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Part 1 

 Once upon a  t ime in  a  land l ike  ours  in  some 
ways  and not  l ike  ours  in  others ,  there  were  great  
s toryte l lers .  Into  each generat ion,  century  a f ter  
century,  a  s toryte l ler  was  born.  The s toryte l ler  had a  
very  important  task .  These  s tor ies  kept  the  land,  as  
i t  should  be—operat ional  and human.  Everyone 
knew this  deep down ins ide,  a l though they rare ly  
thought  about  i t .  L i fe  went  on with  i t s  joys ,  turning  
points ,  work  and sorrows.  Al l  these  th ings  the  
s toryte l ler  wove together  to  create  the  r ichest  o f  
fabr ics ,  and the  f ibers  f rom which i t  was  made were  
your  own!  Li fe  made sense  and you l ived i t ,  wi th  
your  s t rengths  and your  weaknesses ,  but  overa l l  you 
t r ied  to  do your  bes t .  When the  s toryte l ler  to ld  your  
s tory  you knew who you were  and you knew you 
be longed no matter  what .  

 

 The s toryte l ler  o f  each generat ion was  jus t  a  
l i t t le  d i f ferent  f rom other  fo lks ,  even as  a  chi ld .  The 
o ld  people  l iked to  t ry  to  f igure  out  which chi ld  was  
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going  to  be  the  next  s toryte l ler .  They were  
enthusias t ic  about  th is  and f rom t ime to  t ime even 
la id  wagers—just  to  sp ice  th ings  up a  b i t .  They 
watched for  f ive  th ings  in  a  chi ld .   First ,  the  chi ld  
looked at  th ings  very  carefu l ly .  Second ,  the  chi ld  
l i s tened to  th ings  very  carefu l ly .  Third ,  the  chi ld  
touched th ings  very  carefu l ly .  Fourth ,  the  chi ld  had 
a  wonderfu l  imaginat ion,  and las t ,  the  chi ld  asked,  
“Why?” more  f requent ly  than anyone e lse ,  and 
especia l ly  more  of ten  than any of  the  adul ts .  The 
t r ick  was  to  catch the  chi ld  doing these  th ings  and 
the  o ld  people  kept  very  spry  t racking  the  adventures  
of  the  chi ldren.  However ,  the  wager  was  not  se t t led  
unt i l  the  chi ld  d isappeared one day.  Then and only  
then was  i t  cer ta in  to  the  o ld  people .  Others  rare ly  
not iced the  chi ld ’s  d isappearance.  He was  so  much a  
par t  o f  them, that  when he  was  gone,  i t  jus t  d idn’ t  
fee l  that  way.  But  because  t ime was  short ,  the  o ld  
ones  were  more  a t tuned to  what  was  prec ious.  

Wel l ,  when Zaddik  was  born,  the  o ld  people  d id  
not  even bother  to  lay  wagers .  I t  was  c lear  to  them 
from the  s tar t  that  he  was  the  new s toryte l ler .  They 
kept  spry  fo l lowing him around jus t  because  i t  was  
so  much fun!  When Zaddik  looked he  saw the  
smal les t  o f  deta i l s .  When he  l i s tened no sound 
seemed to  escape his  a t tent ion.  And when he  
touched the  animals  and b irds ,  and the  ladybugs  and 
grasshoppers  sa t  in  the  palms of  h is  hands,  he  fe l t  
r ight  in to  the  heart  o f  a l l  these  creatures  so  that  he  
knew how i t  was  with  them. 

On top of  a l l  o f  th is  Zaddik  had an extremely  
v iv id  imaginat ion,  so  i t  was  no wonder  he  could  te l l  
a  good s tory.  When he  spoke you could  hear  the  
hush of  a  b i rd ’s  wing or  fee l  the  t iny  feet  o f  a  
ladybug.  One s tory  everyone l iked to  hear  over  and 
over  was  the  one Zaddik  made up about  how 
ladybugs  came to  wear  t iny  l i t t le ,  very  minuscule ,  
boxing g loves  when they got  mad so  they wouldn’ t  
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hurt  each other .  Zaddik  sa id  that  ladybugs,  those  
sweet  looking creatures ,  d idn’ t  get  mad very  of ten  
but  when they did  -  watch out !   Zaddik  f requent ly  
changed the  names of  the  ladybugs  to  those  of  some 
of  the  adul ts  he  knew.  The chi ldren howled and the  
adul ts  gr inned and went  home thinking less  o f  the ir  
grudges  and more  of  themselves .  

 

When he  was  twelve,  Zaddik  d isappeared,  l ike  
a l l  the  s toryte l lers  who came before  h im.  He heard 
something ca l l ing  him,  and because  th is  was  dest iny  
he  had no choice  but  to  fo l low the  voice .  No one but  
Zaddik,  l ike  a l l  the  s toryte l lers  who came before  
h im,  ever  knew where  i t  was  he  went .  What  Zaddik  
heard  ca l l ing  him was  the  Orac l e  o f  the  Grea t  Cauldron  
o f  Making  Meaning .  And i t  was  to  the  p lace  of  the  
Cauldron that  the  Oracle  guided him.  This  was  the  
p lace  the  Oracle  sa id  where  the  heavens  worked on 
behal f  o f  a l l  mankind.    

 The Cauldron of  Making Meaning was  so  
wondrous,  so  vast ,  wi th  a  g low l ike  l iquid  gold  that  
i t  took Zaddik  qui te  a  whi le  before  he  could  hold  his  
eyes  s teady on i t .  But  when he  d id  the  Oracle  began 
to  teach him.  He was  taught  the  sacred nature  of  
s tor ies ,  in  that  without  excep t ion  a l l  s to r i e s  were  sac red .  
He was  taught  to  take  the  bare  bones  of  any s tory,  
whether  humble  or  horr i f ic  and to  throw,  to  hur l  
them into  the  cauldron,  without  hes i ta t ion.  The 
Great  Cauldron in  turn  knew the  essence  of  those  
bare  bones  and f leshed them out ,  unt i l  they  were  fu l l  
o f  meaning,  and leapt  f rom the  Cauldron dancing  
the  dance  of  l i fe ,  and the  sun,  the  moon,  the  s tars ,  
the  p lanets ,  the  ear th  and a l l  that  l ived there  in  and 
there  upon danced too.    

 Before  Zaddik  went  back to  h is  home the  
Oracle  had him pract ice  throwing the  bare  s tory  
bones  into  the  Cauldron.  This  was  not  as  easy  a  task  
as  might  be  thought .  The Cauldron was  so  awe 
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inspir ing  that  i t  d id  not  fee l  r ight  to  put  something 
in  that  seemed t r i te  or  fool ish  or  mean or  
uneducated.  But  i t  was  the  s toryte l ler ’s  
responsib i l i ty ,  the  Oracle  to ld  h im,  not  to  leave  
anything  out .  His  abi l i t ies  to  see ,  to  l i s ten,  to  touch 
and fee l ,  to  imagine  and ask  “why” were  very  
important ,  but  they  did  not  count  in  the  leas t  i f  
anything  was  held  back.  So when Zaddik  hes i ta ted,  
the  Oracle  would  be l low,  “Hurl ,  Zaddik!”  scar ing  
him hal f  out  of  h is  wits ,  but  i t  worked and Zaddik  
hur led.   

 

A s toryte l ler ,  whose  job  was  to  he lp  people  see  
the  meaning in  th ings  had to  put  as ide  modesty  or  
pr ide,  assumptions  and reservat ions,  or  any wishes  
he  might  hold  for  a  par t icular  ending.  The s tory  was  
i t s  own law and was  to  be  respected no matter  what .  
Some very  s t range th ings  indeed came out  of  the  
Cauldron of  Making Meaning,  when the  s toryte l ler  
took i t  in to  his  head to  omit  one of  the  bare  bones .  
Things  l ike  cows barking  and dogs  mooing and 
budgie  b irds  who to ld  you that  you were  s tupid,  
which is  not  very  nice  even i f  i t  i s  t rue.  Once the  
Oracle  was  sa t is f ied  with  Zaddiks  abi l i ty  to  “hur l ,”  
Zaddik  was  ins tructed to  take  a  cup,  d ip  i t  in to  the  
Cauldron,  and dr ink every  las t  drop.  This  he  d id.  
The l iquid  was  b i t ter ,  sweet ,  sa l ty ,  and sour  a l l  a t  
once,  but  i t  was  the  most  sa t i s fy ing  th ing  Zaddik  had 
ever  tas ted.  

  “Now, sa id  the  Oracle ,  “a  port ion of  the  
Great  Cauldron l ies  ins ide  you,  and i t  wi l l  a lways  be  
there  as  long as  you a l low every  bone of  every  s tory  
to  fa l l  in to  the  cup that  i s  yours  to  carry .  Do not  
forget  the  Law of  the  Story.  Do not  forget  that  the  
gods  are  working  on behal f  o f  mankind in  the  p lace  
of  the  Great  Cauldron of  Making Meaning.  I f  you 
should  ever  lose  your  port ion of  the  Cauldron,  the  
Great  Cauldron does  not  cease  to  be ,  even i f  i t  fee ls  
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that  way.  Go now. I t  i s  your  turn  to  te l l  the  s tory.”  

 So Zaddik  made his  way home,  and when the  
s toryte l ler  who came before  h im sa id  goodbye to  the  
ear th  and hel lo  to  heaven,  Zaddik  took his  p lace.  
The land seemed to  g low more  br ight ly  with  the  
wonder  of  h is  s tor ies  and the  l ives  of  people  fe l t  fu l l  
o f  meaning and purpose.  They loved i t  when Zaddik  
took their  names and made them part  o f  a  s tory,  jus t  
as  he  had done in  the  ta le  of  the  ladybugs.  They 
laughed,  they  cr ied,  and they learned.  And everyone 
knew they be longed,  no matter  what .  

 

Part 2 
 In  t ime,  something new came into  the  land 

f rom far  away.  I t  was  very  d i f f icul t  to  see  the  form 
of  th is  new thing.  When you looked for  i t  a l l  you 
could  see  was  i t s  shadow, and sometimes  you could  
not  even see  that .  This  happened when  you  were  in  i t s  
shadow,  and  you  d idn ’ t  know i t  had  been  the re  unt i l  i t  
was  gone .  The people  asked Zaddik  to  te l l  them what  
th is  was,  and he  d id  not  know what  to  say.  He could  
not  see  or  hear  th is  new thing  any bet ter  than they 
could.  But  when he  got  c lose  to  i t ,  or  i t  to  h im,  he  
fe l t  that  th is  was  darkness  pretending to  be  l ight .  I t  
was  s ickness  pretending to  be  heal th .  I t  was  
sense lessness  pretending to  be  sense.  But  to  Zaddik,  
wors t  o f  a l l ,  he  fe l t  that  i t  was  ev i l  pre tending to  be  
holy .  He to ld  the  people  th is  but  for  the  f i rs t  t ime 
they could  not  unders tand what  he  was  saying.  As  
their  confus ion grew greater ,  the  shadow grew 
darker .  I t  went  r ight  ins ide  people  and they s tar ted  
to  do terr ib le  th ings ,  for  which they fe l t  great  shame 
but  they  cont inued to  do terr ib le  th ings  in  sp i te  of  
th is .  I t  was  as  i f  the ir  eyes  were  not  the ir  own and 
the  world  looked b leak and s t range.  I t  was  as  i f  the ir  
ears  d id  not  be long to  them anymore  and they began 
to  hear  the  sound of  screams.  But  to  the  despair  o f  
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the ir  souls  the ir  hands  seemed to  take  on a  l i fe  o f  
the ir  own and to  move now in  hurt fu l  ways  and not  
in  the  ways  of  love.   

No one wanted to  hear  Zaddik’s  s tor ies .  To the  
degree  that  they  had once  loved to  be  par t  o f  h is  
s tor ies ,  they  now abhorred the  thought .  They could  
not  bear  to  hear  their  own names.  They hid  
themselves  where  he  could  not  look or  l i s ten  or  fee l  
or  ask  why.  Zaddik  d id  remember  the  Law of  the  
Story,  that  he  was  to  leave  nothing  out ,  but  what  
could  he  do when jus t  about  a l l  the  bare  bones  were  
h idden?  When he  threw a  b i t  o f  a  bone that  he  came 
across  in to  the  port ion of  the  Cauldron that  was  h is ,  
the  s tory  that  came out  was  so  d is tor ted  i t  could  not  
be  unders tood.   Zaddik  d id  s t i l l  have  a  supply  of  o ld  
s tor ies  and he  decided that  he  would  te l l  these .  
Perhaps  the  people  would  remember  the  o ld  fabr ic  of  
l i fe  and th ings  would  be  as  they  used to  be .  So 
Zaddik  walked the  land and he  to ld  the  o ld  s tor ies  
over  and over .  No one came to  hear  h im but  he  to ld  
them anyway.  He s tood outs ide  of  bui ld ings  and 
houses  and to ld  the  s tor ies .  He brought  the  o ld  
s tor ies  up f rom his  port ion of  the  Great  Cauldron of  
Making Meaning hour  a f ter  hour  and day af ter  day.  
Sometimes  chi ldren or  o ld  fo lks  would  pause  to  hear  
h im as  i f  they  wanted to  catch his  words,  but  they  
were  so  d ispir i ted  by  the  s ickness  around them that  
Zaddik’s  s tor ies  d id  not  enl iven them, and Zaddik  
wore  out  the  o ld  s tor ies ,  jus t  as  we can wear  out  the  
so les  of  a  pair  o f  shoes .  Eventual ly  the  ent i re  so le  
wi l l  d isappear ,  and eventual ly  the  port ion of  the  
Great  Cauldron which was  in  Zaddik  d isappeared 
a l together .  He cont inued to  t ry  to  te l l  the  s tor ies  but  
a l l  that  came f rom his  mouth were  echoing,  hol low,  
terr i fy ing  sounds.  

  

And then Zaddik  began to  weep,  and he  wept  
and wept  and wept .  His  gr ie f  was  so  great  that  a l l  
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the  people  in  the  land heard and they too began to  
weep.  The Oracle  of  the  Great  Cauldon of  Making 
Meaning which l ived outs ide  of  Zaddik  heard  his  
weeping and the  weeping of  the  people ,  and ca l led  to  
h im,  jus t  has  she  had done when he  was  twelve.  So 
Zaddik  went  with  his  great  gr ie f  to  the  Great  
Cauldron of  Making Meaning,  the  p lace  where  the  
heavens  a lways  work on our  behal f .  The Oracle  
asked him why his  cup was  empty  and he  to ld  her  
that  a  terr ib le  th ing  had happened.  He had not  been 
able  to  put  the  bare  bones  of  a  s ingle  s tory  into  the  
Port ion of  the  Cauldron that  was  h is ,  and he  had 
used up a l l  the  o ld  s tor ies  and he  had nothing.  
“Ah,”  sa id  the  Oracle ,  “but  you have a l l  the  bones  
of  nothing,  Zaddik.  You have the  bone of  the  gr ie f  
o f  nothing.  You have the  bone of  the  longing of  
nothing  and you have the  bone of  the  love  of  
nothing.  And you have your  own s tory  of  nothing.  
You forgot  about  your  own s tory.  So,  Zaddik,  take  
a l l  the  bones  of  nothing  and take  your  own s tory  of  
nothing  and throw those  bones  into  The Great  
Cauldron of  Making Meaning which l ies  outs ide  
yourse l f .”     

Zaddik  bent  down then and s lowly  p icked up 
the  bones  which had been ly ing  a t  h is  fee t  a l l  the  
whi le ,  and the  Oracle  be l lowed,  “Hurl ,  Zaddik!”  and 
Zaddik  hur led  with  a l l  h is  s t rength,  and a  great  l ight  
rose  f rom the  cauldron,  and a  new s tory  was  born,  a  
s tory  of  redemption beyond anything  the  land and i t s  
people  and even a l l  mankind had ever  thought  
poss ib le  and the  imposs ib le  r ight ing  of  the  most  
terr ib le  wrongs  became poss ib le  and the  land g lowed 
as  i t  had never  done before .  I t  shone so  br i l l iant ly  
that  the  gods  in  the  p lace  of  the  Cauldron of  Making 
Meaning saw,  and danced a  brand new dance  which 
moved even the  sun,  the  moon,  the  s tars ,  the  
p lanets ,  the  ear th  and a l l  the  creatures  that  l ived 
there in  and there  upon with  wi ld  and boundless  and 
immeasurable  joy.  
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