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Vedic astronomy divide units of Time into 144 Kala per second. 
Root word “Kaal” or Time exists today in our word for Calculate.
 
 
Earth 396 
 
Moon 108 
 
The Reciprocal of 144, 1/144 = 0069444… Sliding decimal and removing zeroes gives Harmonic of 144, the Universal Light Code. 
 
Another way to achieve critical value 6.94 
Divide 360° by angle of Cheop’s Pyramid 51.84 
 
 360/51.84 = 6.94
 
 
Nature sacred number
 
Numbers God
 
Complex alphabet 
 
Goidathematic universe
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Natural philosophers argue, and argue well, that laws of nature are written in stone, stars, carved into rivers, clocking time self. 
 
Divine creators use specific language, script order, to command and maintain universe.
—————————
Nature 
MacCoulloch and Llewellyn are walking the forest with danes. 
 
Llewellyn has been practicing the Erdôs-Strauss conjecture, a theorem containing integers, rational-, composite-, and prime-numbers, words mostly unintelligible to him. He is lost, as usual, in the mystical-mythical-magical world of abstract mathematical concepts. 
 
Mac despised it when Llew used any of those specific words to describe what was to be learnt, supposed to have been learned already, long time ago. Concepts were supposed to reveal themselves through higher theorems, such as Erdôs-Strauss but clam never opened. 
 
Mac explained that math, insofar as by giving up a certain connection to reality, ergo by using negative numbers, guide us to a deeper truth about the way universe works. Magic is found at the fingertip of god’s divination, not in the theorem of mans intellect. There is nothing mystical about logic, Mac loved saying. 
 
«Again!» 
 
Was another thing MacCoulloch loved repeating.
Quadratic equation, again! Monic polynomial, again!
A thousand times over. 
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Yesterday they discussed optics all day, the dispersion of light and light as phenomenon.￼[image: Prism Prism] The fact that ordinary white-light contained all the colours of the rainbow was something Llewellyn had never really thought of before. 
 
With a simple crystal-prism Mac beautifully demonstrated that bending white light made all the rainbow appear. Then, when they tried bending red spectrum only, from the first prism through a second, red stayed red. 
Black and white are not colours then, but shades, Llew concluded with help of MacCoulloch. Ordinary white light contain within all colours, red does not. 
 
Mac stopped at a shrub of swineherd, growing out the trunk of a large fallen oak. Picking carefully amongst sparse flowers, tucking away at compartment to belt, Mac studied canopy of trees ahead, ground in front. LLew already knew what was coming out old’mans mouth next. 
 
«Optic Equation, again!» 
 
 MacCoulloch commanded in harsh tone. Llewellyn knew he did not stand a chance but dumb luck to get even initial wording right. 
 
«Optic equation is the ehh… Requires the… The sum of the, ehhh… Two positive reciprocals….» 
 
Interrupted by MacCoulloch harrumphing loudly, then master without turning, laid it all out, again. 
 
«Optic equation requires the sum of the reciprocals of two positive integers a and b to equal the reciprocal of a third positive integer c.»  
 
MacCoulloch stared straight ahead, back and shoulders slouching disappointedly away. Llewellyn felt ashamed, as he most often did when mathematics and logic was involved. He could not even remember the wording to the entry of equation, never mind understand any of it. If MacCoulloch asked now, after having just repeated complete answer, LLew knew he would get it wrong again. 
 
He never remembered, and knew he understood almost nothing of concepts behind. The words themselves, polynomial equations, reciprocals, integer-variables, contained no deeper meaning what-so-ever. They were nonsense words that were part of something larger, some-thing even more impossible to understand. 
 
Mac made a warding motion, as if against bad spirits, turned to Llew with a small determined smile. 
 
«Well, it is my curse then, to get a student who can’t seem to learn even most basic of that which I find most interesting in life.»        
 
Llewellyn did not answer, did not know how to redeem feeling shame and lostness. Feeling afraid, anxious he would not have what it took to become druid. 
 
Dogs were running free, sniffing, barking, disappearing momentarily but constantly returning within eyesight, stopping browsing often to look at Mac, before continuing in their tracks. LLew knew from experience if he released them without Master MacCoulloch they took off at once, not to return until deciding so by own free will. 
 
Llew and Mac stood deep in oak forest, land of wildswine, acorn and badger according to Bullfinch. Best place to understand nature and contemplate her laws, according to Mac. 
 
Evergreens and towering oaks predominant fauna, they stayed with roots of the fallen giant, a king’s oak. 
 
«What is it that holds you back from learning you think?»
 
MacCoulloch asked and Llewellyn sighed, looking down, inside, trying to find an honest thought-through answer. 
 
«As I’ve told you several times, I can’t seem to grasp what it all really means, what I’m supposed to know, y’ know? I find no revealing secrets in the theorems, no great ahaa’ moments. Formulas and theorems all just mumble-jumble in my head.»  
 
Llewellyn looking down at their feet then raised eyes into MacCoulloch’s, continuing desperately. 
 
«It’s so abstract, so apart from anything proper y’ know, nothing I can ever see in this world. I can never hold or touch the optic equation.» 
 
MacCoulloch held his gaze, brown eyes measuring every syllable said, weighing Llewellyn’s efforts against word spoken. To Llew, those big brown eyes could see everything, except perhaps a way to teach him what he needed to know right now. Then a twinkle in Mac’s eye spread to a smile. 
 
«Then perhaps it is time for you to see them, hold and touch em, as you say.» 
 
Llewellyn did not understand what Mac meant and understood even less when old’man continued, asking on a seemingly very different topic.
 
«Everything decay, where do autumns fallen leaves go in spring?» 
 
Llewellyn’s first thought was, a concrete question for once, nothing abstractly metaphysical about it. Where do fallen leaves go? At first glance it seemed miraculous, leaves were actually just gone all of a sudden, why had he never thought about that before? 
 
Did melting snows wash them away? Nah, then they would end up clogging all ditches and rivers, whole world flooded by leaves… Usually only heavy snowfall to the north… 
 
Then he saw, for his inner-eye, himself as a four or five year old, playing with brother, jumping around in a heap of leaves, warm spring-sun melting last snows on northern slopes. There were leaves in spring. Leaves in memory were dark and brown, slimy, wet and full of black spots. He remembered trying to shove a fistful into El’s mouth but with older brother being far stronger ending with Llew tasting mouldy-slime leaves himself. 
 
He stopped flashback mid-memory, surveilled ground in minds eye. As he remembered, ground was mostly black clear soil, blue and white flowers spiring, brave fresh greens pushing through on the south. 
 
He retracted from memory and started again from pinpoint, remembering, “Leaves falling”. Children’s lullaby about changing of seasons ending with. 
 
“…Fallen leaves, grow strong trees.” 
 
He looked back to Mac and answered with the only thing he could think of.
 
«They turn to mould and ground, they decay, as you already said.» 
 
«Aaand…?» 
 
MacCoulloch asked dragging out syllable, another favourite expression, one he used whenever answer was kind of correct but still not exactly the point he wanted made. Once, two years back, they went three weeks with Mac not helping or otherwise speaking to Llew, nothing but repeating original question, or saying and. 
 
Learning was indeed an intuitive matter, spelling out answer good for none. 
 
They hadn’t moved, still stood next the fallen oak, half majestic gnarly roots sprouted the air, others going deep into ground. Brush and smaller trees had fallen with great, large stones hoisted into mid-air, sticking to soil caught between roots. A small pond had formed at the base where tree once stood strong. 
 
Llew fumbled for an answer staring at pond, trying to relate scene in-front to leaves decaying. A cavity in mountain-side, dead-centre to where heart of oak stood made a funnel for water to pond, always. Llew realised up until recently, cavity had been filled with roots and moist soil, tree taking advantage of easy access to water. 
 
Most beneficial circumstances harbour benefits.
 
 Llewellyn remembered Bullfinch discussing natures progression, MacCoulloch later said same principle went for civilisations. Llew kept studying fallen oak for answers to simple question, and? 
 
Soon, many years from now, winter storms and animals would flatten ground around pond into even surface again. Even hardest of roots would be rotting away by then, oaks and their mighty hearts ultimately went same way leaves did. 
 
What was, and, referring to? Llew refused to be treated like a lazy thrall again, he would not give MacCoulloch a reason to whack him on the head, he was going to figure riddle out.
 
With mountain-side sloping, creating a natural basin, root access to life-giving water, this specific spot would always harbour beneficial circumstances for a large tree to grow. Soon, a couple of hundred years from now, a new king’s oak would surely tower this thicket again. 
 
King’s-oak a word from the past he reminded, a word used in surreal. Common heartland law stated only kings and druids could make cuts into oaks reaching eight falms, reap benefits. 
 
Druidoi word for giant oak was ‘all knowing’. Surreal words belonged to old life, everyone in surreal talked like children, even kings.
 
Llewellyn felt changing of words into truespeak stupid, he rebellioneously kept using the old. Mac only reacted by commenting the sooner Llew started talking like an adult, the faster he’d be taken seriously by his community, LLew looked up sky shaking head clear. 
 
Leaves man, this was somehow about leaves decaying. He decided he had no idea and finally said so. Mac swung Shillelagh with force and Llew moved to deflect blow to the head, but instead of the usual whack, that pained more in soul than body, Mac swung hard at a sizeable rock stuck midair in soil between roots. Rock fell to pond in a large splash while dozens of lifeforms living slow hidden life under cover ran, rolled and slithered in panic to next. 
 
Sudden exposure to light means death by predator fast. Another Bullfinch, Llew moved in closer to observe small creatures scurry to safety.
 
«So small…» 
 
 Llew said softly, watching individual legs of a centipede rolling in synchronisation.
 
«And… Life.» 
 
MacCoulloch said, head-butting Llewellyn soft with stavfe. 
 
 
 
———
Four days later
———
 
Natural World
Road ahead grey and foggy, they kept riding moor north. For once Llew knew where they were heading, Morghenstjiern-shire. Morghshire’ for short and end of the Isle’s, end of the world according to common sense. 
 
Morghe at N57°50’, an oversized sleepy fishing village were nothing ever seemed to change. According to druid-lore containing secrets and layers, Llew had seen some first hand, Morghe’ in her sleepiness peeled onions from apples. Morghshire’ again then the most notorious shire, perhaps after Ayrshire and Carnutes, lay twenty miles south-west of surreal village, deep in highlands. 
 
Llewellyn had been promised an ability to ‘hold and touch’ abstract equations eluding him, whatever the blight that meant. Morghshire’ was different from any other shire or grove. He knew what to expect however, having learnt some before ever joining order, much more since. On rocky-grassy hills, tucked between ridges, amongst sparse high rising brush and scarce forrest, he saw the notorious cauldron from afar. 
 
He also saw a pair of warders stand guard very visibly high on the ridge. Perimeter was set wide here but warders could not hinder all and any local from seeing shiny structure dominate landscape for miles around.
 
Forest surrounding dome a somewhat larger patch, compared to surrounding brush and moorish woods but forest still only barely encompassed grove as it was. Some of the regular buildings were even slightly visible from afar, no hedgehog was kept as was praxis in other shires with insight trouble, or locating close to surreal settlements. But it did not matter, as even the highest trees managed to cover only lowest levels of giant building.
 
Dome-shaped brick and mortar with copper-tin roof glistening, even under clouded sky. Several conspicuous, cylindric, magic-looking bronze-tubes stuck out the roof, some thin and elongated others thick and short, one largest growing wider in scope.
 
 All regular buildings to shire lay in the ordinary pattern but more cramped, reminding LLew of a town, knowing it one of the most populous, housing over four-thousand regular shirelings, twice or trice during high-season.
 
Inside dome, sometimes visible from outside, as part of structure itself, was the gigantic silver-cauldron infused in bedrock. The Cup, occasionally rose high through the seventy-foot ceiling, where cup rose through, dome was built open. Llew knew cauldron had beautifully engraved high-relief motifs of animals, people and battles, whole of its surface embroidered in intricate patterns. Cauldron had gold for gilding, tin for solder, gems and coloured glass beads for carved figures’ eyes. A collected work by Celtic artisans made over spans of generations. 
 
Cauldron still being worked on to this day, hundreds of years after reaching continuous perfection. Many stories, a well known artefact of lore throughout heartlands, locally everyone knew. Many of the few locals wandered, at least once in life, close enough in surrounding highlands to witness dome glisten from a distance. Every local also knew fierce warders stepped forward if you ever tried your luck getting too close but most rather stayed far.
 
The legend of grail was fancied by commoners in the region, everyone knew at least some versions of what really went down. Kings, queens and wisemen throughout Celtic lands learned more intricate details, as part of their proper upbringing, some select few were even graced to visit and behold sight themselves.
 
 A real artefact of magic, something to a large part created by hands of great-great grandfathers, sons of regions blacksmiths, stone-masons, farmers, wagon-drivers all commoners alike. 
 
People living on the Islands’ and northern Moray Firth especially, held it as one of the true wonders of the world, engraved with historic information of Celtica, infused with awesome druidic powers, item of mystique staving off evils of universe, hopefully appealing to gods of reason. 
 
Only druids, upper echelon ele’ and initiate ovaté knew truth behind numerous legends and lore. 
 
High wall of silver, tin and solder gave illusion to account for hundreds of lifetimes of blacksmiths toil done in the past, as well as a good enough reason for copious amounts of silver, gold and other precious metals freighted through a sleepy countryside, metals required to create real wonder inside. Chalice itself was but a shiny decoy, something to hold observers attention and give apparent explanation to even stranger, but initiate allowed entry.
 
LLewellyn entered, marvelling at wonders of macro-scope and micro-depth for hours. 
 
Afterwards he stood outside, leaning chest and arms against a wooden fence looking at sheep down-hill on pasture, feeling battered. A thin sliver of the moon rose salmon-coloured, partly covered by thin white clouds. He glanced back at the copper tubes sticking out roof behind. Knowing now what they were for, quietly chuckling to himself, legends were basically spot on for once. 
 
 Dazed and confused he pondered that learning plane of ecliptic, circuits of planets, in theory, one thing. In theory, earth revolved own axis and revoluted sun, planets raced at astonishing speeds to every beat and sun spun milky-way. Galaxy itself probably having an even larger dance of its own, going round something even further and greater. 
 
Only counting relative to sun, the planet moved seventeen miles to every heartbeat, in a heliocentric reality, in theory. But actually seeing other planets and their characteristics, tracking movement with own eyes through looking tube, that was a shock for real. 
 
He knew from Mac’s lectures ‘telescopes’ existed but had believed them some grander measuring-giant-sextants. Seeing a stormy red spot on Jupiter and discerning Saturn’s rings, looking up wasn’t even the biggest shock, peeking down blew his mind more.
 
 Looking at a hair or flower through Denton-glass in Mac’s office, with magnification capacity between 4-82x was one thing, but down at 2000x world got strange.
 
 He relit pipe and coughed, he almost never smoked, Mac standing at ease next, re-lit as well. Neither had spoken in a long time and Llewellyn supposed it was his turn to say something. 
 
«So all this knowledge, this… SSC, spatial-space centre druid McCormack called it, you’ve had, we’ve had, this…» 
 
 Gesturing to the complex behind, looking for words. 
 
«…Known, this… For centuries?» 
 
Mac blew out smoke. 
 
«So to speak…Yes.» 
 
 Mac grained fresh CBD for the pipe collecting thoughts before continuing. 
 
«…We’ve known about the possibilities… For hundreds of years, yes. Information gained by observing first microscopic life, through the primordial prototype lense Cae-Sylvestre brought back from Serice, now more than six centuries ago.» 
 
MacCoulloch seemed to travel far and wide in memories before returning back to Llewellyn and story.
 
«It seems they have since forgotten everything about amazing potential their discovery once made, perhaps theirs was a one time fluke or more likely an out of place artefact. 
 
Completely forgone any implications such a lens would allow for. By the time I visited, not a decade ago, I found no evidence of them having had any such sophisticated lenses in usage, never mind any micro-tele, macro-scope technologies. We, on the other hand, far expanded on initial insights those revolutionary, perhaps accidental, scientific breakthroughs brought. 
 
We quickly realised to try the other way, sit venia verbo, discovering looking far, far away. Discovery drew order much closer to our scientific world-view of today, changing us in many a great way.» 
 
MacCoulloch took a deep breath, held, exhaling slowly through nose then continued. 
 
«First models we created mind you, had nothing close to scale and precision you observed here today.» 
 
Waving hand erratically as he went on a sidetrack to get to a main point. 
 
«Achromatic lens was created only a hundred years ago, developed almost simultaneous with the multiple-lenses technique. Movable turret, that which you used and observed through today, was only invented and implemented during last decade. 
 
Making a new and better chair, might not seem as important science at first, however it is not always the search for a larger mirror, sharper image but sometimes changes in practicality that leads to changes in design, which ultimately brings you a more purposeful, powerful device. 
 
My point being… It is, ever has been a constant motion of upgrades and betterments, to answer your question simply.» 
 
Llewellyn realised he had not contemplated the idea, that somewhere, somehow, there might be an even more precise, more advanced machination, allowing vision even further out, further in. He asked as much. 
 
«No, this is furthest we can gaze, as far as I know.» 
 
Always that cautionary addendum, a constant reminder that there was always more to be expected, deeper circles within circles. MacCoulloch never claimed to know for certain anything in the world of druidism and always cautioned against believing you knew too much about surreal. 
 
Mathematics and logic had been Llew’s largest hindrance in moving forward, getting deeper into understanding. He felt trapped in mathematical wallpapers of abstract thought experiments with no progress in sight. 
 
Now extreme short-sightedness had shown him bacteria eating bacteria on a leaf. A whole universe of tiny creatures he never even expected, existing in a drop of his spit. Suddenly materialising out of thin air. Finally he understood the stupid answer, and life, from a couple days ago better.
————————-
 
LLew had a fairly strong talent to learn new languages, MacCoulloch had said so himself but still struggled with basic letters of algebraic alphabet, MacCoulloch said so too. 
 
Mac said algebra essentially was structured as any other language, built up by blocks and rules. Mac ever more impatient, had begun forcefully installing algebra on Llew, with two of them memorising long chant-sessions together. 
 
They ran many extra assistance lectiones and as Llew refused to learn. He was ordered an ever stricter penance to study. It pained extra to be forgone so much other interesting learning, relieved from all other duties to study algebra he never liked in the first place, until further notice. Sitting in a cabin, staring at a nonsensical ‘language’ instead of out the window, a complete waste of time. 
 
 Together in chanting, Llew often strayed from target-theories higher up the ladder, getting lost already on lower equations, stumbling often to basic vocabulary. Every aspect of dividing freaking derivatives and imaginary bloody-graphs dipping into double-zero just made his head spin.   
 
- - = +
 
He often wondered if he would ever grasp the theoretical understanding seemingly necessary to graduate Albus’sei. What if he was simply incapable of learning, what if his mathematical senses would never evolve. MacCoulloch had promised him he would learn, if he only kept at practising. 
 
Llew had tried vigorously spending precious own time on learning, a subject he’d started to hate. Often finding himself daydreaming about other things instead of focusing on equations. MacCoulloch told him to, when asked for advice. 
 
Stop vigorously trying to spend time on learning, instead learn. 
 
OneTwoZeroOneTwoThreeFive
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To prove complicated abstract theories, one often needed complex designs created in the real, exact enough to measure against very small variances. Progress towering behind, proved extent to such collaboration, between practical and world of abstraction interact. He found this thought profound enough sounding to be said out loud. 
 
«It’s just amazing to see cooperation that happens, between abstract principles we work with you and I, you trying to squeeze em’ into me’ wee head. Matematica and principa coming to life here so to speak, making it all happen by using the very tools and trade I knew best from before. It’s overwhelming to take in but I do understand so much better now. I feel like something’s settling in arches over me.» 
 
MacCoulloch seemed to taste what Llew said, smacking mouth around before asking.
 
	«What do you mean?» 
 
Llew jumped back in, feeling a bit feverish.
 
«U’know I always have such light-forsaken problems, excuse the language, following you in even easy basic’s, such as diameter is R squared times Pi…And x squared with x in half is x squared in half in x…» 
 
Llewellyn paused, astonished how easy those two came, remembering simple chants without problem. Realising now he not only remembered, he saw them up front on the inside. He felt strongly what he just said was true. 
 
Chants such as these were just memory’s rule, examples to be forgotten as soon as you knew why you held them in the first place. But Llew always struggled, even with short easy memory trails, rule songs, Mac called them.
 
Songs repeated sung again and again, and like any good children's song giving singer a better hold of an understanding. Theory lay between lines of the rule but to Llew even those simple chants were hard to memorise, at least well enough to be used in any further praxis. Rules were only strings, yarn in the nonsensical stream of a gordian knot, impossible to ever grasp or recall at will. 
 
Now that he said the two chants as examples they came running like river-water. Furthermore he knew what he said was right, realising he knew, not guessing. He could correct-check by reversing equation. 
 
Not even Zeus can make a triangle with less or more than 180 degrees. 
 
Made sense suddenly, turning the x’s around gave same result but opposite, proving equation true. Llewellyn put a hand to his head and said into air, as much to himself as to Mac. 
 
«I feel like a fog is lifting» 
 
MacCoulloch held his gaze for a while, deep searching eyes, then turned back towards massive complex looming, up dark gravel road ahead, forrest a black n’ blue hue. 
 
«Schrœdinger equation!» 
 
MacCoullcoh said after silence, using friendly voice but lectionis command.￼[image: Image] 
 
 
 
«H for time…» 
 
Llewellyn began then stopped, looking up at stars glowing velvet blue horizon, Llew closed eyes and concentrated.
 
The Schrôdinger was tricky, although short. 
 
He began again from the entry.
 
«H is for time as iota is for time equalling divergent over h…» 
 
He paused, sure he was kinda spot on so far but not certain about next part. He did not remember theory for what it represented nor was now able￼[image: Image] to memorise on repeat. 
 
«…Derivate over derivate…» 
 
He continued scrambling. 
 
«As…» 
 
He wondered for a long sixty beats what came after as this time, maybe an… 
 
«Iota for.. For.. Time.» 
 
He breathed out last part with final oxygen, knew he got it wrong somewhere but also stunningly amazed that he could even grasp that much, so clearly. Even trying to dig in fog was lifting indeed. 
 
He figured that he now could, would in fact, figure it out through studying and grappling with algebra. Square root of minus one was still hard to visualise in any meaningful way but imaginary numbers existed on a dimension perpendicular to the real number line. Together they formed the complex plain, which meant multiplying with i, rotated result by 90°.
In his head he quickly, optically, went through first grade chants. 
 
X over x is x squared. X divided by x is x rooted. 
 
They came easy, he understood them, saw them as if he had been listening to a song a long time never before realising it had lyrics, now suddenly understanding the words.
 
 Amazed how well he could recall chants, how clear they rang he tried Pythagorean series that he never quite could seem to remember. In quick succession unravelling circle from vesica going through square into sliced pyramid. LLewellyn saw shapes for his inner eye as he thought of them, realising he could zoom in or out on the form of thought. 
 
‘Looking’ at any object, or theorem, he could turn, observe from desired angle. Ruby-red, pulsating formulas appeared at corners to forms, when ‘zooming’, a grid of thin lines vibrated out, touching tangents to other objects further away, appropriately smaller. Zooming on a Gauss-curve, touching circle at maximum curvature showed calculations for tangents involved.
 
 He shook head and looked to MacCoulloch, standing next at ease, enjoying a calm lovely evening the way he liked them. Pipe in hand and star-spangled night-sky around. A shooting star originating in the Draconid-sector burned up troposphere above.
 
 Inside Llewellyn’s head was storming but he simultaneously felt utterly calm and cool. Like only part of his brain was on fire, drugged by some hallucinogen enhancer or drunk on alcohol. 
 
But then again, not really, he also felt really-really clear, what he had just seen and experienced inside magnificent, magic, awe-inspiring building looming behind changed him. He felt more than alive in a sense, likening sensation to Wolf-brother teaching him to breathe proper. 
 
 Everything besides inside head felt completely normal, he had no tingling sensations in hands, or toes like on enhancers, nor feeling groggy like on shrooms. Owl hooted her night-serenade, crickets sounded like always, Luna rising, clouds speed, all just normal. 
 
A beautiful night but in Llewellyn's’ head something major had shifted. MacCoulloch glanced at him, tapping pipe on fencepost, Llew turned back to Schrødinger in minds-eye. He saw equation but realised now resolution was somehow vague, seeing limits to newfound super-clarity. 
 
Simple chants he saw well enough, radiating clear and strong, further down hierarchy, simpler more fundamental formulas radiated stronger.
 
 Higher up equations were faint, smudged, lost resolution when he tried. Most higher levels he knew were unreadably faint, completely incomprehensible. 
 
Once he saw flaws and shortcomings he started seeing gaps and smudges everywhere, also lower levels were riddled with cracks in the logical mental-map mind suddenly created.
 
He realised seeing an extent to lack of knowledge, understanding clear how an advance to higher equations needed solid foundation or forever remain unreadable. Schrødinger was highest level he knew, although a quick chant. 
 
	«I do not know Master, I have not studied equation enough, yet.» 
 
He continued on to redeem his failure. 
 
	«Schrœdinger equation, invented YD92forty…Forty…Something, can’t seem to remember that either. A revolutionising theory that somehow relates to time as a relinquishing sequence into infinity. But I… I don't recall or exactly understand true implication of theory at the moment, nor proper way to handle square root of minus…»  
 
He was interrupted by MacCoulloch simply saying. 
 
«…Through time» 
 
Llewellyn’s mind stood still a moment before racing. 
 
	«What do you mean?» 
 
MacCoulloch cleared throat with a small guffaw. 
 
«You forgot a ‘through time’ after second derivative, Schrødinger laid out his proof in YD-9246.» 
 
 Llew nodded head in amazed bewilderment. He felt he had to say something about newfound clarity or burst at the seams but when he turned to Mac, druid’s eyes were already looking at him calmly, eyes that already knew everything. Llew nodded once and MacCoulloch nodded back. 
——————-
 
Next morning they rode south-west from furthest north-east, traversing Scottish highlands in a leisurely fashion. Down through Northumberland forest and Scarborough Moors. Reaching Blackwaters two weeks later, Mac said they needed to be at Naepyr-Montes, Celt-iberia by fourteenth of Aprilia. LLew did not know why, nor did he ask, instead he practiced children’s chants of algebra whole way with renewed vigour. 
 
Feeling for the first time while carolling on horseback, like an adult playing with children’s toys, he liked practicing them now, rhymes and rhythm.
 
Doodadooa bedaub badabu 
 
Building stronger foundations, Mac taught him new theories daily, for once LLew managed to walk along, incremental baby steps on paths to higher equations, Mac holding his hand. The refraction of light through optic equation opened in a completely new way, he was thrilled, thrilled, when he could not immediately understand or memorise an equation, nor initially comprehend understanding it brought. 
 
Llewelyn pondered then asked, then pondered some more, kept repeating and learning more. Steps upon cumulative steps beneath, soon incorporated into quickly expanding mind-files of algebra. 
 
He felt a closer relation to the man he travelled through life with, spent so many woke days with, knew so little about, who was his mother? Was he ever in love?
 
 Mac lectured about negative numbers and for once LLew could follow.
 
ax3+bx2+cx+d=0
 
«…While the 3d slicing of the cube works just fine, final quadratic, completing square-step, leads to a geometric paradox, we now have to somehow add a negative area. That is where square roots of negatives comes from, an idea of a theoretical negative area. To any mathematician pondering solutions containing square roots of negatives, obvious conclusion was that solution does not exist. Mathematics knew back then, square roots of negative numbers was maths way of telling you there was no solution. The idea of square roots of negatives was as subtle as it was useless but this cubic equation was different. 
 
Cardano’s method did work, but you had to abandon geometric proof generating it in the first place, negative areas that make no sense in reality must exist as intermediate steps on the way to a solution. The following hundred years modern mathematics took shape, in eight century Francois Víète introduced modern symbolic notations for algebra, ending millennia long tradition of math problems as drawings and wordy descriptions.
 
 Geometry was no longer the source of truth, Renè made heavy use of square root of negatives, popularising them as a result. While he recognised their utility he called them imaginary numbers, a name that stuck, which is why Euler later introduced, i = square-root of minus one. 
 
When combined with regular they form complex numbers. Solving the cubic led to the invention of these new numbers and liberated algebra from geometry, by letting go of what seemed like the best description of reality, geometry, that we can see and touch, we got much more complete and powerful mathematics, solving real problems. It turns out the cubic was just the beginning 
 
In 1124 Schrødinger was searching for a wave equation that governed behaviour of quantum particles, building on earlier insights that matter consisted of waves, he came up with one of the most important and famous equations in all physics-history, featured prominently within is imaginary negative number i.
 
While mathematicians had grown accustomed to imaginary numbers by then, physicists had not. Many were uncomfortable seeing them show up in such a fundamental theory, Schrødinger himself wrote: 
 
“What is unpleasant here, and indeed directly to be objected to, is the use of complex numbers. Ψ is surely, fundamentally a real function.”
 
Imaginary numbers exist on a dimension perpendicular to the real number line.
 
Schrødinger put the square root of minus one into his equation and suddenly it made sense, suddenly it became a wave equation instead of a heat conduction equation. Schrødinger found to his delight that equation had solutions corresponding to quantised orbits in Nilshagen’s model of the atom. It turned out equation described correctly, everything we know about behaviour of atoms, the basis of all chemistry and most physics, square root of minus one means nature works with complex numbers, not real. 
Imaginary numbers, discovered as a corky intermediary step to solving the cubic turned out fundamental to our description of reality. Only by giving up maths connection to reality, could it guide us to a deeper truth about workings of universe.»
 
They strived for higher levels together every eve’ til’ reaching the coast, every except one, at Howardian hills when a shepard herded sheep through their campsite at dusk. MacCoulloch invited man for cup of tea, to please share fire. 
 
Herder graciously accepted and without further adieu Mac said.
 
«I’ve never traveled through here before and couldn’t find the usual. I was sure it located somewhere around these northern slopes but I guess I was wrong.» 
 
Man nodded once, whipping back wide brimmed hat, loosening boots, waiting for more before explaining, Mac continued.
 
«So, instead of finding comfort of a ready, we gathered wood and set up here, Llew…» 
 
Quick nod towards Llew.
 
«…Gathered enough to last us the night. Welcome, welcome by the way, please sit down.»  
 
«Thank you sir. No sir’, colden-winds blow hard over here sir, quite often so. Your kin’ likes to have a steady ready lower down, east side down the valley. We gather for a ready there for yours’ but dont often go there ourselves sir, since it is a far walk back to good pastures tis side, hard to find, rarely used sir. We have our own back behind next cliff, over there.» 
 
«Yeah, I looked at that earlier and decided it probably would be a better spot than here but in wrong direction from where I’m going.» 
 
«I understand sir, this is good too sir.» 
 
«Yeah, so what’s your deal, you want a cup of tea or do we drink wine?» 
 
«Yes wine would be nice, thank you very much sir.» 
 
Mac half-rose as if to get jug and cups, became aware of Llew’s presence, and said. 
 
«Llew.»
 
 Nodding up and back before sitting back down.
 
	«Yeah…» 
 
  Mac began over, after first cheer and gallant gulp was had. 
 
	«…So… What’s your deal then, them fine sheep ya’ herding yours?» 
 
 «Yeah, as good as, two thirds of them mine and one eight me’ brothers with a one in ten kickback per head, remaining fifth is co-owned with cousins next village over, two thirds of those heads go on a half n’ half split.» 
 
Herder smiled gritty and spit. 
 
Llew wasn’t sure even Mac could keep up with herdsmen’s equations. After a while of talking, herder relaxed visibly to Mac’s presence, he turned to Llew. 
 
«So what’s bout’ you boy? What’s ya’ deal?» 
 
Llew nodded licking lips.
 
	«Yeah, well…» 
 
Nodding meaningful towards Mac. 
 
	«…I’m trying to become like him ya' know.»  
 
Llew smiled secretively.
 
«Yeah I get t‘at but what’s ya’ deal, whada’ ya’ like doin’.» 
 
	«I like … I like algebra, mathematics, all of a sudden, great food, dancing you know… I kind of love life really.» 
 
«Wow.» 
 
Herder said rolling eyes towards Mac who returned gesture. 
 
Mac asked herdsman, called Gimmel’s, while pouring more light-citrusy white if he puffed.
 
«Oh no sir, not me sir, I’ve tried it for sure but not for me. Dont mind if you do though, I quite like the smell of it. If you would please pour me another mug then, so I can follow you sir, your thoughts better I mean.» 
 
«Oooh’ dont you worry bout that Gim, Llew can run for more winejugs all night.» 
 
«Yes sir, very good sir.» 
 
All three of them sang into cups of fermented grape juice til’ early morning. Sheep stayed close on their own since cold winds Gimmel’s warned about picked up during night. Shelter Mac chose was not the best but the only one for miles.
——-
 
Next day Llew had a slight hangover but mind-files were still there, Llewellyn could access them as easily as he had the day before. 
—————-
 
A Month later, following trail-ruts his lack of knowledge left behind he started recognising smudges that would not clear, no matter what. 
 
What was more disturbing, he saw more of them, holes in his head no chant could ever fill, never mind how hard he worked. Worriedly he asked Mac on the subject having a hard time explaining problem. Mac answered that Llew saw the horizon, limitations to finite mathematics. Some of those smudges would never clear, not unless Llewellyn or someone else solved them first. 
 
Mac laughed at Llew’s naiveté, barking out a, ‘thats what were doing here laddy’. Bellowing laugh pulled LLew along. He had learnt so much, was such a different person than he once was, what he had been before. Could it only be five years since, well six and a half adding the year as a child and it counted, he counted proper now.                 
    —————-
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