. The clothes fit as if they were sewn onto his 
body. His hair was slightly disheveled, but that only added to the 
impression of sharpness and intelligence he gave off. His lips were 
his best feature. They were always eager to tell the truth. He had 
a long nose and extremely sharp eyes that could pierce through 
anyone and find the truth. He found strength in truth, and had 
never felt guilty or regretted anything in his life.

It was Mr. Truth who requested an appointment with Mr. 
Philosopher in the marketplace to enquire about Mr. Rational 
and get up to speed on what was happening. Mr. Truth had been 
preoccupied with some other truths related to the creation of the 
universe, as well as life in other universes, in recent times. But the 
consequences of Mr. Rational’s questioning of Mr. Marriage had 
come to his attention.

“Why did he ask such a question about marriage? Tell me more 
about what he was like before that,” Mr. Truth requested of Mr. 
Philosopher.

“Of all people, there was one man who was always found 
in any minority group. It was Mr. Rational, of course,” said 
Mr. Philosopher. “He was unusually taller, stranger, and more 
intelligent than his brothers. He hardly ever smiled and always 
appeared to be deep in thought about everything in his life. He 
thought that every move and decision humans made were worth 
thinking about.”

“Interesting; his likes and dislikes?” asked Mr. Truth.

“He loved nipping whisky.”

“Whisky!” This surprised Mr. Truth.

“Yes,” said Mr. Philosopher.

He explained how Mr. Rational loved the whisky’s journey 
from the glass to where it danced on his tongue, its smooth ride 
into his throat, and how it finally settled down in his stomach, 
fuelling his blood and puncturing his liver. Mr. Rational always 
said he loved making love to whisky more than to any lady on any 
given day: such was his love for the spirit. It was rumored that no 
one had ever seen him without a glass of whisky; hence, the sight 
of him nipping his whisky was a complete image of him.

Mr. Truth and Mr. Philosopher strolled slowly through the 
marketplace, passing colorful shops. Every shop, at its entrance, 
bore a photo of God, smiling.

“Tell me more about Mr. Rational, apart from his romance 
with whisky,” requested Mr. Truth.

“Even though he never smiled, he did not feel sad. Miraculously, 


