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From Translators:

Arthur Armin lived through remarkable and eventful years
which found their reflection in his moving works. Once he
noted that: “The journey towards inner, spiritual freedom
begins when one is physically caged...”

In 2003, Arthur Armin published his literary masterpiece-
“Metaphysics” whose English translation of some of the
poems is presented to the reader here for the first time. The
tripartite work includes 15 poems written throughout various
years, a play entitled “Waltz on the Reverse Side of Planet
Earth”, and a closing philosophical treatise entitled “Meta-
physics: Theory.” All three parts complement each other and
form a singular composition that present the audience with a
unique and different angle of seeing the ‘reality’  of existence
that we call life.

Arthur Armin’s philosophical poetry is the spontaneous
union of sensation and reason, which is the transcendental
weltanschauung of the author.

We must confess that the translation of this deeply
philosophical and transcendental work was not an easy, yet
simultaneously, a gratifying endeavor. We would like to thank
the author  for his painstaking help in editing this compilation.

We hope that the translation of this great work will reach
its appropriate audience.

Suzanna Tereyan
Gevork Nazaryan
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   Vibrations
(15 poems)



* * *

...I am before me, and after...
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IN LABOR

Face, pale,
distorted from labor,

enduring in sweat and bearing the wet.
On the swollen belly, on the vulva’s entry

the moonlight descends its shortage of breath.
The leak of the blood in cold, sweaty drops,

the hopeless wails inside of her space,
are shattered moanings in the Universe…

Through scope of the womb all clustered, replete,
the light- the  new child is making its leap,
just waiting by halt, in longing the slope,

and holding his urge from the boundless void.
The lighthouses, stars
are gazing from skies,

they’re holding their breaths
like caring midwives.

  Her conscious in blur makes scraps of the thought,
through the memory chain, through the memory strain,

that takes her to dept of her childhood
and then…

“...am, i... on... em... Blue, yellow, red...
... Blue, yellow, red... En... on... i... amm...”

“Leaning on sidewalks, the buses just puff…”

“Atop of the asphalt the little girl jumps,
can’t count the footprints on the crust of the street…”
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“The drip of the ice cream on dress that is red...
the mother yelps...”

“The crowd is rushing, they’re dashing to school
to learn an array of the things that are known…”

“...But, no teacher can answer why the sun is so round…”

“The senior from college, the guy with the big nose,
his stare is relentless, constant... everywhere…”

“At one point in time the dream-man will arrive,
the prince, the one... she’s seen in...”

“Death- the thought- brings horror to the mind,
he is gone and buried- the grandfather is dead...”
“The soul is immortal, it’s a traveler, they say…”

“...The candle is lit by the cross, in the shrine...”

“Jesus- his face... Familiar… Seems…
Was he crucified? No. Didn’t happen at all...”

“The tear of that young, crucified man
brings peace… then neglect...”

“Why born and why dead? The game that is lame.”

“Infinity, Universe- unknown… enormous...
feel anxious... scared...”
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“The sun in the Space is a grain of dust;
it’s merely an atom in infinite light…”

“...But what is the reason, the source of this farce?”

“...That One- from the movie, from the dream
didn’t come. Alas...”

“...The reveries of soul never die in time,
they’re always in you, but do not fit in life...”

“...Maybe just live… like everyone else?”

“...That blond was not the one...
he had warm hands and breath...”

“...It was hard to resist,
his hands were gentle… hot…”

“...Some stranger, whose body shattered her inside…”

“Through the ways of the unknown-
the echoes of pleasure were silently spreading,
creating a human- a simple solution…”

“...Somewhere, someone was playing a song...
…A mother and a woman- one body and soul,
but different worlds...”

“...Some distant “I” appears inside...”
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“...A mother and a woman- sweet caress and love-
taking turns in different roles…”

Face, pale,
distorted from labor,

enduring in sweat and bearing the wet.
The soul of a mother- the image is pressed

in the squeezing fist,
in the squeezing fist

of sufferings…

On the altar of sacrifice the sigh of the moment,
on the altar of sacrifice the sigh to the world-

the piercing scream is ready to blast…

The new child’s cry is like a light- tattering Space,
the Earth is moving- forward once again.

The new child’s cry is like a light- tattering Space,
the new born- a new world-

is staring at the old one,
 “Let there be light...”

The lighthouses, stars
are gazing from skies,

they’re joyful in their roles
 as the baby’s midwives.

That’s how the Universe was born-
in the thoughts of the Almighty.

1997, Los Angeles



BIRTH
                                                                   Dedicated to my tormented mother…

Deep in the night, or at dawn,
when the moon cry oozed slowly over the towns,
and the cities of Planet Earth
pipes under their teeth,
rested with lazy snores,
when the globe, changing color,
turned into the body of a dark woman,
and the dreams of billions of people, hanging as clouds,
wove a hat ‘round the pate of the world,
my fetal soul,
through the dark, mad path of the womb,
and riding on the sperm of my predecessor,
whom I, still in the seed, called father,
after nine months of germination,
came forth through my earthly presence,
in the embodiment of… a holy madman.
Years will pass,
and sometimes
clinging desperately to memory’s enslaving bait,
my child-bearing, pubescent mother
will once again recall her labor pains,
and remember her decrepit, thousand-year spawn,
who was born with the wrinkled face of an aged man-
instilling fear in the midwife, who was a male.
Memory’s dying daughters will visit my mother
and lead her toward the slipping days of the past,
and each time, with each departure,
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she will remember the moonlight of that cold night,
when she first met her wizened child,
and with mind-wrenching thoughts of
suspicion, and also terror,
murmured, “Oh, sweet Lord…”
But she didn’t know.
She could not know
how on infinity’s intersections
a child’s vocal gazes, and the embryonic souls,
scheme their dreams
like fine, flickering lanterns,
and, choosing the right moment, express themselves,
becoming manifest as flesh.
She knew this much – that through God’s grace,
from the deep chasms I materialized
and… was given a name.
I was her first-born.

And I, in turn,
turning flesh,
one day entered through the half-open door
of what was long familiar to me as the hotel called “Earth,”
where the muddled family of man
had laws archaic and curlicued.
It had laws
to rein in
and with the brute force of instruction
control the unbiased life beat of crimson spirits
and force them to forget infinity’s taste.
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Still…
I was a traveler, ancient and aged,
who in his head, like a painful itch, sometimes felt
his umbilical cord, pulsating, alert, from the hereafter…
I was bequeathed a good memory.
In the embryo, still, I even remembered how
Noah scratched his ear when he attempted
to trust my, Japheth’s black crow.
I was endowed with affinity-
from the man in Eden to the bushman,
drenched in sweat, shaggy,
from the flood-surviving good judge
to the patriarch, the great arrowman,
from the cave-dwelling, festering misanthrope
to the high priest,
the bald egghead gnawing on the pyramids,
even to the slave who secretly brought
Christ’s wooden cross to Mount Ararat,
and even to those who were
tamely slaughtered by the Turk’s sword-
they were all in me!
I was bequeathed
the entire repository of a multifarious throng.
And they all, with a madcap simultaneity,
lived within me.
Even my father
and my grinning children who I had yet to sire,
all lived within
and assaulted me
with the motley, frenzied passions
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of endlessly agitating self-assertion.
I had to prevail.
I was to defeat them all,
so that, after my death,
I would be able to greet the Lord of eternity.
For I’ve inherited death, too,
but only in flesh.
I am before me, and after.

1997, Los Angeles
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ALLEGORY*

He was a little boy and his father used to take him to watch
the sea. In the morning the sea was as smooth as the sky and
was as white as the wings of sea gulls. In the distance, the sun
was carefully coming out of the sea - sleepily. Yawning like a
lazy princess it was spreading and spreading, and rising higher
and higher. Later it was entirely round and was making a
shining, glossy path on the smooth, wet face of the sea. The
boy was fascinated. So many times he had fancied himself
running by the sea, along the sun-made path. With his arms
opened, he was running and running, trying to embrace, to
hug the sun. And he was sure that one day he would be able to
walk through the shining sun-made path, and reach the sun.
And the sun would let him inside its skin and take him far, far
away.

-  Daddy, Where does the sun come from?
-  The sun rises.
-  Where does it rise from, Daddy?
-  In the East, far from here.
-  Does the sun live in the East?
-  Say it again.
-  What is it?
-  What?
-  The East...
-  It is far, far away from here, there is a lot of sun there,

son. Sun, sun, sun...
-  The sea also comes from the East, yeah?

-----------------------------------------------------------------------
* From the book compilation Letters from Distant Loneliness, 1989
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-  Yes, it does.
-  Do you know how much I love the sea, just as much as I

love the sun.
  Dad, we shall go to the East to visit the Sun, okay?
-  Who? We? Yeah, we should.
-  Who are we, dad?
-  We are men.
-  Is it good?
-  What is good?
-  To be a man.
-  Yes, it’s good.
-  Is it the best thing in the world… like the best of the
  best?
-  Yes, it is the best thing.
-  But what about the sun...

He would ask and ask questions and would receive answers
and would keep them in his mind. He would toss them up,
then would consider them separately, after he would connect
them, put together, and would weave with them- thread by
thread- his golden dream. And the dream would be red,
yellow, blue and as clear as a tear. This dream will always be
with him and will help him to live, to survive.

The boy would grow up and go to school. He would attend
classes, would come and go, and one day he would be told,
“Your dream is not true, my boy...”

His blue, clear eyes would tear, he would choke. He wanted
to scream, stumble his feet, but he wouldn’t do that. He would
run away, he would find a corner where nobody could see him,
and he would cry. He would cry and cry until he felt relieved.
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Then he would wipe away his tears and would make a
decision. He would make up his mind to hide his dream, to
keep it away from people, not to show it to anyone. He would
make up his mind to be like everyone else, but secretly he
would have his own world, his dream!

The boy didn’t know that it was impossible, he didn’t know
that the day would come and he would lose his dream, this
bodiless wish of his soul, for it was said, “Some things are
just preordained...”

The boy was growing up. Years were passing by, getting
shorter with each breathe. Little by little, consciously or not,
the boy who was already a grown man began to forget his
dream. But, somewhere deep in his soul, he treasured it. Alas,
the time flew and it faded away... And he finaly lost it.

Years passed, and the boy who was a mature man didn’t
even realize how he had lost his dream - the dearest thing he
had ever had in his life.

The time would roll and one day his child would ask him,
“What is the sky, daddy? Are there many suns?” and these
memories would come to him and would take him far away,
to the place called childhood. He would remember the sea, the
sky, the sun, his dream... But it will be just a moment of recall-
ing. Indeed... When his lad matures, he will also forget every-
thing, because they say, “Some things are just preordained...”

One beautiful, dazzling day, the man who once was a boy
and had eyes full of wonder, would feel himself aged, and
would understand that there isn’t much for him left to live.
With gray hair and fading eyes, he would recollect his dream-
the flame, the fire of his childish soul, and somewhere deep in
his eyes, one could see the light of those old days shining.
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 And the old little boy would walk to the sea to meet the
sun of his dreams. The sun would swim and swim making fire
in the sea, and then it would come out of the sea like a fiery
ball making its shining, glossy path on the white, smooth face
of the sea. A shiver would pass through his body; he would
understand that it was his last Dawn, his last chance to reach
the Sun.

He would run faster and faster, short of breath, falling but
running and trying to reach the… He would cry out with a
hopeless voice

- Wait for me, my dream! I’m coming with you...

1980, Yerevan
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IF I WERE A PAINTER*

If I were to create... I would art the universe.
And for that
I’d look inward to uncover the depths.
Then I’d pick a white canvas,
load seven colors onto the palette,
and fill my picture with many moon-dipped hues.

In the spheres of the boundless
I ‘d paint man’s endless urge to understand.
And I would fill my canvas-universe
with lucid meaning -  simplified, reborn,
with hidden and imprudent unknowns,
so that the light and shadow, dreams, love and hate
could join in one, like glossy, tender glances.

I’d paint my street with face of the Earth,
like roving memories of oldies.
I’d fill my street with everyone I know,
and I would throw in people of the world,
and God with them… just like the vendor in the corner
selling some ice cream… cheerless smile, so old and weary.

I’d paint the children, fragile, pure,
with tiny, dazzling eyes, and naughty cravings,
Unfolding little world of theirs inside the big one...

-----------------------------------------------------------------------
* From the book compilation Letters from Distant Loneliness, 1989
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Eyes...
I ‘d paint the eyes so wide and open,
that they could look through the past, present and future.
I’d also paint fine girls, naive and raw,
and women who went through hell…
stayed kind and decent though.
And women seeking pleasure,
devoted or for sale.

I ‘d paint old folk as walking memories of the past,
the staggered longings of all the living and dead
of all times…
I ‘d fill my canvas with pain and joy,
sweet thoughts and routed sorrows.

I’d paint a blaring, rainbowed sun above,
that leans on round moon while gently kissing.
And dream-like longings of all those standing on my street,
like birds of azure, towering to the unreachable beyond.
I ‘d paint the stubborn little beast called reality,
that rides on dove of our dreams...

And when it seems that I have painted all,
the incomplete, the universe at least,
I ‘d leave my brush to join them, the whole,
to fit in corner of my painted universe,
and smile with wonder.

1983, Kosh



GUSHING GLOBE*
I am All, and All is in me…

- St. Gregory of Narek (10th Century
Armenian poet-philosopher)

On the bold, shallow scalp of the globe
nine by ten foot medieval dungeon, yet today,
it’s mine…
Above, at the window bars there is a piece of sky,
and it seems the moon is going back and forth in its cell,
just like me...
It seems two prisoners- from above and below,
are evoking God, from behind bars,
like the captives of Chillon...

On my iron desk a half-opened book-
the medieval monk’s hymn of reaching the divine.
The tune of silence in embraces of solitude,
and here I am- thrown out of a gushing globe…
My lips, by themselves, murmur a prayer-
worship,
protest,
apology,
outburst…
All mixed together-
it wasn’t a prayer,
I call upon the monk’s soul…

- You, holy madman, - I shouted,
-You were given a heart for All,

-----------------------------------------------------------------------
* From the book compilation Letters from Distant Loneliness, 1989
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you were given the pain of All,
and a desire
to heal the wounds- of yours and of All…

But why, why me, without my will
I’ve become a hermit in the 20th century,
why the untamed Time
after millennia pause on me… why?
And I,
making my wasted body into a solitary satellite,
spit out blood and dissent with my ailing lungs,
as a loudspeaker for all to hear… for all to hear…

For All to hear…
My Soul is the World-
a moldy barrel of Diogenes,
where All are in a mind-boggling feast…
For All to hear…
My heart is a gushing barrel,
where the flabby flesh of zombies
are roaming the streets
and exist without a soul...
For All to hear…
My brain is delusional and enraged,
look inside and you will see-
the skyscrapers touching the blue-
like a mockery imitation of the Tower of Babylon.

Look inside and you will see-
new religions and prophets-
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springing forth in throngs,
like mushrooms after a rainfall,
as a result of black holes within our minds.
The new world orders, you’ll see,
like new strappados and racks
of Gorgona’s love place…
There you’ll see the crusaders of today-
the new movers and shakers,
who show bogus smiles like coins of gold,
with fake concern for the future of All.
You’ll see meatpackers in our time
as the ruling elites at the top,
decapitating their victims with a stroke of a pen,
deciding the meat price for color and race.
There you will see abundance of wealth,
with free and sweet wanton inside of my barrel,
and the babies all hungry and wretched,
singing the song – “Our life is so sweet…”

For All to hear… for all to hear…
My heart is a gushing barrel,
look inside and you’ll see-
prostituting men and women who sell their soul
to the Great Lie... to the Great Lie,
not for the sake of money,
but for the simple means of being-
yet unknown to the great playwright*,
even in his mind one becomes a slave,
in our time… in our time…
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* W. Shakespeare in the play The Tempest expresses the notion that a slave



You, holy madman, you genius monk,
from your God-given commandments,
we made our own and only one-
the great commandment of greedy vanity-
TO BE IS TO HAVE  – TO HAVE IS TO BE
Yeah!
Someone* long ago spoke in a bewildered voice,
“There will come a great famine- a famine of the Soul…”

In our time you’ll see the masses deceived and so dull,
and deceiving midget-souls, greedy and crooked…

Inside my barrel- look and you will see-
ongoing pleasure, free love and joy,
the play of orgasms- wet and so sweet,
sought-after sins- brand new and modern,
desires of ascension in delusional dreams,
white plague of drugs- so wonderful, pleasant…
You’ll see there-
some fools- seeking freedom and justice,
some fighters for liberty- rebels and destroyers,
some prophets with heavenly dreams,
some martyrs- climbing onto the Cross…

Oh, you surprised genius monk…
Look,
on the other side, from its dungeon-cell

-----------------------------------------------------------------------
has a sense of freedom because even though he is physically a slave, “his
mind remains free to hate the master who controls that body.”
* The renowned Armenian poet Avetik‘ Isahakyan (1875-1957).
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the Moon is witness to our talk,
the Prince of the night knows about mother globe...

... It’s an ordinary world, so full of rot,
yet at the same time so sweet,
so charming, and so alluring,
so chaotic, and so mad,
undefined and free
the whirling spiral of the 20th century!

And this dreadful century-
like a sprinter- craving and deaf,
is rushing and streaming in a lunacy,
seeking a path, not knowing to where.
Deep within inside the towers of filth,
bringing vomit in a hamster’s wheel.
And when he vomits, he stays in the loop,
and when he vomits, he wants it again,
the spinning world- in a race to nowhere…

And I am the lynchpin of this gushing globe…
“I am All, and All is in me…”

You, the hermit of medieval times,
you- who blames thyself
for transgressions of All,
you- who seeks forgiveness for All,
you- the mystery of mercy and sin,
what is your advice to the one
who carries… your Cross…
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What is your advice to the one
who is an ancient clay-body like you,
so primordial, yet so changed.
What is your advice to the one,
who is the creation of the spinning Time,
who makes his emaciated body
into a solitary satellite, a loudspeaker.
What is your advice to the one
who spits out blood with ailing lungs
and makes a confession for All…

Confession for All…
I am the lover of this mad and rotten world,
I am the lauder of this sweet and soiled Eden…
I am the lamenter, and I am the one
in the coffin of this funeral, at the same time.
I am the accuser and the gambler of this dreadful age,
I am the protest-screaming throat,
I am the deaf ear- at the same time.

I am repentant… and a conscious rejecter,
I am the disease and the diseased.
I am the evil good and the black whiteness.
I am the one who asks for mercy and,
I am the one who hears the pleas.
I am the loudspeaker and the receiver.
I am the preacher and…
I am the deafness of the lustful sin.
And yet… I am the mad lover of my crazy world…
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You, genius monk- Righteous and Good,
I didn’t choose my sanctum jail, heavy is my Cross…
I asked myself so many times-
why, why me?
I’ve become a recluse in this horrid Age.

Without a name, without a past, unknown and alone,
one who is youthful, with beautiful dreams,
one who is fatigued and seeks loneliness…
One with a noble heart, who loves his deriders,
one who has pride and always takes- an eye for an eye.
One who spreads ideas- insightful and deep,
one whose words are heard like a spongy hum.
One who has become an anvil under despotic hammers,
one who in turn-
tries becoming the new pounding hammer...

... All of this in a thin body, in my mind,
and all of this- hope, dream, desire, is- imaginary.
All of this- equal halves of good and evil,
and all of this- pointless context of my existence…
You, genius monk- Righteous and Good,
grant me a break… I am so tired...

Like you, who recites his sins –
I can do it too,
like you, who reveals thyself like an open palm–
I can do it too.
My pain- is the pain of All,
Like you, I’m bestowed with the great desire
to heal my wounds... the soreness of All…
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I am like you, and I am so different,
we are separated by a millennia- an Age,
I am so different, and I am like you-
we are united, we have the same unhealing Pain…
You, genius monk- Honorable and Good,
grant me a break… I am so confused…

Oh, look!
Some ladies and gentlemen from my gushing orb
have raised their heads and sharpened their ears.
 – Ladies do not be afraid,
and you, gentlemen, do not grin like hasty boys.
I am the myth of Sisyphus,
who has taken you in and rolls the rock of existence-
which we call the Blue Planet- Earth…

And I will rock and roll
until a new mushroom sickness will stunningly appear,
which was revealed not under my feet, after the bath,
but in my brain, in my pondering mind…
Alas,
oh righteous monk, I think instead of your God,
the mushroom cloud… born from my mind
can spell the end of my gushing globe…

... The fear has engulfed me now…

1984, Kosh
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COLOR PERCEPTION

They-  first time kissers, who’re chewing a turquoise dream,
they-  a struggling sweaty sex-couples
who’re licking the carroty dust,
they-  flame-colored angel-girls,
who will turn into the big-ass women in the future,
and will reproduce illusionary eternity
with hanging cubs on their tits,
they-  unripe princes with the red feathers
whose belief is only an abstract dream,
will turn into the curvy butts that cling
to their canes as elderly men,
they-  pale ideologists
who are only masks in the pointless play,
they-  slave-minded believers or colorless retards,
who in the endless universe try to make a one-sided deal
with their idol calling him/her God,
they-  dirt-colored homeless
who’re snatching their hopes and waiting…
they-  poets-  pretenders-  empty, vibrant, for sale,
who are blacksmithing lies by deceiving themselves,
they…
They all-  who take a new face from sex-cells and dust,
playing the show-  kneading their motion
on this colorful stage called Earth,
which indeed has a passing meaning
in the Theater of Endless-  the Universe.

1997, Los Angeles
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THE COLOR OF OUR AGE

You won’t find the color of our Age
in the bridge of the rainbow.
You won’t find the color of our Age
in the line of any words.
Don’t look for the scent of our Age
in the censer of incense.
Perhaps,
you will find it
in the wild bash of civilization.

Don’t look for the sin of the century
in the homes of the people.
You will find it
in altars of churches, and in gospel of dogmas.
Don’t try to hear an innocent speech
from the lips of the children.
They are born all mature… all adults long before.
Innocent speech from the lips-
you will find it
in the broken souls of those who feel guilt.

Don’t look for the kindness in people’s eyes.
You will find it
in humans’ war-cry,
and in the marches- in public places.
Don’t look for the faith in the hearts of believers,
self-love and doubt- that’s all you will see,
their pray is request and a hidden demand...



Faith...
If you want to find it… look…
Look at the fading pupils of the one,
who is sentenced to death.

Indeed…
Don’t try to find a definition for our colorless Time,
But if you wish,
you will find it
in the heavy books of our retarded ideologues.

1988, Yerevan
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PROPHECY

The Age’s Final Day shall slip away,
carrying sleazy, sticky stares of passers-by
on the sultry tits, up for a grab.

The Final Day of the Age shall slip away,
like the worn ass of a whore
leisurely disappearing in the corner…

She, the Closing Day of millennium,
for the last time,
will slowly dissolve in the rotten mounds of centuries,
and beggars of justice, seduced by empty delusions
will fasten themselves with fresh illusions...

Born will be the New,
the First Day of Virgin Millennium.
It will appear to us like ordinary folk, very simple
(a mimicking butt... just the same as can be),
and will drink the leftover crumbs of our
beliefs and expectations, pitiful crumbs-
denouncing Revelation of John.

Nothing will be missed
from the promiscuous table of civilization,
nothing will change,
and thousands of nomadic seizures of muddy nations
will remain solely as a petition to God’s ear,
time and again...
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~The opening day of the newborn Era~

Holy prophets of multiple nations
with thirsty hearts will drain pleasure
from round-dripping nipples of hers,
And the Prophecy of  Time’s End
will inherit the next Era.
Indeed…

1997, Los Angeles



RACIAL RENAISSANCE

Mix yellow and black with white -
the Gray will spread!

The yellow- slanted eyes.
The black- with hands to knees.
The white- with forehead crease.
The mix of midgets and the tall-

the Gray will swell and rule!

Mix, divide and add,
mix, divide and add,

and you’ll see the image of an alien-
reflection of your future, of your child,

who visits you from time to time
like a vision,

but you call it ET, an alien.

The Gray will triumph,
one type of android- mutant!

That new, dull creature’s breed,
will tell you who you are,

if you should go so far.

In few hundred years, or maybe even more
there will be one and only type of predator.

That is- the mix,
the Gray,

a new type of soul-denier,
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who will recall his nature
 and will blow up his home, the Earth,

then, will invade the Space…
Devour!

All of this will happen…
Of course if… everything goes-

“smoothly” and “successfully…”
Of course in case of…

1998, Los Angeles
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ESCAPE TO REALITY

That soft flesh armchair
diving in,

you… hearing tipsy, beery talk
of pale, exhausted glass in hand.
When sour beer of reckless mind

leaks from slimy lips of yours
and drops

by rhyming, trickles down fast
on the mythic, yellow

navel of world and then…
Skyscrapers in New York

will melt in cry of coming drop, and then…
The earthquakes calm themselves, and then…

Dogs barking,
harlot brainwashing,

mass media will silent…
All.

When cosmic craze
from crash of drop

will finger cork his ears and so
that you can touch
the bedded void

in deep and hazel pupils,
then…

Perhaps,
you’ll get the strength
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to shake that gravitation reason off.
You’ll get the power- cut it up,

the navel cord-
material soft,

to tear apart from
tactile World,

which is illusion…

Then...
Another world will get in you,

with three dimensions absent through,
with absent distance and the time,

with numbers- none, non constant, fixed,
no energy... preservation... laws.

You are alone in here...
Yourself...

all by yourself,
facing the self,
telling yourself
the tale of life-

of death and rise...
Search your existence,

purpose, aim.
Not finding… but…

That sudden flash
with nonsense fairytale...

your life.
What’s unbelievable is pray,
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it’s clear confession
you’ll utter...

say:
“ Once upon a time…

 there was and wasn’t.”
You’ll say and stop

with a spark in mind-
that on crazy Earth

your being just flickers
in the slit of

“Be… Be Not.”

1997, Los Angeles
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BASIC MATH

An infinite atom strives to the smallest- a trance being,
an infinite whole, along with me- is the world-
                                                   irrational, boundless...
The creator flame-  the secretive soul
draws a circle on the infinite canvas.

If we are the pencil on unbounded edge,
who is the artist?

If we are the artist
who gave us the means?

If we are both an artist and means then
where is He… the Lord of conception?

If we are complete, we are lords of creation
sketching the chain of the moments
on the cosmic canvas, knitted by our trinity,

then what is the meaning
of suffocating the canvas with colors?

1997, Los Angeles
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BIOGRAPHY

…Then I find myself in the kingdom of shadows…

When I lost the Essence, I fell from the Source,
I fell into the deep bottom- to the surface of delusion,
to hug the rain, taste the play of breeze,
lick the colors, world,
touch and feel the earth,
to embrace the craze, pleasures of the flesh,
passion of the zeal, symphony of love,
hate, forgiveness, sin- all that through…
At once.
All of these I did- just to find myself…
In the shadows’ dance, I’ll see the Self.

Through the astral streets I’d wander still,
leaning to the walls of my lonely “I,”
trying hard to find “I” in the splinter state
of two beings in one- Essence and the Sense.

My journey lingers on in the tangible realm,
one day I play the flute, next day- I use the saw
to cut the bars of my dungeon, of my cell...
I am a tyrant one day, the fighter- very next,
destroying castles, homes of crudeness washed with fake
of the so-called “elite” on top- that screws the world.

A hermit I become and fall in love with God,
I turn myself into a fool who’s making people laugh.
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So many times I was the lover-knight of time,
intoxicated mad in love- obsession... strive...
not realizing scam of beauties changing sham.
In many lives of mine, I tried to feel the love of God,
but only once I had His presence in my heart,
just once, awaiting death in jail-cell, by the bars.
I tried to be a thief, amuse myself for once
by luck I stole the right ear of Sun’s crown…

Thus, later in the time in what you call a century- 1991,
I thought I knew the meanings, I thought I got it- All,
I found the Devil-guilt, the one I always fought,
then took him right inside and caged my Devil tight.
I jailed that haughty splitter,
but he, the tricky one, was able to escape...

One night the “bitch” took off, just leaving me like that,
I felt relieved, but fooled, then sad, then dull inside.
There wasn’t anyone who could inspire me,
the world became a bore… so meaningless, so void!

Along the time I heard my inner voice in grid,
it whispered in the dark that splitter is a gift,
it lives between the shadows of the architect of mind,
the sufferings, the struggle will always be with me
to fill the essence, to make me one with... Almighty.

In the bewildered state, I roamed the streets of lone,
by looking for my Devil to put him on the throne.
I didn’t find the splitter, he left, he’s gone forever,
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then, in our local paper I placed an ad- to find.

HAVE LOST MY DEVIL
External features:

colorless giant.
A big trickster but not smart,

always opposing,
sometimes vicious,

sometimes melancholic.
He is his own enemy,

uncontrollable.
Will pay a good sum
of money if found.
My current address:

Solar System.
P. S. Please do not confuse my Devil

with your own midget demons.

Alas! he’s gone forever… I didn’t find the splitter.

I understood long after, that my terrestrial lives,
were searches for my “I,” identity, the face,
which I lose every time after finding one,
which I find every time after losing one.
It’s like roles the actor flips to keep the game in grip,
but I was tired, tired from being the hip…

I am an ancient traveler,  so aged, so old,
who fills with sensory colors the vessel of his soul.
Enough of joy and pain- I want to rest, dissolved,
just… to return again to Essence... Home.

1997, Los Angeles
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THE EXILES
                                                                 Dedicated to my wife Anna Terean

Through the cosmic dept
we- endlessly wandering exiles...
Who will console us with affection?

We- the vagrants of the fading light...
Who will forgive us?

We- restlessly disturbed roamers
in rotation of boundless...
Who will call us his children,
who will adopt us?

In which heavenly wharf-
embracing the light-
will we finally rest?

The sought-after peace...
For how long,
for how long should we seek?

1997, Los Angeles
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FIRST PRAYER

From the faces I knew, the last to die was my mother’s...
Mine has died long before.
Emptiness.
Molded walls of jail-cell bore me to death.
The dampness nails itself onto the russet brain.
The flat map of the world, shaped by the termites,
doesn’t amuse me any longer,
and the chase-game of the flies is not entertaining at all.
The cries from the hallway stop at my feet-
they don’t strike me anymore
(perhaps, somebody gets strangled; it’s the same every day).
Emptiness.
Sinking memories.
The inner void jumps out by cracking my skull,
and bouncing the walls, bashes the ceiling.
My colorless being leaks out from the pail of my body.
Death has its color, at least.
Emptiness.
Some sounds start whizzing in my cranium box like crickets.
Someone, under the sheen of full-moon
removed the globe out of his pocket-
which was my street.
The voices start talking inside my brain-
slickly pouring out of my body pores.
Dazed consciousness.
My thumping vain at the pulse of Planet Earth is echoing:
tic-tock, tic-tock, tic-tock…
My finger, like a hound dog crypts to it,
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shouldn’t I push it, bring it to it’s end?
But suddenly,
unconsciously-
the college educated, brainwashed-
for the first time,
the prayer came out,
out of my materialist lips.
- Almighty, I said…
And the auburn walls of the jail-cell
moved away to the edge of the city…
Then to the edge of the world,
till infinity.

Discovering that there are many “I”s in myself,
and the tangible reality is an illusion.
My body is a prison, a cage.
The confinement- is a prison- the second cordon.
The society is a prison.
The planet is a prison.
The theory of relativity is a prison.
The perceivable infinity is a prison.

Carousel, just circle and loop
The song you’re singing I’ve heard long before.

The old song is me, the carousel, too.
I am blended with all- with the day,
the old day that lasts forever.

Carousel, just circle and loop...
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Someone planted the Tree of Good and Evil in me,
and it hurts...
-I am deceived by the snake each moment-
I am eating the apple- each moment
and every second I get kicked out of paradise.
Paradise in me, the Tree of Life within me,
from the beginning I chose the long path-
I chew on an apple (every day, every moment).

Crucifixion.
Crucifixion is in my blood.
One crucifixion is in each red cell.
Nowadays, poets are not crucified by the society.
But they are crucified on death-polls of indifference.
The prayer has faded, the Word has died, -
the flattened brains of the crowd are thirsty
of rhyming songs, they need the squashy clown song:
“…He came out on street and found his little treat”…
Crucifixion is the Creation, the symbol,
but Crucifixion became a decoration on full tits or
plump earlobes and lop-ears…
The wild niggers’ tam-tams
are attached to the ass of refined,
and pious civilization…
One time one is one, times one, times one…

Everybody is waiting for the promised redeemer.
Who cares of purity or being saved-
life should be enjoyed- there is no time...
...there is no time in limitless cosmos.
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Everyone awaits the promissed redemption-
wandering in space.
But… redemption won’t happen.
The Sons of Light.
Even if one is lewd and irrevocable
there won’t be a salvation.
All or None- will be saved.
That None, who’s in a baseball cap
with the hands in his pocket, and tilted neck,
stands on the crossroads of the Milky Way,
waiting for salvation’s green signal.

The Tibetan guys in the crossroads of ceaseless
enjoy their abstract being
and the love of sacrifice is absent.
Through spiritual onanism they get busy
with their minds’ masturbation.
There is no love there.

God is Love.
Love forgives.
Crucifixion is the Creation-
the symbol of self-sacrifice,
the symbol of Love...
Love thy neighbor.
We are gods. Love…
God is Love and Mercy.

Forgiveness, mercy…
Mercy, mercy... but I am not that strong.
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I am nil that has a name,
I am nothing that is everything.
... My lips sealed with the garbage of the century,
came to utter the prayer:
- Our Father, - I said,
and God sat next to me!
- What is your name? - I asked.
- They call me “Marvelous”, - He smiled.
He was such a teeny boy that I got scared that
He would get cold, and I tried to warm His little feet
right in my palms so the cosmos wouldn’t freeze.
And God giggled like a child,
He felt ticklish from my hands.
- Why the world, the telephones, the gender,
death, the chair, incomplete…? -  I talked suddenly.
He pettily smiled and shrugged.
My heart ached.
- I Am in you…Am, Am, Am”, - the stars sang.
I put God on my lap. He was such a tiny, little boy.
I tried to breastfeed Him so He could fall asleep,
but suddenly I remembered that I was a male…
And He disappeared.
I appeared in an edgeless space,
where the stars like nomadic camels
were roaming in the cosmic desert,
and the chimes on their long necks
were singing a circle-dance.
I was tinier and smaller than the atom
in the boundless and murky sky,
and I got terrified. Someone said to me,
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“…Sleep, my baby, sleep”.
Now I was a little boy-
an atom of dust grain on the infinite lap of God...

The wall of the jail-cell closed on me.
The smell of the light scented in my solitary cell,
with the mixed taste of love and the ease.
Someone said,” O-o-o-m-m-m…Amen”.
I understood that my first prayer was accepted.

The wail from the hallway
doesn’t stop at my feet and strikes me.
The whimper of the strangled man heatedly got me,
sneaked inside my body, and gave me chills.
One thought tapped in the air,
“The prison guards will kill the man,” I thought.
Thus, the pot is in my hand.
I hit the bars and howled to join. Protest!
All the doors of the cells screamed from the beat.
The croaky prison chorus started to sing the psalms
by cursing and swearing,
and it became so loud that it shook and scared
the darkness and murk of the planet.
Till...

The squeaking door of the cell has opened.
The gloomy and dull faces
of furious prison guards in my face.
I smiled at them. They didn’t get- I loved them,
they were unripe children.



- I love you, - I said.
They didn’t believe me.
The heavy canes were upon my head already.
One time one is one, times one, times one…
Carousel just circle and loop,
the song you’re singing I have heard long before...

Little by little I crawled towards
death-colored ground of inbeing,
which was the edgeless,
and infinite hidden secrets- a cup of cosmos.
Someone asked me, “What is your name, kid?”
“I am marvelous,”-  I said.
It was three in the morning, Thursday.

1997, Los Angeles
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FAREWELL
                                                                        Dedicated to my daughter Armine

I slipped through doubt’s intersections
and asked the Giver for a pall.
A shimmer burst unnoticed and suddenly
the bounds of the unknown came unhinged,
death’s dull secret dissolved...
A voice spoke to me clearly, from above,
it said, he died.

When I died- in the twilight mist of darkest night
the street dogs did not bemoan the full moon,
nor were the stars maddened outcasts,
the world did not end the next day,
and no solar eclipse was in tow...
I don’t know, it’s just that... my mother cried.

When I died-  nothing changed.
Nothing subtracted from the universe, nothing added,
and the world kept riding its ass, but… without me.

When I died-
the world seemed like a cheap hotel, in a shape of a ball,
and the funny thing was-
it abandoned me!

When I died-  it seemed like the stranger was in a coffin,
and somewhere in the corner my bastard-neighbor was grinning;
so many were crying and wailing, that I felt sad-
how stupid is that!
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When I died-
they covered me with soil, so that I won’t be cold,
they nailed the coffin so that I won’t... break loose.
But I had already escaped, for I knew
I would be a roamer forever,
keep on squirming through eternity.

When I died-  it was... as if I were liberated,
it was an unusual joy,
time and space were left broken,
my spirit clasped the Whole,
I headed straight for the Light.

When I died- I shuffled the stars in my hands,
fashioned a cane and marched on
to meet my fancies in the infinite,
knowing that nothing dies and I’m free,
but then...

...I remembered,
suddenly the warm scent of my baby-girl’s face.
My disembodied soul craved to reach out,
and it burned so bad I sobbed,
knowing-  there was no return.

When I died-
the world died
with me,
for me...

1997, Los Angeles
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The Hollow Men, T. S. Eliot
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Between the idea 
And the reality 
Between the motion 
And the act 
Falls the Shadow
                                  For Thine is the Kingdom
Between the conception 
And the creation
Between the emotion 
And the response 
Falls the Shadow
                                  Life is very long



CHARACTERS

HERMIT  - an elderly man from the tenth century wearing an
ascetic robe.
MILADY   -  Russian princess from eighteenth century, about
forty years old, dressed acordingly.
POET - French poet from nineteenth century, about 23 years
old.
TEACHER - World War II veteran, from Russia, middle aged,
dressed in a suit and tie.
PRISON  GUARD  - from Detroit, USA, the second half of
the twentieth century, about 30 years old.
PROSTITUTE- from Los Angeles, the end of the twentieth
century, black, 18-19 years old.
STAGE DIRECTOR - good looking, tall man in his early
60's, and our contemporary.
GIRL - a teenager between the ages 14-15 looking like a boy.
TV - male and female voices reading commercials.

SCENE
   The action takes place on the reverse side of the planet; on

the invisible for us dimension, where people’s souls appear
and remain in indefinite state of being.

   The stage is half lit reminding a mysterious airspace, where
the dimension like the wall-floor-ceiling does not intersect.
On the back wall of the stage the interchanging motion
pictures of  a) the spiral rotation of the Milky Way in a motion,
b) Sisyphus rolls the giant rock to the top of the mountain,
then the rock slides down, and he starts rolling it up again.

   The music has an essential importance. The characters are
ethereal souls. First, there are only five of them on the stage:
Hermit, Milady, Poet, Teacher and the Prison Guard. Each of
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them separated himself/herself from one another with the
invisible circle around each character, constantly repeating/
acting in a robotic, pantomime manner a certain habit left from
their earthly life. With each movement while touching, they
feel the invisible wall which seperates them from one another-
and thus they feel disappointed. Hermit periodically kneels
and crosses himself by repeatedly moving in the same manner.
Milady fans herself by turning her head right and left as if giving
the orders to her servants. Poet waves his hand pathetically as
if reciting piece of his poetry. Prison Guard beats up a person
with his rubber whip. Teacher holds a point-stick as if
conducting a lesson. Prostitute (after her entrance) whorishly
walks as if showing off her body. All of this is done in a specific
pantomime manner.

   Characters are in trance while each in his/her own circle.
Director sits in the audience, in the middle rows. Later on he
will appear on the stage by the request of characters on stage.
He is the character who proposes the tasks on stage.

(SQUEAK, LIGHT)

POET,- (comes out of trance)-
An infinite atom strives to the smallest- a trance being,
an infinite whole, along with me- is the world-
                                                   irrational, boundless...
The creator flame-  the secretive soul
draws a circle on the infinite canvas.
If we are the pencil on unbounded edge,
who is the artist?
If we are the artist
who gave us the means?
If we are both an artist and means then
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where is He… the Lord of conception?
If we are complete, we are lords of creation
sketching the chain of the moments
on the cosmic canvas, knitted by our trinity,
then what is the meaning
of suffocating the canvas with colors?

[Pause, Music]

Through the cosmic dept
we- endlessly wandering exiles...
Who will console us with affection?
We- the vagrants of the fading light...
Who will forgive us?
We- restlessly disturbed roamers
in rotation of boundless...
Who will call us his children,
who will adopt us?
In which heavenly wharf-
embracing the light-
will we finally rest?
The sought-after peace...
For how long,
for how long should we seek?

[The rest of the characters are in their circles,
Hermit comes out of trance]

HERMIT - Something is coming. Someone is going to arrive.

POET - Did you say something?
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[Squeak. The characters shudder in their circles, periodically
stopping and continuing their ecstatic movements]

HERMIT - Things are going to flip again, here. It’s coming…

POET - I wonder, who’s it… it's good for us though… we’ll
talk, argue…

HERMIT - The arrival of the new is shaking… new stream.

POET - I hope it’s someone interesting… lately, we had this
enraged Prison Guard… just look at the way he beats up people,
furious dog. The Russian Princess always looks ridiculous to
me, she is like a Barbie doll. The Teacher- what a banal mind!
I am always the first one to get out of my state (points out to the
rest of the characters still in trance). Probably, I am the most  sensitive
one, too, ha-ha-ha. I am a poet, am I not?

HERMIT -  …And the first one who falls into madness, and
finds himself in the circle again.

POET - Falls into madness? Maybe. Yeah, the madam with
her big arse took a brake. Soon all the others will take a rest
also, and we’ll get really busy here. Pity, God didn’t give us an
opportunity to play cards here…

HERMIT - Be quiet, cynic…

POET - Come on, now…

MILADY - (Comes out of trance and mumbles to her self)
My goodness, such vulgar plebs... Did you ever question
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yourself why us…why are there only five of us here?

POET- This lady is so cold… like a stone… like a peacock…
so fake, artificial, like a mask. From head to toe… so proud of
her aristocratic title. (Turns to her) Where, your Majesty?
Ha-ha-ha-ha…

MILADY - Why the rotten hermit from the 10-th century,
why this insane from the slums of Paris pretending to be a
poet… yak. Then this Russian peasant history teacher from
the 20-th century, and that prison guard whose snout disgusts
me…

TEACHER - (comes out of trance) I think, the answer to that
question is clear. I am a teacher you know, if I explain it to
you, you’ll get it. When our Great Leader Comrade Stalin
ordered the invasion of Poland… it was 1939…

MILADY - It’s getting closer… it’s coming… it seems…

[Music, horrible squeak.  Prostitute enters the stage walking
backwards and arguing with someone outside]

PROSTITUTE - Yo, fo’ forty bucks go and get laid with yo’
motha, you, stupid mama’s boy! You are the cheap whore,
okay? I’ll give you forty bucks, go and screw your mother,
okay…?  (Talking to herself, while going through her purse) If I chop
it to forty bucks what about my bills… yeah… the rent, car,
insurance, phone. Prices grow like crazy. Forty bucks? No way,
sucker, no way. Ah-h-h… where am I? It’s so dark in here (she is
groping an invisible wall and finally walks forward) Hey, anybody here?
Who are these people?  Hello…
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HERMIT - My daughter, you just died, this place is the
waiting station for human souls. I have been here for more
than 900 years, and I should tell you that the time here passes
differently. A day here might be longer than a century there, or
just the opposite… (suddenly gets in a trance; in circle).

PROSTITUTE - Dead???  You are the dead one, sucker! Who
has died, what souls are you talkin’ ‘bout?

POET - (addresses Hermit) Hermit, so you were telling me that I
was the first one to jump back in my circle?

TEACHER - Calm down, comrade... ehhh... madam, we are
all souls here. All of us died… I mean, only if you consider
bodily, earthly existence, do you understand?

PROSTITUTE - (howling) I am dreamin’. For sure… I am
sleeping. I passed away? Dead? oh... oh... oh... oh...

[The Prison Guard comes out of his trance and runs towards the
prostitute who gets on her knees. The Guard gets his whip

(conditional) and beats the girl on her head]

PRISON GUARD - You are dead, that’s it, you got it? Be
quiet, slut. While crossing the street, you got hit by a car and
died. Shut up or I’ll beat your ass to death. You were told you’ve
died, but no… you still go on… here you go, slut, there you
go… (continues whipping the girl).

[Everyone gathers around the prostitute, except Hermit]

MILADY- Back off, you dog, you country bumpkin. The girl
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died suddenly, unexpectedly, don’t you see? When the prisoners
got fed-up with your cruelty and murdered you... you dog,  had
the luxury of knowing your death was on its way. This girl…
She did not know…

PRISON GUARD - (stops whipping) Go ahead protect her. Both
of you are so alike- she is a street slut, you are the same whore
from the high class saloons. And that was the reason for your
poor husband to choke you to death (the guard gets in trance again
trying to get out of the invisible circle-wall around him).

MILADY - (addressing the Guard) Dogs always bark…

TEACHER - Help… help the girl to get in her circle, let her
spin and get herself together; it’s a simple mechanism, I’ll
explain now…

[The newcomer-girl gets into her invisible circle]

TEACHER - Comrade Stalin said that a socialist man should
be ready for surprises: who would think at this moment we
would get a newcomer? When our Great Leader commanded
to invade Poland, it was 1939…

POET - (interrupting the Teacher) Oh, how many times you should
repeat the same rubbish? Your stomach ulcer that killed your
body and your dwarf soul slipped out of your clay body, sir, do
you know why it happened, where all of this comes from?

TEACHER - From where?

POET - From your boring stories…
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TEACHER - Stupid…

POET - Oh… C’est la vie, she is so cute, but you can’t even
see it, impotent zombie of your Stalin. So in 20-th century
sluts dress up like that, huh? Oh-oh-oh… I love naked butts.

MILADY - (to the newcomer-girl) Nothing terrible happened.
Aren’t you glad to find out that there is life after death, even
though this is just a station where souls wait for the judgment
day or something like that… probably… I don’t know. It’s
probably a waiting station you know…

PROSTITUTE - (coming out of trance) The souls, the angels, so
the Holy Book was true… but where are the gates?

POET- The gates? What gates? Oh, she is talking about the
gates to heaven or hell! No, they are non-existent, got it? In
the spiritual world only self-service is practiced. Just imagine
billions of people and that many serving angels, not considering
the rest of the swarming lives in the entire cosmos that we
can’t even perceive. Look, it’s this: you, yourself can decide
now if you deserve heaven or hell; thus you will enter the
appropriate gate. For example, while dying Hermit was sure
he deserved heaven, but he is here… ha-ha-ha. Look at the
way he prays… funny, isn’t it?
   Mademoiselle, when your soul slid in here, the poor Hermit
once again got into his circle, in the state of his earthly
habits… oh-oh-oh me too (gets in trance again).

[Slight creak, and everybody gets in trance, in their circles again,
grimacing like clowns according to their earthly habits.

The newcomer prostitute watches them].
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PROSTITUTE - Oh my Lord… have mercy...

HERMIT - (monologue in trance- prays in pantomime manner) God…
I, who devoted myself to the ascetic life, I, who physically
abstained himself in the Armenian Highland by marrying
solitude, and prayed for repentance... I didn’t expect that after
my death a new share of suffering awaits me. Why, why
heavenly Judge, why after 40 years of my lonesome life should
my soul wait for another 900 years… But others, all these
others are the children of carnal desires. They never kneeled
and prayed, never tortured their bodies made out of dust. They
could care less about the commandments… and even here,
they continue their devilish games.
    (Comes out of trance and addresses others) You are all devilish
sluts, self-defense is your god. And I… I… I am here, in this
horrible waiting station along with all of you, which is worse
than the hell I ever imagined. Why? Why… my Lord…

PROSTITUTE - (falls into her trance) Why me, but why me…
why here?

POET - (gets out of trance by addressing Hermit; the rest are still in a
trance) My friend… when I was getting drunk or was writing, I
was kind of foreseeing that the bodily existence is an illusion.
Hermit, I know why you are here with us…

HERMIT - Only the One above knows.

POET - No, why… Let’s leave the Creator alone, I will tell
you. Perhaps, here is the purgatory or something like that, and
the earthly just continues up here. I can’t even tell which is
above and which is below. Look, we even dragged our earthly

-  63  -



habits here: you’re praying, I am reciting and I am drunk, the
Prison Guard is beating… and we are just waiting. On the
Earth, from the day we were born, we were imperfect and
waiting to die. Now, it’s all the same here: waiting, waiting,
and waiting! You are as imperfect as we are, Hermit. Probably
you have a long way to go yet.

HERMIT - (monologue) After 40 years of devoting myself to
God?  After my last prayer, my Lord, I gave my soul to you. I
knew for sure that a human being is just a soul, that should
pass through the earthly ordeals. I thought after death, I should
continue my existence in heavenly love and happiness.
      (Addresses Poet) Doubt? Fear? Apprehension..? Yes, I had
that too, but however it wouldn’t even cross my mind, that I
would get as low as these souls here or, afterlife, I would meet
an impudent soul like you, Godless like you…and you call
yourself a Poet... ewww...

PROSTITUTE - (in trance) But why me, why me, why here?

POET - (addresses Hermit) You have the taste of rotten soil,
Hermit; you are disgusting. You’re here because you never
loved anyone. For 40 years you led an ascetic life, and you
still don’t get it, do you? Dummy servant of God! I am sure if
it was possible, you would sacrifice all of us so you could get
to heaven just by yourself. Such a scum you are!

PRISON GUARD - (comes out of trance) This is just a prison
after our death, do you understand? What about other dead
ones? For their souls there will be different floors, and it’s
very possible they’re just like us… they’ll be waiting in their
location… so it is the Law…
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POET - (to Prison Guard) Hey, what do you think, what does the
heaven look like? (Mockingly) Hermit’s imagination makes it a
Garden of Eden, where old farts promenade lazily and
respectfully greet one another while asking if there is any
bad news from the world. And they keep saying, “what a
shame! One can’t expect more from the children of flesh…
but for us, the legal children of God, the mindful saints, who
are in heavenly love and happiness- it’s so hurtful to hear things
like that...”

HERMIT - (to Poet) You, the child of a despicable soul… you
can’t  understand, can you? Perfection is the absence of bodily
pleasures. The beauty of spiritual life is incomprehensible...

PRISON GUARD - (mockingly) No, really, Hermit… can you
tell us how you imagine the heaven? Ha-ha-ha…

POET - (mockingly) Maybe, some place for lazy pigs, where
holy men are busy satisfying their egos. I can’t even get it,
Hermit, why did you deny the life and the world by choosing
the desert. Why… how?

PRISON GUARD - (to Hermit) Maybe you commited a crime,
skipped the law, and fled to the desert... Holy assholy... ha-ha-
ha...

HERMIT - It’s not up to your understanding, insolent, shut
up!

POET - Hermit, you were a desert rat, while I was a Poet, but
the stupid society did not take me seriously. I was getting drunk,
stealing, getting in and out of prisons; I knew every inch of the
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bodies of every whore in Paris. I lived fully! I loved people,
every single one of them, even if they hated me. Yes, I loved
them and at the same time I could care less about them; I was
a loving poet, I loved the world…

There, in the world,
they said that Yesterday is the past- the history;
as if Tomorrow- will be a gift- God given grace…
But the grace is the Present,
there... on Earth...
The warm embrace of pleasure- oh the moment!
Tomorrow will take care of itself,
who cares if tomorrow the sun will rise or not,
the Grace is now- present Day!

When the flower is born from the bush,
when the tree in my palm builds its roots,
when the wolf is licking his whelp,
and the forest is seizing the field
by pushing the weed,
when a fish lays its eggs
on the bottom of deepest- the sea,
and the crab is backpedaling,
when the jackal is howling by licking the moon,
when the antelope scales the hill
and holds the sun on its horns...
When I was saying "Hello" to the infant sun,
I knew- and felt that the Grace is Today-
the Present!
Oh, I really miss my body...

   When I got tuberculosis, I was 23. I knew I was going to die.
I had no regrets about the lifestyle I lived and now I am here.
And this is my present; I got my share of Grace in a state of
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waiting here. A new kind of situation, a new test..? What can I
do? I got what I earned. But, I am losing my mind here… I
hate to be here...

TEACHER - (comes out of trance) Even, I, who was such a
dedicated materialist in my earthly life, and I believed only in
the existence of matter, have here understood that historical…

POET - You didn’t understand anything. If you did, then tell
us how long we have to wait here. Hermit has been here for
900 years and myself… I don’t even remember for how long…

HERMIT - There aren’t accidents, this is the continuation of
earthly tests, and they are necessary. The saints told us that the
purpose of life has to be the strengthening of the soul. And the
strong faith is the savior of the soul.

PRISON GUARD - What kind of faith are we suppose to
have- when the One above is just tormenting us and having
fun? Maybe the medieval life in the 10th century was different,
Hermit. But in my time, people constantly deceived one
another? Faith… in what, whom? The banks were cheating,
same with the insurance companies, the newspapers, the
television... made you into a dumb fool. The prisoners were
always messing with me, and I was doing the same to them…
Spouses would cheat on one another. A child would not finish
the homework- lying to the parents. While teaching morals,
parents often lie to their children; they themselves act
deceivably every day. But, you know… children know
everything, you can’t fool them. The children are able to make
very clear conclusions from the actions of their parents. For
them, life is a game, where you have to pretend to be honest,
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but you can lie secretly. The life game should be pretended to
be honest and the play fair- that’s the way things are. Hermit,
in the second half of the 20th century, not all people care about
saving their souls or anything like that, but at least we had
some laws! The government law was somewhat good, we
needed it. What about here? What happened to the rules and
regulations? What is the law here?
   In my lifetime I believed in UFOs, extraterrestrials… that
they created everything around me, but here, I question myself:
who created them? Then, these souls come about; also- God,
Holy Spirit… okay… okay, but where are the regulations,
where is the justice… the Law? Why am I here, at the same
station with a thief, who calls himself a poet, who I would
rather see behind the bars… and the Milady… I always hated
“old money” people like her…Why I am here? What are the
standards? Rules and regulations are needed here… the Law is
necessary…

TEACHER - The Law? Who are the followers, though? To
make the law work we need a leader. I was a History teacher,
and I know that humanity in order to reach a certain point,
must have a leader. The ideology and a leader… otherwise the
wheel of life won’t spin, do you understand? The humanity
should have a leader whom it fears. Fears so badly that it will
love its leader. For instance, our Glorious Leader Comrade
Stalin understood that and he acted upon it, and our country
achieved progress under his leadership. Life should have a
common purpose and the military-like unification for the sake
of Idea. The Hermit always talks about love and faith, but does
he love anyone? No! What is love? I have understood that it is
actually hate! Love is made out of the dough of hate; one has
to hate… hate so much so he can love… it’s a simple secret…
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ha-ha-ha… Here, we don’t have a Leader. The group needs a
leader… we need that also! We don’t have one thus we don’t
know why and what we’re waiting for. Like idiots we’re
looking for a way out from this station...

POET - Not the station… the stop…

TEACHER - Whatever stupid. We need to get out of the
station, but we can’t. The Hermit is the oldest among us, if we
choose him as our leader, things will turnout fine. We will
listen to him like soldiers, and things will work out, you’ll
see. You know why… because we won’t have the right to
notice his mistakes. If he is a leader, then he is always right. In
fact, right or wrong doesn’t matter, the most important is the
process which should flow nice and smoothly…

MILADY - (getting out of trance) In my opinion… let it be.

PRISON GUARD - You think, it will change something? Ok,
I agree, we can reelect him if needed.

POET - Hermit… the leader? Are we playing a game in here?
Fine… okay… I don’t mind, something new at least.

PROSTITUTE - (coming out of trance) I … I also agree.

[Suddenly a huge rock drops in the middle of the stage.
Roar, everybody gets absolutely quiet. The scene changes: in the back

stage, on the wall Sisyphus rolls a rock.
A heavy pause. The heroes look astonished and scared]

POET - Oh my God, what is that?
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HERMIT - (getting out of trance) A rock. Do you think it’s a
sign? ( he climbs on top of the rock).

PROSTITUTE - What sign?

HERMIT - I am not sure yet, but I think… I am beginning to
understand… When you willingly chose me as your leader I
remembered the ancient secret knowledge. There are six of us
now. Why us though… rightfully noticed Milady? Why six of
us? Certainly, there is a carefully arranged pattern... a program
for all of us here. The elders said that the number six is a
special number. According to the ancient saints’ “…the one of
the six will be saved- the one who is perfect- and he will be
chosen unknowingly to others…” The rest of them will faint
away and disolve. It is said that it “...will be taken from the
unworthy and given to the one who already has a lot. The
chosen will continue his growth- only the chosen one. You
chose me. So if you choose me as your leader, it means you
prefer me over yourselves.  And you are right… I suffered the
most, I prayed and waited. The circle has closed and the law is
completed… let the choice be made! (he stretches his arms).

POET - See...

TEACHER - Hermit, take me with you, advocate for me, I…
I was the one who suggested you, don’t forget. Just one…
only one will be saved? Ah… leader, you are the leader. I just
suggested… accidentally. You are a selfish snake, you…you
are a scorpion, a hermit… a desert scorpion…

MILADY - You have no advantages at all, just the opposite…
those forty years of your ascetic life are quite questionable…
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your… your prayers were selfish, they were not from your
heart… yes. And finally, we may be wrong, right? We are
taking back our decision. Me- my soul will faint away, so a
plebeian, a stupid slave will be saved? No way!

POET - Hermit, your whole life was a contract with God (he
kneels down and mimics the hermit). "My lord, I believe in you, only
if you save me. I pray, but look, with certain expectations".
That was your believe, Hermit, you are a desert monkey, a
selfish  believer…

PRISON GUARD - Wait, wait… Hermit. I gave you my
approval, but I have the right to know whom I choose, right?
Before you became a hermit, tell me, who were you, what
were your sins? Confess… now. Without a confession there is
no way to heaven. You know well that the Holy Book says
"… and the door to the salvation is narrow". Even in the prison,
the death sentenced prisoners had to confess before the
execution; it was mandatory. And only then the decision will
be made… salvation or not.

TEACHER - Yes, confession…

MILADY - Certainly. Tell us the story of your life.

POET - Your sins… so confess.

[Long pause]

HERMIT - (shuttered suddenly) I strangled a girl. Oh my
Almighty Lord, forgive me… After 40 years of repentance…
I forgot Heghine… why (cries). I was a priest in the village,
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and was respected by everybody. And Hegine, that little girl
with red cheeks, who would bring food to me everyday… Oh
my God, I wonder where is her soul now… perhaps, like our
souls, hers is also waiting at the different station… I was
secretly sleeping with her, and when her belly started to grow,
I got so scared, scared of the vengeance of men. They all were
doing the same thing every day, but I was treated as a saint…
I was an idol for them, a symbol of purity. People like to create an
idol that is free of their weaknesses, and if that idol doesn’t
meet  their expectations… They would tear me up into little
pieces… I… I got so scared… the Satan made his nest inside
of me, and one day I covered Heghine’s face with the pillow
and strangled her to death.  But, at that very instant, I noticed
I was horrified… and understood my crime. I fled to the
mountains that night… For 40 years… I was in the desert...
can you imagine? No, you are children of flesh, you don’t know
the Prayer... the Prayer… Her little face hazed and melted away
as the years passed. I forgot the contours of her face and… my
deed. I thought, I was complete in the depths of my soul. I
thought I deserved to be saved... But in this station I am
already for 900 years... Oh my Lord, please forgive your
sinner…(cries).

[Cracking noise. The ray of light covers Hermit’s head]

POET - What is this beam of light?

GROUP - He is leaving… he is going to be saved.

POET - You deceived us all… Hermit, I understand you kept
the secret of salvation. We didn’t know that only one will be
saved. When this idiot offered you to be our leader, we all
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said, “Yes.” Then this brickhead guard, with no idea why, made
you to confess-  the necessary condition to fulfill  the law. So
you are going to be saved on my expense… you sneaky liar!
(everybody attacks the Hermit).

MILADY - Isn’t it so- he killed a human being. A murderer!
It’s the biggest sin there is. “Thy Shalt not kill” remember
God’s commandment? He can’t be saved… and then we
disregarded our agreement for we didn’t know much. We are
not choosing you, that’s it!

[The light upon Hermit’s head is fading away, he is rolling off the rock
and falls into a trance, in the circle he conducts his earthly habits]

MILADY - See… everything is right. Now… I will tell you
about my adventages: I didn’t kill anyone, didn’t torture the
prisoners like this scum (points at the guard), I wasn’t an
alcoholic like this poet-thief, I wasn’t an atheist like the teacher,
I didn’t sell my body, like this new comer, and I think… I am
privileged, for I am, a Noble Lady…
    And now the most important condition- my confession. I
had a daughter. I was a mother… my little girl whom I loved
very, very much…ah, she was a real angel, her soul is in heaven,
certainly… I have to be saved so I can reach her. Do you see
now how important it is for me to be saved... unlike you…
You didn’t even leave children after yourselves…

POET - Who said so… one of my mistresses surely had a
child from me…

MILADY - Mother. Motherhood is the beauty of all. Love,
sacrifice…
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POET - Glory to God, the old times of the kings are long
gone. No one will choose you, a fake doll... Our first choice is
a voluntary election. By the way, you are as whorish as this
prostitute. She sold her ass on the streets and you did the same
shit using your fake title and bogus motherhood, okay?

MILADY - You must choose me, and I won’t forget you.  After
salvation, I will put a good word for you, so help your
Milady…

PRISON GUARD -  Ha-ha-ha! If we were on Earth in the
same facility, I would be thankful to the Russian Emperor. But
now I am thankful to God or devil that I am in the same place
with rich and high-ranked Milady. Who would have thought...
imagine... this would never happen while we were on Earth...
My “working class” vengeance and grudge is now satisfied.
Now I understand that there is a God-ordained Law here...
and now I believe in God in whose eyes we are all equal. And
you, Barbie-doll have no special privileges here at all. We are
all equal!

MILADY - Yak, you dirty pleb… a prison rat who dealt all
his life with street riff-raff, I commanded subjects like you…
While you had foresaken God… my husband and I were going to
the church every Sunday and prayed, yes…

POET - (interrupting) For the sake of maintaining your "noble"
appearance, of course.

[The prostitute, who was busy rearranging her make up and condoms
in her purse, suddenly yells out after stopping counting her money]
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PROSTITUTE - Stop!!!  So there is a deal, right? From what
I got- only one person can get out of here, yeah? That one is
me! Hell yeah! Remember what it says: “Who was the last
will become the first.” It says so in the Holy Book, right?
Hermit, ain’t that right?

PRISON GUARD - Retarded slut, you probably saw the Holy
Book in various rooms of numerous hotels, when your clients
took you to get laid. The stupid tradition of American hotels-
the Bible is in every room. You could’ve not read it in
between getting banged, could you? Poor babe… there is
nothing like that in the Holy Book, believe me…

PROSTITUTE - I betcha there is!

POET - Oh… according to perfect you, the best advantage of
all is to be the last? Yeah, right… forty dollar slut… couldn't
cover the bills, ha-ha… the last will be the first… ha-ha-ha…

[Scream, noise, bustle. The characters start hitting one another; in a
while they figure out that they have been hitting one another in the air
(no physical touching for they’re just souls); Suddenly they turn to the

audience, aggravated and hopeless, they address the director who is
sitting in the audience]

POET - Hey, director, what now?

PRISON GUARD - So what’s next?

MILADY - What are we to do now..?

HERMIT - Until when, God and a human…
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[Director rushes to the stage].

DIRECTOR - I will tell you, but what should I… yes, the
point is… wait a minute; let me grab the script (takes out some
papers while talking, and browses them). The point is the discovery
of the meaning… that is to say the meaning of our existence…
the way the modern science has made it clear- that all the
cosmos is interconnected. It is one living organism which lives
by determined laws from the very beginning. And thus, it turned
out that there is a certain program, some kind of a purpose for
the human kind. In fact, the ancient spiritual masters were the
wisest of all. According to them, our souls get their spiritual
maturation through various experiences. Why? According to
the ancient masters that’s the way to perfection and the final
destination is to unite with the essence of cosmic supreme
spirit, and then the material Cosmos will disappear. Henceforth,
the Super Spirit will remain by itself… after which there will
be a separation again… next stage again- swarming lives,
planets, etc… And the ones who don’t pass the test, will simply
disappear. How you ask? For example, imagine dinosaurs…
those people will become extinct like dinosaurs; in the case of
humans- this will be for those who will not fit the moral and
spiritual criteria. It turns out that the human being is a soul
who has the ability to reincarnate. And the infinite is the One
and the Whole. Can you imagine what I am talking about..? It
turns out that all the people are One and are from a one source,
with very slight differences. But look at you; you’re making
your lives hell for one another, you’re becoming enemies of
each other… it’s funny, isn’t it? Now, pay attention, the
secret… (he looks at his papers) you are one, one soul, and even
more, you’re one genealogical tree… the transfiguration of
the same soul. While this huge rock is the symbol of your
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collective sins.

TEACHER - (coming out of trance) You’re telling... I don’t get
anything from your mumbo-jumbo.

DIRECTOR- I’ll explain: you were different transfigurations of
the same soul at different times. After you got here- the
invisible shadowy ethereal layer of Earth, you were preserved
as an inertious trajectory energy-  which is a memory. Here
you can exist for a while…Okay, let me explain everything
again… in order.

[Director waves his hand, and all the characters get in a trance, but
this time all of them appear in the same circle.  The Hermit is praying

by kneeling in front of Milady; Milady is flirting with the Poet; the
Poet is reciting his poems; the Prison Guard is strangling the

Prostitute; the Teacher is explaining a lesson to the Prison Guard; the
Prostitute is whoring herself on the street.  All these movements are

made in the pantomime style.  These robotic movements continue until
the Director approaches each of the characters,

which are still in a trance].

DIRECTOR - (reading the play) Poor Hermit. You know when
you choked Heghine, she didn’t die… she just fainted. Then
she gave birth to a beautiful baby-boy whom she named Aram.
Yes, of course, you roll your eyes, and hold you breath, you
are surprised… but it is true. Then your son had many children,
and his sixth generation immigrated North… and this Russian
Milady is the offspring of your genealogical tree, the
fourteenth generation. In fact, she is your reincarnation. Five
hundred and forty years after your death, you were born again
as a Milady…
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HERMIT - (coming out of trance) I was born again… reincarnation?
No… according to my church there is nothing like that.

DIRECTOR - It’s written: when they asked the Lord "When
Elijah should come again?". The Lord answered; “Elijah came
and left”. He meant John the Baptist… right? Reincarnation!
Hermit, you do not want another chance?

HERMIT - (changes facial expression) God works in mysterious
ways... Milady… my daughter… Heghine didn’t die… (gets in
trance; in circle).

DIRECTOR - (reading his papers) - And you, Milady, you
delivered two girls, not one. Do you remember, before your
legal marriage, that dark spring evening when it was a full
moon, in the garden, when you got pregnant at sixteen from the
Prussian cavalier? When you had the baby in secret, then gave
her to a peasant woman named Anna for only thirty silver
coins… you forgot about your child’s existence. While
wandering around Europe, they ended up in France. The Poet
is your grandchild, who died when he was twenty-three in one
of the wineries of Paris. Even more… you, yourself are the
Poet… he is just another reincarnation of the same soul…

MILADY - (coming out of trance) The Poet is my grandson so I
was a poet at the time, huh? Oh-oh-oh… ah, I am loosing my
mind. Unbelievable! But in the 10th century, I lived as a
hermit..? I was a hermit… how noble of me..! You, Hermit are
my great-ancestor?! (Gets in a trance; in circle).

DIRECTOR - (reading his papers) And you Poet were born again,
and your soul reincarnated, and was born somewhere in
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Belarus. Your mother was a student of your father, who was  a
History teacher in the local school.

POET - (coming out of trance) Wow… that’s becoming very
interesting… (Gets in trance; in circle).

DIRECTOR - (continues) Poet, you, yourself are the Teacher.
That was the next body station of your soul, which perished
during the war, in 1939, but from a stomach ulcer. Teacher,
after your death, the Second World War lasted until 1945. Your
wife, with whom you lived only for a month, after being in
concentration camp in Germany, immigrated to America. She
remarried and had a baby-boy… You… your soul was so much
in love with that blondish peasant girl that you reincarnated as
her son. Teacher, the Prison Guard of Detroit- this cold American
is the next body station of the same soul.

TEACHER - (coming out of trance) Stalin, Marx… Scientific
Materialism… garbage! We were a castrated generation… we
couldn’t see beyond the matter… I felt, I had a feeling that the
Prison Guard is kind of close to me. This cold American has
my military attitude and a deep penetrating mind… I am him,
I mean he is me... oh my son… (Gets in trance; in circle).

PRISON GUARD - (comes out of trance shaking) I am not your
son, asshole. I am protesting!

PROSTITUTE - (coming out of trance) But why us… why I am
here…

PRISON GUARD - (looking at the prostitute) What? This little
slut? No, it can’t be me… it’s not my my reincarnation. I would
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throw her in jail with pleasure. There is a law for prostitution…
(Gets in trance; in circle).

DIRECTOR - You guys got paralyzed, yeah? Chill out, all of
you are one genealogical tree, and the most importantly, you’re
the embodiments of one soul. At this waiting station you
yourself should find the way out of your future existence. There
is nothing to be puzzled about, you are just the back traced
memory of one soul and the branches of the same genealogical
tree. Why are you surprised? You are souls with no bodies that
can grasp fast and completely the mystery; you can actually
feel the truthfulness of the given information and justice in
general…

PRISON GUARD - (coming out of trance) I didn’t leave any
children after me...

DIRECTOR - (getting down the stairs) True, you didn’t leave a
generation, but this little brat from Sunset boulevard in Los
Angeles, is the next transfiguration of the same soul... for your
understanding we can call it the next reincarnation of your
soul.

PRISON GUARD - No… the brat? Leave me alone, how I
could become a slut in my next life cycle… brat from Sunset?
And a nigger… why?

PROSTITUTE - (coming out of trance) Maybe… because you
always hated colored people like me… You good for nothing
cracker!

PRISON GUARD - (to Prostitute) Shut up, I will kill you…
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     Oh, God you should, you have to, you must be arrested,
put in a fucking jail cell! God, you hear me… the cosmic  Super
soul… you should be thrown in jail… I hate this (crying).

PROSTITUTE - What can I do..? It ain’t my fault... I am the
way that I am, there is nothing else I can do… How in the
world could I know that you were my past reincarnation... and
now you hate me for who I am… I didn’t need all of this, you
know… It ain’t my fault, it ain’t...

HERMIT - (coming out of trance) But of course, she is not in
charge of her own destiny…

PROSTITUTE - Yes, I didn’t make all of this the way it is; I
didn’t even know my parents. I was thrown in the foster
home… yes… and there… oh, it was disgusting. Plus they
always beat us. I ran away… to the street. Then I met someone
who explained to me that the real meaning of life is “to have.”
That’s the most important thing in life, you know. To feel
complete and happy, one should have nice clothes, expensive
cars, a house... Since I was fourteen I was on the streets
sharing my earnings with my pimp; he was a strong man and
he made me feel that I was worth somethin’. I lived my life,
all men admired my body. Didn’t hurt anyone… sometimes,
I’d give it for free… if I liked the man… just to be treated as a
human being; you know… I hated to be yelled at, to be a
slave… but… who owns their own destiny… tell me, who?

PRISON GUARD - I am sorry for your life; all of you think I
am a devil, yeah? I beat and abused people… but… I always
dealt with criminal scum- murderers, rapists... Other prison
guards were making deals with the criminals, for money- how
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do you think drugs and other shit gets inside the prison? I wasn’t
doing it. I kept my distance from the prisoners- that’s what the
law says. I was strict and very official with them… And they
hated me for that… Even my colleagues and bosses didn’t
like me. Everyone was scared of me… Well, I have to admit I
loved that feeling… when they were afraid of me. But I never
broke the law.
        Once one of my colleagues put a vomit pill in the prisoners’
meal. They started throwing up, and the rumors ran wild…
they blamed me and said I did it... That night, the prisoners
somehow unlocked the cell door, and threw a huge sack over
my head and strangled me to death… It was organized by the
warden. The whole prison system was corrupt, and the warden
was afraid of me, but I had no intention to tell about that inside
crap to anyone… Yeah, I was a victim, innocent victim…
       I was deceived all my life… and now, here… what the
hell are we waiting for… a new hell in hell? See, deception
once again…

[All souls get closer, touch one another, they hesitate and
continue getting closer]

HERMIT - I… a solitary soul for 900 years... could I even
imagine that I would find my whole family here, my own kit
and kin, a genealogical tree… Oh, Milady, my daughter! And
you, Guard, how cruel was your Earthly life, I mean... my Earthly
life in your existence… and Teacher… you were killed during
a fierce war… the game of Satan never ends…

PRISON GUARD - Stop that Satan thing, will you? Your
religious devil is a scapegoat of atonement. God- He is the
one... He is our true opposer...
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MILADY - Perhaps… maybe you’re right. My earthly life was
all but empty. I really did not have a happy life... Yes, do not be
surprised… my earthly life was a long chain of monotonous days
of suffering, no enjoyment at all. Yes, I am a milady and courtier,
but our lives on the top were quite boring, you know, it was
luxury, but very stagnant. The only entertainment we had was
gossip, and all of the palace intrigues that were taking place.
We quite often changed our masks... just to make the game a
little bit interesting... We lied, just to fill up our hollow
existence... for God had foresakened us long ago... He created
us and abandoned us soon after… So we’re waiting for
something, and that is the nature of our existence… even here...
      You know, the count, my husband, poisoned me with the
drink… because of jealousy. Yeah, I had an affair with the
handsome young Prussian cavalier… I did  not feel guilty, not
at all. Because I was forced to marry a man who was thirty
years my senior… I couldn’t run away and not marry him. It
was the way of the court. So my life wasn’t all that good after
all… The only happiness that I felt was the only love that I
found... and I was killed for that…

PROSTITUTE - I understand you… I do…

POET - Oh, it’s so annoying here; I wish I could get drunk.
Well… my case is pretty clear. When my first poetry book
was published… It’s funny… in fact, I was swearing on people
and the society I lived in. But guess what, the critics and
publicists declared that I was a genius, a miraculous young
man, so for a while that fame tickled my pride. But then I felt
that everything was a farce, empty slogans… Nothing would
excite me anymore or make me happy. I turned from a writing
poet into a living poet. I left my home, fame, wealth and fled
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to the slums of Paris… to enjoy the wild side of life. Getting
drunk, having lots of sex, becoming friends with whores and
beggars… every day in different places. Soon I got tired of
that too… It’s like something would tell me it wasn’t right…
It was becoming as meaningless as my previous life… just
empty…
    So now, in here... what does God want from me? I am
clueless…

TEACHER - I lived my life like a soldier. I was a decent
man- a teacher. Only once… just once I felt true love like a
mad-man, and my life was a pure pleasure with that blondish
beauty... Briefly after we married, in 1939, World War II started.
Our Great Leader Comrade Stalin ordered the invasion of
Poland… War is Hell. Horrible conditions… dump, gloomy,
dirty, moist, dead bodies…
      Myself… I was a dedicated Communist and a true atheist.
We, the Soviet people denied God… things were fine and clear
that way… no questions, no answers… And now it turns out
that God exists and in fact, he doesn’t give a damn about us...
Our Milady rightfully noted, that God abandoned the toy he
created just like a child gets tired of his toys. I don’t give a
damn that God created us. He should’ve not let it happen in
the first place...

Communism- trash, Feudalism- garbage, Capitalism-
nonsense, and now what… Soul-ism? I could care less about
everything… I spit on the creation and the Creator… We are
the important ones. We are- the One.

[Unexpectedly six souls become three couples, and each couple gets
back-to back making one persona with two halves. Milady unites with
the Prostitute, Hermit with the Poet, Prison Guard with the Teacher.
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They move and talk like two halves in one;
the three couples hold each other’s hands].

POET - (utters Hermit’s words) Oh, Heavenly Father, why the
sufferings..? When I was a holy man... for 40 years I purified
my body by endless prayers...

HERMIT - (utters Poet’s words) I was a poet… a living poet… I
knew all the top whores of Paris, their bodies… I knew every
inch and all the marks on their bodies…

MILADY - (utters Prostitute’s words) Yo, fo’ forty bucks go and
get laid with yo’ motha, you, stupid mama’s boy... If I chop it
to forty bucks what about my bills…

PROSTITUTE - (utters Milady’s words) I used to go to church
every… yes every Sunday, and I prayed and prayed…

PRISON GUARD - (utters Teacher’s words) I’ll explain to you
now: when our Great Leader Comrade Stalin ordered the
invasion of  Poland…… the Soviet people…

TEACHER - (utters Guard’s words) Everyone deceived
everyone. My prisoners… shut up, I will beat the hell out of
you…

[Through pantomime each character unites with another into the one
body and one essence, they repeat each others’ words while moving

according to the their earthly habits: the Poet kneels down and gets up
like Hermit; Hermit is drunk and recites poems; Milady is walking

whorishly; Prostitute gives orders; Teacher strangles a prisoner;
Prison Guard conducts a lesson like a Teacher]
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HERMIT - We are all united and we are strong. God can’t
destroy us. We are powerful. We will resist.

DIRECTOR - (from the audience with the microphone) What the
hell are you doing?! Your rebellion against the Supreme Being
will not save you! The condition is the same! Yes, all of you
are One- one genealogical tree. Even more, you’re the trajectory
memories of the same soul in the ethereal layer. Yes, we are
one, but also each of us is an individual, and previous identity
can’t be lost. Your identities of different reincarnations of the
same soul can’t be lost in the ethereal sphere. Just imagine
lighting a candle from another candle, a flame from a flame-
the fire seems to be the same, but there are two candles, two
identities… Do you understand? Only the best one will be
saved - the only one as a selected kind.

[Three couples separate]

HERMIT - How?

POET - Wait! Wait!

PRISON GUARD - Ahem…

PROSTITUTE - I am tired, really tired...

MILADY - Oh… poor me…

TEACHER - As a loyal Soviet citizen, who knows that there
is no life after death, I got used to that idea, I lived… Here I
realized that after death I can exist... as a soul... which is
immortal... But now you’re telling me that I am not? Who am I?
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Am I a ghost, I don’t get it? Why am I here? (Gets in trance; in
circle).

[Squeak. Light. Darkness. All the characters are in their own circles
and move in the same manner as they did before in pantomime fashion]

DIRECTOR - (from the audience with a microphone) You think I
know? Soul... Teacher, maybe you didn’t have one. All of you...
maybe you were just manifested sparks in your lifetime. I don’t
care, I don’t know. But I know, whoever is more appealing to
God, will be saved, but only by your discretion. You know, it
says “Man proposes but God disposes.” That is your task…
and anything against God is meaningless. Choose, discuss and
make a final decision…

[Creak. The souls freeze, stop and start moving again as if they finally
understood the Director’s speech]

HERMIT - (gets out of trance) Yes, I was a sinner, but then I
tried hard to please God. I isolated myself and prayed, practiced
self-denial… And now, I found out that Heghine is not dead,
and there was no crime of murder, but only a game, a rehearsal,
something like a dream. Otherwise none of you would exist.
Dear members of my genealogical tree, that means- I am the
chosen one (kneels down to pray with his back to others) Glory to
you, my Lord…

MILADY - (comes out of trance) You rotten sack of horse
manure. You did try to kill her, and it doesn’t matter that she
didn’t die. Doesn’t matter, you hear me? You did it, that is the
most important thing. The Bible says that, if you have lust in
your heart… you have already committed a sin. Haven’t you
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read that, religious man?

HERMIT - What a self-serving elucidation of the Holy Book
you have my dear daughter... You really think that you are
more innocent than I am? Well, if that’s the case… You
abandoned your infant! You threw your infant into the unknown
flow of destiny. Is there a crime more horrible than that?

MILADY - I didn’t abandon him, I… I just gave the child
away...

PRISON GUARD - (comes out of trance) All of you are criminals,
but I am a victim, yes a victim! I was only strict with my
prisoners, and that was required by the law. My prisoners killed
me- for I was a man of strength and principle… I was crucified
for standing up for Law and Order.

TEACHER - (comes out of trance and addresses the Guard) You’re
right, my son… No… that’s not right! You are not the one
who will be saved...

POET - (comes out of trance and addresses the Guard) According to
our geneological tree, I am your great grandfather, right? So
my grandson, I will tell you that you are scum! I was in jail,
and believe me, I know very well how people like you make
others feel- miserable, hopeless, and suicidal… You are a
monster- pretending to be an angel. Your supreme pleasure is
to make people fear you… And you were much worse than
you colleagues who were bribed. They cared only about making
money, but for prisoners, at least, it was the only way they could
get some perks... But your pleasure was horrifying people!

-  88  -



PROSTITUTE - (comes out of trance) Wait a minute… hold
on… hello-o-o. If the soul is improves itself in the life and
death cycle over and over, it means that “the last will be first...”
So, it means I’m the mos’ good one! I didn’t hurt anyone…

TEACHER - What a twisted logic! Your theory is stupid; you
are an immoral woman… but I… I am different… Once, in
my town I heard from the priest, that the casualties of war are
innocent and their souls are saved. So, I am a simply a victim
of the war, and I am the most…

PROSTITUTE - I bet you killed many people in the war...
You just said it yourself that you were a follower of your leader.
You could’ve shoot in the air instead of aiming at people, yeah,
but no, you shot people, you honkey!  Then you got a stomach
ulcer and died from it… You are not an innocent victim of the
war!

POET - If my fault was getting drunk and screwing around
with women whom I actually loved... and love is Divine...
then... I don’t see how I sinned…

PROSTITUTE - I got laid lovingly also, you know…

PRISON GUARD - Babe… you were getting laid for forty
bucks.

PROSTITUTE - Fifty!

POET - I am really tired and have no desire to be saved… and
I have no hope whatsoever. I don’t give a shit, just let it be the
way it should… You guys, may tear each other to pieces for all
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I care. I will just watch… it’s amusing… and don’t forget- love
is important, so tear each other to pieces with love, please…

MILADY - Do be quiet… I really cannot stand this… it is so
annoying… I am exhausted…

[In the back, the characters fight with one onather;
the Poet walks away from them toward the stage]

POET - (mockingly)
Disappointment… the feeling
that holds the throat of your essence
with blurry fingers…
Waiting, waiting, waiting,
it is a horrible feeling when...
the death becomes an urge
to get rid of that sensation…
You want to die, to cease to exist...
God... Creation... Universe...
You- cosmic deaf ear,
You hear me… can’t you?
I want to faint away…
Yes, I do!

HERMIT - Oh my God… how tired I am! Waiting for 900
years… exhausted… I am all consumed. My Lord, Jesus Christ,
please save me, intercede for me, please…

POET - (aggravated) Did you call his name? Whom do you
mean when you utter his name? The real Christ? Or the fake
image of him created by you… Who do you mean, you pious
phony?
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HERMIT - Be quiet, you spawn of Satan!

POET - You are the Satan, idiot! Didn’t you figure out until
now that he lives in you, stupid… or maybe you need to create
an image of Satan so you could repent..?

HERMIT - What is he saying???

MILADY - I am terrified!

TEACHER - Don’t talk… I am tired. What did he say?

POET - Be quiet… Creatures like you killed Him! and you
crucify Him every day with your stupidity… and not only him.

We killed so many people
in the name of God… for the sake of the Law…
Oh, a lost world, you’re killing all of your noble men
so the dull masses- humanity could be fed…
Oh, a lost world,
you always gave your martyrs to the dogs-
to the crowd to be chewed on,
and they are always hungry… hungry and greedy…
Oh, Earth, my dear mother,
when you could not abort your noble men
in your madly womb, you just burned
or crucified them for the crowd’s pleasure…
Oh, sons of light… prophets… teachers…
we always killed you and then,
recreated your image again and again…
We edited your teachings to suit our needs...
We altered your teachings
to fulfill our shabby satisfaction.
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And then,
by knitting the crown of legends on your names
we crafted you into a godly and immortal image-
in order to let the things stay the way they are...
Murdering masters, we put their scarecrows
on historical squares for worship…
In the scorched memory of time, in every cycle
we turn them into statues in order to
distort their teachings, their real essence.
But why? Quite simple-
if it is hard for us to hang them
on the poles of indifference,
If it is hard for us
to silence the newcoming Sons of Light
then we should murder the new saint
in the name of the old one.
We want the shape of belief- religion,
and not the faith itself,
we want scarecrow like totems,
but not the meaning- essence...
By using edited past we have to twist the present
and march to the future just like that.

We ask for salvation, no, we demand it!
From whom? From us, or God?
To be saved? Who deserves it and why?
We have to die… disappear… That’s all…

     Everyone thinks that everyone else here is scum, a bastard,
but not him, and that’s who we are… A scum like me shouldn’t
be saved… I don’t need it… for what and why?
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[Long silence follows; in a while it becomes unbearable,
and the Director hurries to the stage]

DIRECTOR - (running) So does everyone agree with the Poet?

  [Silence again; it confirms the characters’ agreement with the Poet]

DIRECTOR - Yes…There is a tale; you know… the myth of
Sisyphus- the myth of a human. Sisyphus tried to cheat and
violate the Cosmic Order. According to the myth, he deceived
His Highness Death and imprisoned it. So there was no death
in the world any longer. The gods corrected his error, and
punished him. He had to roll a big rock from the bottom of the
hill to the very top of it… so when he got the rock to the top of
the hill, it would roll back where it came from, to the bottom
of the hill. Sisyphus had to roll the rock again, and again… he
was immortal, and his punishment was eternal. So what is the
meaning of the story?

TEACHER - There is no meaning… endless suffering- that
is all.

[The image in the back of the stage changes to the spiral shaped
Cosmos. While talking, the Director walks around the characters].

DIRECTOR - There isn’t? It’s just seems like that. The meaning
is internal. Imagine, for the first time Sisyphus rolls up the
rock all sweaty and tortured and the sufferings and hell gnaws
his soul. What do you think… did it feel the same when he did
it for the first and the tenth time? Oh, no! In the beginning,
when he rolled the rock up to the hill he felt deeply tortured.
The rock slipped down. For the second time, when he started
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again, he felt disgusted and anguished... oh hell! The third
time, the world became dead and absent for Sisyphus. Only
him and his destiny were left. On his fourth attempt, he tried to
adjust to that kind of existence- to adapt to his new life, but he
did not succeed and became disappointed. For the fifth time
he succeeded, in some sense- he accepted his destiny. The sixth
time, while rolling the rock up the hill, that crazy Greek tried to
find the inner meaning in his meaningless action, and he found
it! If you look, you’ll always find! For the seventh time, the
senseless process of rolling up the rock became a pleasure for
Sisyphus. Yes, pleasure… and you know, it seemed to him
that he actually cheated on his own destiny, but the gods thought
he really did suffer. Sisyphus tried to cheat again, you know,
he was a human, human like us. However, for the eighth time,
his soul became empowered and wiser as he realized that his
punishment was a gift from gods, and that it was the only way
to the inner perfection. In the ninth time, Sisyphus understood,
that the meanings can be internal only, and that he is in fact in
eternity. The tenth time, he didn’t roll the rock anymore… well,
even though physically he rolled it… he worked, but, his soul
got out of his body-shell, and actually started wandering in
the boundless cosmic space looking for his soul’s chimera…
So one day Sisyphus found out that the piece of rock and
everything connected with it has disappeared. He understood
that in the timeless reality it never happened, it was just an
illusion.

[Creak, darkness, light. The image of Earth is on the back wall of the
stage which is rapidly spinning left and right; the street images-

people, cars, action; the souls (characters) appear on Earth]

GROUP - Where are we?
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DIRECTOR - (from the back of the stage) You are on Earth… you
always were here, but only on the reverse side of the planet;
after your death- in the reverse and invisible spin of Planet Earth…
     Immediately after your death, your first experience was
surprise and hope, for you grasped at once that you exist
without your body. Then you started waiting and waiting, for
something unknown, not expectable, for something indefinite
to be brought to your soul. So you began to live by your
memories…
     After the Prostitute came, the sixth to enter- the first task
became clear- you have to choose only one, the best amongst
you, and others should cease to exist forever. So, what is noble
in the soul: to care about personal salvation only, or to try to
save all? But look… you were hostile and only saw the enemy in
each other.
     When you received the second task to solve, which was
that you are one genealogical tree and even more- you are the
various transfigurations of the same soul… you made a mistake…
You did unite and declared God your enemy, a gambler! Maybe
you really need an external enemy in order to unite? Yes, all of
us are One. When you realized that you started to sympathize
with one another. But in the third task, when it was announced
that the conditions were the same and only one could be saved,
you repeated the same thing- you started scorning one another.
However, this time, subconsciously you felt something new,
all of you announced that you were tired and exhausted, and
that you didn’t care already what would happen. God’s ways are
mysterious: the Creator is not a maker- the creation is His self-
expression, he is in you, and you are in him. He may open the
gates of hope, but not the solution. He offers the task, but you
are the one who should take the test to solve it. But when we
solve it, our roles change- we, humans, propose the task and
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God becomes a solution searcher. The sacred scriptures say,
and you are gods- meaning humans, understand? The Supreme
Self influence upon us is the same as our own impact on the
Supreme Self. Men can change the destiny from the bottom to
top, even the whole Cosmic Order. You should find the way of
eternal life or get lost without finding it. After the Poet’s
outburst, you probably, found some way to be saved… or it’s
a new task, I don’t know…

[Creak, darkness, light; the souls are in a room where a girl with
shaved head, wearing earrings and thorn jeans. She is listening to hip

hop music with her headphones and dancing at the same time.
She is in her home. The characters/souls see her

but she doesn’t see them]

DIRECTOR - (continues) And you’re given one more chance.
The time gap between the times of the Hermit and the Prosti-
tute is one thousand years, the last thousand years… You see
this fifteen year old teenager… she is at the gates of the new
millennium. You are the back traced energy of her soul… she
is the new millennium of the world and it’s up to her, she is
your hope and salvation. If she is saved and succeeds taking
her test, all of you can be saved because all of your collective
experences are contained in her.

[Souls gather together and watch her]

HERMIT - Is it a girl, or…

PROSTITUTE - It’s a girl, even though it’s hard to say, you
know; now days them kids dress the way they like to dress...
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MILADY - What is that noise… what is that tied to her ears?

PROSTITUTE - These are her earphones… you wear them
to listen to music.

PRISON GUARD - Hmmm… if this brat is the one to save
us, we are all screwed… for sure.

HERMIT - Why not? She is a very good child. This is our
girl, right?  She is so skinny, like a hermit. Her face is so pretty,
never was exposed to the sun, it’s pure and naive… as pure as
the childhood itself. I have hope on her...

[The music gets very loud, and the girl starts dancing, then she drinks
from the bottle and gets the needle from her pocket and shoots a doze

of heroine. The characters /souls get restless]

TEACHER - What is she doing?

PRISON GUARD - Getting high... the little punk.

PROSTITUTE - Yeah. She is doin’ drugs right now.

HERMIT - What is that?

PRISON GUARD - Well, how can I explain… You put the
drug into your veins or you smoke it and it makes your mind
delirious.

HERMIT - Oh, so it is like getting drunk? Oh my God, the
poor child… but why is she doing it?
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MILADY - Perhaps, she feels miserable?

POET - Life is stressful or boring you know, and one wants to
escape it with wine or women. Yeah… I know from my own
experience…

PRISON GUARD - You are trying to justify it… that’s all
there is to it… We, ourselves are responsible for making this
world a tower of evil and trash, and once we see the results of
our deeds- we call our life unfair…

[The girl lies down on the couch and starts flipping the TV channels
on the remote control. She starts reciting while the six characters/souls

are in a trance and they repeat their earthly habits
(strangling, giving orders, praying etc). The TV gets loud]

GIRL - (singing rap) -
- We are the lost geniuses of the 20th century,
the dying century- the beheaded gladiator,
because we understand that the world has a soul
and it’ll loose it.
We are confused children of the ending century,
We are the prodigal children who are tired of boredom-
for there is no faith in our mind’s tendons.

TV (on air; different channels)-
- Double burger, 99 cents only!
tasty and affordable- only at McDonald’s!
- Buy one, get one free! Eat and be happy!
- Daddy… everything is so beautiful around here… yeah!

[Pause. Black screen TV set]
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GIRL (singing rap) -
- We are the worn out essence of time,
who have an itching desire and for that
drag our bowles on the our asphalt reality,
for we need a stimulus, to be entertained… get busy.
We are sworn witnesses of exhausted meaning,
who bites its tail like a wild dog or barks at the full moon...

TV (commercial) -
- Sony TVs are the best! A box, a simple box
with a screen where you can fit your imagination,
you will never be lonely again...

GIRL - ...To brainwash us day and night….

TV (continues) - ...A box full of images…
it refines your good taste and way of life…

GIRL - ...And makes people dull…

TV - Buy now and save big! SONY...

[Pause. Black screen TV set]

GIRL (singing rap) -
…We are like a kid, who pissed on the lawn,
and hopelessly crying for no blue balloon came out of it...
With no purpose, surrendered to the flow of life,
we waltz at home in a place called “Planet Earth…”
in a big rotation of the Cosmic Ocean...

TV (different channels) - …Do you really need friends, social
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life, more worries, unnecessary hassle?
IBM with a fast-connection Internet is all that you need! These
are your real friends, the whole world at your finger tips...

GIRL - …Yours… like an illusion... a convenient society of
isolated people- dull and lonely...

TV -  IBM… 30% off… see the world through your screen!
Get it now- don’t wait until the end of sale!

[Pause. Black screen TV set]

GIRL (singing rap) -
- You know… we don’t love anyone,
Even our brothers and close ones… we don’t...
We die out in the pale stream of existence by
losing the spiritual… for we’re tired of waiting…
You see…
we don’t even protest against God
who abandoned us, because we have no throat for it…
nevermind the fist and the fight...

TV (different channels) -
- Chevrolet- the car of the century!
- Refrigerator- spacious and convenient!
Your food will stay fresh and cool - guaranteed!
- The best tooth brush ever...
- Trust Bank- your bank...
- A video tape that has the true word of God...
- Benny Hinn- the Profit of God...
- You can have it only for $20!
- Home and auto loans- low interest!
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-  ...rights to the...
- ...animals...
- Women and children...
- ...and our flag flying on Mars!!!

GIRL - We created Time and Space. Bing Bang theory and
the Number Constant, the Law of Energy, and lots of other
nonsense…

TV(different channels) -
- A  lover… the first minute of your pleasure is free…
- Let’s pray together: Hare Krishna... Hare Hare…
- Call 1-900 and have the best time ever- call me your "babe"…
- UFO…
- ...should I eat this?
- Daddy, look… the world is beautiful!!!

[Pause, black screen TV]

GIRL (singing rap) -
- We don’t even have an enemy
who would put some pressure on us;
the Satan changed his position long ago.
He took our side. You see, we don’t expect a miracle
or a Judgment Day, because it won’t be accepted as it should.
In our home called Earth we waltz with no purpose,
so we can dry out our five senses;
we wish for the best… but what?
Something… we don't even know what..?

[The girl stands up, wipes her teary eyes, scatters around, makes up
her bed, opens her closet and starts rearranging her CD rack]
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POET - She is a poet, I like her… hopeless, but wise. Over
time...we accumulated so much dirt and rot that this poor child’s
life has become meaningless for her...

PROSTITUTE - She is singing a famous rap song.

HERMIT - Her thoughts are so hopeless… She has lost hope
in changing anything... She is the wise and crazy humanity
itself. She doesn’t pray, but she is so lovely…

MILADY - She is like my daughter…

PROSTITUTE - And my sister... You see, in my next life
who I am!? I am not a whore in my next one…

PRISON GUARD - I pity her, she is like me… and understands
that she was deceived from the beginning… we ruined her life…

TEACHER - She is a peaceful soul, she doesn’t fight against
anyone...

HERMIT - Let’s pray for her… for us… she is our hope, let’s
pray for her and for each other.

      [Everybody kneels down and prays, but they doubt and stop.
 The girl gets the gun out of a drawer and starts cleaning the muzzle]

POET - I think, I can predict her thoughts. She and I are the
same inspiration of the past and the present. Now… now she
will talk.

GIRL - That soft flesh armchair diving in,
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you… hearing tipsy, beery talk
of pale, exhausted glass in hand...

POET (continues) - When sour beer of reckless mind
leeks slimy lips of yours and drop,
by rhyming, trickles down fast on the
mythic, yellow navel of world, and then…

GIRL (continues) - Skyscrapers in New York
will melt in cry of coming drop, and then…
The earthquakes calm themselves,
and then…
Dogs barking,
harlot brainwash,
telemetric…
Silent… All.

POET (continues) - When cosmic craze from crash of drop
will finger cork his ears and so
that you can touch the bedded void
in deep and hazel pupils…

GIRL (continues) - Then… Perhaps,
you’ll get the strength
to shake... it off,
that gravitation reason off.
You’ll get the power cut it up,
the navel, cord, material soft,
to tear apart from feely World,
which is illusion…
Then...
Another world will get in you,
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with three dimensions absent through
with absent distance and the time,
with numbers none, none constant, fixed
no firm of energy or laws...

POET(continues) - ou are alone in here,
yourself.
All by yourself,
facing the self.
telling yourself
the tale of life
your life of die,
the rise, revive.
Search your existence,
purpose, aim.
Not finding… but…

GIRL (continues) - That sudden flash
with nonsense fairytale... your life.
What’s unbelievable is pray,
it’s clear confession
you’ll utter, say:
“ Once upon a time…
 there was and wasn’t “.
You’ll say and stop
with spark in mind
on craze of Earth
your being just flickers
in the slit of “ Be… Be Not “.

POET - (suddenly screams) She doesn’t care about anything, she
will kill… herself right now… at this moment…

-  104  -



GROUP - How???

PRISON GUARD - She’ll commit a suicide … I know, I’ve
seen it happen many times…

[Director runs from the back of the stage to the front]

DIRECTOR - What??? This is terrible… it wasn’t planned!

HERMIT - Oh my Lord, suicide is against the commandments:
if she gets rid of her body voluntarily, there is no hope… she
is so young…

POET - She is the hope itself… no. She is the conscious…
she is the soul of the world, and once she is gone, the world
will lose it…

PROSTITUTE - (screams) Don’t do it. Please, don’t…
sto-o-o-p, you hear me!

MILADY - Oh no… oh… no, no, my cutie girl… oh-oh…

TEACHER - She is disgusted from everything and everyone,
can’t you see….

PRISON GUARD - She was sentenced from the beginning…
we prepared a hell for her from  the very beginning of  times…

DIRECTOR - What a resolution what the hell is this? Don’t
you dare girl, don’t you dare!

 [The Girl shoots herself in the mouth. The souls freeze]
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TV (screams) - 99 cent hamburgers- the best deal in town... (Pause.
Back screen).

  [Darkness, light, the girl’s body is on the mattress, but the girl (her
soul) in a moment unites with the rest of the souls (characters) by touching
an invisible wall (her corpse remains on the mattress). Everybody
surrounds her and takes care of her. Darkness again, then light comes
on, and the room disappears. An unknown dark place in the Space, the
mage of spiral galaxy appears on the back wall of the stage along with
the image of Earth spinning right and left. Noise- loud creak and Earth
slowly is fainting away. Silence]

PRISON GUARD - But why did you… why..?

PROSTITUTE - Oh, my… my sweet sister…

GIRL - This was the last thing left for me to do. I know you…
I don’t expect you to forgive  me… or love me… I don’t…

PRISON GUARD - Oh, no… in every deed of yours we have
our part, you know. When we lost our last chance and you, we
understood… now what? Who? Salvation… who needs that,
when... (breaks down and cries).

HERMIT - I think, the time came to disappear. We destroyed
ourselves… everything… Sweetheart, we love you; we are all
One, you know… we have nothing to share anymore, nothing...

MILADY - (screaming) It’s all the same…

PROSTITUTE - (addresses Girl) I love you, and… and
everybody… I love you…
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TEACHER - (screaming) Wait, wait… look, we are still here,
we didn’t disappear, we still feel one another, don’t we?

HERMIT - Oh, Lord, oh my Lord,
please give us a new path, once more…
Only love is unconditional… eternal…
Our Father- eternal Essence
Holy be Thy name
Thy kingdom come -
Thy Love come… unconditional and… eternal...
For Thine is the kingdom,
and the power, and the glory...

 DIRECTOR - And the rock remember, we have to roll that
rock… it’s a human rock…

[Characters/souls and the Director get together and start rolling the rock]

POET - An infinite atom strives to the smallest- a trance being...

GIRL - An infinite whole along with me is the world-
irrational, boundless...

TEACHER- The creator flame- the secretive soul
                  draws a circle on the infinite canvas.

PROSTITUTE - If we are the pencil on unbounded edge,
    Who is the artist?

MILADY - If we are the artist
     who gave us the means?
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PRISON GUARD - If we are both an artist and means then
                                 where is He… the Lord of conception?

HERMIT - If we are complete, we are lords of creation
     sketching the chain of the moments
     on the cosmic canvas, knitted by our trinity...

DIRECTOR - Then what is the meaning
                         of suffocating the canvas with colors?

[Pause, Music]

GROUP - Through the cosmic dept
we- endlessly wandering exiles...
Who will console us with affection?
We- the vagrants of the fading light...
Who will forgive us?
We- restlessly disturbed roamers
in rotation of boundless...
Who will call us his children,
who will adopt us?
In which heavenly wharf-
embracing the light-
will we finally rest?
The sought-after peace...
For how long,
for how long should we seek?

THE END

1998, Los Angeles
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“As a man who has devoted his whole life to the
most clear headed science, to the study of matter, I can
tell you as a result of my research about the atoms this
much:

There is no matter as such!
All matter originates and exists only by virtue of a

force which brings the particles of an atom to vibration
and holds this most minute solar system of the atom
together... We must assume behind this force the
existence of a conscious and intelligent mind. This mind
is the matrix of all matter.” *

- Max Planck
(German theoretical Physicist

who originated Quantum Theory, 1858-1947)

* From the acceptance speech upon receiving the Nobel Prize.
J. Davidson, The Secret of the Creative Vacuum, The C. W. Daniel
Company, Ltd., 1989.
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The Essential Poem
(Metaphysical  poetry*)

If we conventionally take into consideration Ludwig
Fuerbach’s statement that “Music is a monologue of sensa-
tion and philosophy is nothing less than a monologue of
reason,” then an essential poem, is from the very essence of
the true poet, trying to transcend the three-dimensional mate-
rial world by projecting his inner being through the union of
insight and reason, and to uncover the very meaning and pur-
pose of life. Not the material objects seen by the naked eye,
but the unseen, mysterious meaning, to understand beauty,
ugliness, cause, and even that which is beyond cause.

True art lies between the tangible reality and the spiri-
tual plane (without a clear boundary between the two). Art
should be the preparatory step to the spiritual realm.

Today’s science is an integral way of understanding the
manifest reality, through the empirical means of observing the
parts in order to try to form a theory on the “sum total” as
truth, while religions try to explain parts of the whole through
presenting their subjective view as the ultimate truth. How-
ever, metaphysical art is a manifested union of transcenden-
tal insight and conscious reason. That is why metaphysical
poetry is not constrained by any time or philosophical under-
standing of a particular era because within its “core” it con-
tains the transcendental insight. Also being essential, it can-
not only remain in the transcendental realm, because at its

-----------------------------------------------------------------------
* Meta-physics, - “Beyond physical realm.”  The Greek word Meta = (µετá)
= “beyond.” The Armenian word for metaphysics is- µÝ³½³ÝóáõÃÛáõÝ,
(transliterated- bnazantsut‘yun) which means “Essence of physical nature.”
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“core” it contains the conscious reason.
This type of poem is able to give a more complete view

of virtual reality, being the union of the above noted two prin-
ciples. Metaphysical poetry is a sixth sense, a symphony of
thought- between tangible reality and the spiritual plane. It
becomes a spiritual path that seeks to find the essential. It comes
about through the author, who becomes an intermediary of the
spiritual realm: he is the “receiver” and “giver.” However,
his perception of the meta-realm (beyond physical realm) is
only partial and its manifestation is much more limited than
the received thought from Noosphere. A true transcendental
poet has the ability of connection to the Noosphere (sphere of
thought). He seeks the meaning of being only for himself. His
spirit is a “cosmic traveler” and his discoveries are tools for
himself at the crossroads of this journey which later can be-
come a source of inspiration for others. For him, art is only a
means to expand his worldview and his inner being. Because
all of the manifestations of higher art (literature, music, paint-
ing) are means to communicate with the life-giving Essence.

A transcendental poet is able to see the division of his
higher self and his tangible existence and tries to understand
why it is so. During his lifetime, the concepts of his inner
world undergo changes because he is on a spiritual journey of
self-discovery.

The producers of higher art and science are in and of them-
selves not simply creators, but are the “cursed” and at the same
“blessed” receivers and transmitters of the divine.
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Metaphysical Poetry
[Outline]

Metaphysical poem is an entry into the sphere of the es-
sential.

1.- Spiritual Logos (“the Word”) is the divine life-giving
Essence of a true poem.

2.- True art is the communication with the vibration of the
Noosphere.

3.-   Metaphysical poem is a meditation and a prayer, which
connects the higher self of the individual to the essential source.
Metaphysical chant (type of a prayer) is a compelling force to
grasp, to know and to understand. This mental and spiritual
course of action ultimately brings a state of inner tranquility.

4.- This burning desire to know is an extreme manifesta-
tion of self-centeredness. At the same time it is the ultimate
act of selflessness.

5.- Metaphysical pondering is the entry to the higher self
and thus to the true essence of the individual.

6.- Metaphysical poetry, like a Logos, contains within that
which Is (essential- “content”) and that which is How (mani-
fested through a form).

7.- When (in art) the How (a mere form) is being chased
and placed as a priority instead of uncovering and knowing
the essential source, that type of expression becomes artifi-
cial.

8.- Metaphysical poetry is a message that contains a philo-
sophical weltanschauung which as a basis has its own prism
and gamma of seeing things.

9.- Metaphysical artworks can be based on previous philo-
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sophical worldview; however the highest value is attained
when this type of art gives a new angle of the view, a new
weltanschauung about life and the true essence of existence.

10.- Individual’s soul can be seen in the depth of his dreams
and imagination. When it comes to a poet, this is reflected in
the strokes of his pen.

11.- Spiritual imagination of a metaphysical individual is
just as subjective existence as the three-dimensional tangible
reality.

12.- The gift of the Noosphere, the poetic revelation of the
Idea, is the transcendental state which one has to feel and not
simply come to learn.

13.- Often, only after many years the author comes to a
deeper philosophical evaluation of the true meaning of the
metaphysical poem that he produced.

Metaphysical art is not a new concept. Poetry at the be-
ginning was metaphysical (transcendental) in its nature. For
example, old Egyptian prayer texts and Vedic mantras, Arme-
nian sacred texts like the Song of Songs by hermit monk Gre-
gory of Narek (951-1003), were types of metaphysical poetry.
A renowned Western piece of metaphysical poetry is the Ser-
mon on the Mount (Matt. 5). Few of the many examples of
modern metaphysical literature can be seen in the works of
Fyodor Dostoevsky (The Idiot, Brothers Karamazov), T. S.
Eliot (The Hollow Men). Metaphysical poetry is the vehicle of
connecting the individual’s higher self with the Noosphere.
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Transcendental Logos

1.- The Absolute, is the Cause of all causes. However, it is
the Essence which is beyond cause and is Self-determined.
We can call It transcendental Love.

2.- This Essence makes up the transcendental Logos, which
has phases of manifestation: Chaos, Theos, and Cosmos.

3.- Order is the adversary of Chaos, and Chaos is the en-
emy of Order. This act in and of itself is sequential and vice
versa.

4.- The ultimate manifestation of the Essence is Logos (the
Word).

5.- From Logos emanates both, seen and unseen.
6.- The seven layers of the spiritual realm manifest them-

selves on the physical plane and have their interplay which we
call cosmic life.

7.- Everything in cosmos is subject to symbiotic movement
through the interaction with each other, which in turn creates
the symphony of vibration. Most refined waves strive to mani-
fest as particles- and vice versa- a group of particles has an
urge to become a new life-form, which is a wave. This is a
sequential process.

8.- The human being is a divine spark who through physi-
cal reincarnations has the opportunity to spiritually evolve.
The far-reaching purpose is to become a transcendental being.
Usually the concept of reincarnation is not properly under-
stood. In reality, particle’s “point of view,” the experiences
from the previous lives/reincarnations “seem” to be its own
experiences, but from the point of view of the higher entity-
wave (group of particles which unite to form and change their
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nature as a wave), it is simply the wave’s manifestation in the
tangible field. Only the union of the above two subjective views
can give us a more or less objective understanding of the true
nature of reincarnation.

9.- Every biological being undergoes an evolution in its
own loop. Every biological being has a consciousness.

10.- The Cosmos is Information and a Great Symphony of
vibration which is a concept; universal Idea. Information is
Energy. Cosmos in and of itself is a fundamental field of In-
formation.

11.- The most profound metaphysicists: artists, scientists,
priests, ideologues, are sensitive to the quantum waves of the
Great Symphony of vibration. They all speak of the various
details of the same Logos through different means. They are
all limited in their discoveries.

12.- Not knowing is slavery, knowing is a tragedy; the cos-
mic act is a comedy, a farce.

The receivers and transmitters of transcendental knowl-
edge are extremely few. However, the subsequent dissemina-
tors of their ideas are many and the consumers are in thou-
sands. Every human is not a Homosapien, and thus is not a
thinker.

G. W. F. Hegel noted that it is a rare occasion to see an
educated populace without a metaphysical perspective.

Being - Conception - Genesis
According to ancient metaphysical teachers and later on

the father of the philosophical school of the dialectic- G. W. F.
Hegel, the Supreme Spirit has three phases. In his book, the
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Philosophy of Spirit the father of dialectics calls the first phase
subjective spirit. The second phase is called objective spirit
and the third one absolute spirit.

In the first phase, the One- the Absolute Supreme Spirit,
is in and of itself, and the tangible reality as its creation is
absent (because there is no comparison) and hence it is a sub-
jective mode.

In the second phase, it manifests and creates tangible
reality which is the product of its mind. It has the ability to
self-reflect and is thus objective.

In the third phase, the Supreme Spirit returns to itself,
once again there is no tangible reality but in this state the spirit
has achieved self-realization.

However we must make a “minor addition” here, by not-
ing that the above three phases are not “processes,” because
the latter is an aspect of time and space but the infinite Su-
preme Spirit is beyond all of that. The above noted three phases
are only an imagination of the mind of the Supreme. Tangible
reality of many universes is merely a mind-game (illusion) for
the Supreme. For us, inhabitants of the cosmos, the Supreme
Being is an imaginary abstract being in our minds. The only
possible connection between Homosapien and God is the spiri-
tual mind.

The Supreme Divine is Essence. Its manifestation is the
Logos (the Noosphere of Essence), from which stems the meta-
reality and the tangible reality. The essence, being and love of
the Logos is one. The Logos is the Idea of the Supreme. Idea
is the Life and the Will of the Essence. The essence and the
being of the Logos are the same (however, the essence and the
being of a human, a particle of the Whole, is fractured). The
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existence of Logos is transcendental. It is at the same time a
tangible manifestation and abstract, essential.

The purpose of both, Microcosm and the Macrocosm, is
underlined by the urge towards maximum pleasure, although
the above noted two realms are at odds with one another. The
Macrocosm as the Great Symphony of vibrations desires to
manifest as particles, and the latter - Microcosm - having within
it the divine essence, wishes to know and ultimately become
one with it. This is the process of dialectic vice versa vectors
one wanting to transcend into the other.

The renowned Hermetic axiom of as above so below
shows us that the principle of the tangible reality and Noosphere
are similar. In the physical realm, the human being has two
ways of experiencing pleasure: tangible and transcendental
mind. These in turn, function in two ways through reception
and release. Tangible reality contains the possibility of receiv-
ing pleasure through our five senses. The metaphysical state
of the mind is a sixth sense which in turn is the first of the
other five senses that are dormant in the human being and in
this phase of evolution have not been initiated.

The transcendental state of the mind
The Revelation of the Idea (its process: reception and re-

lease) are beyond animal (base) instincts and the only possi-
bility of transcendence in the physical plane. The creative pro-
cesses of the transcendentalist are divine and metaphysical
moments of bliss. These instances of elation breach the gap of
duality between man’s essential higher self and his physical
state of being (the Logos is transcendental and thus is differ-
ent). The Logos is both, manifested tangible and at the same
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time abstract essence (it is both the particle and the Whole; it
is both the particle and the essential force of it). Logos is eter-
nally in a state of self-fulfillment. This is in opposition to hu-
man being who is fractured into essential higher and corpo-
real lower selves which creates the duality of discontent. This
torment of inner dissatisfaction of the human being creates
the urge to strive to self-realize, to become one with his es-
sence. The reception of the revelation of the Idea by the tran-
scendentalist happens through his essential higher self. The
transcendental individual who is in direct connection with the
Logos (the Word), receives the revelation of the segments of
the divine, not through auditory, visual, verbal or schematic
language, but through its own unique “language of communi-
cation.” The Revelation of the Idea is to be in a transcendental
state, which is contemplative-sensory condition. This state has
its patterns of various “intrigues.”

The Revelation of the Idea is a state, which has its own
formula of a consecutive process: Idea - Condition - Idea.

A. Idea: The Revelation of the Idea comes by itself with-
out any invitation. Transcendental scientist or artist does not
know when, why and how the revelations arise in him (for
instance the phenomena of Évariste Galois, Kahlil Gibran).

B. Condition: The state of the Revelation of the Idea brings
forth the contemplative-sensory “calenture.” The frequencies
of vibrations of individual’s higher essential self and the vi-
brations of the Revelation of the Idea become reconcilable.

C. Idea: Individual in the transcendental state experiences
realization of the Idea- segments of the divine and ultimately
alleviation (a physical parallel of the above noted can be seen
in intake/impregnation followed by release/childbirth).
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The Revelation of the Idea in high art and science seems
to be the discovery of man, but it is merely the partial uncov-
ering of the great Logos by certain sensitive persons.

The realization of the Revelation of the Idea by an artist
or a scientist is reproduced according to that individual’s in-
ner being and worldview. This process of regurgitation of the
Idea does not evolve in its disposition, but appears according
to individual’s spiritual (inner) content and solace. Finally, the
revelation of idea changes individual’s inner content. Through
his creation, the transcendentalist seems to be in a process of
“recreating the world” via his outlook and the notion of “play-
ing dice” (various scenarios), even sometimes through pure
coincidence. However this is not true. The freedom of the tran-
scendentalist to create is restricted; he only has an illusionary
freedom, through various limited combinations (for instance,
the two dice have 12 sides and multiple combination possi-
bilities, however they are not boundless, unlike in the instance
of the Supreme Essence).

The human being, as a rational atom who possesses the
divine (eternal) spark within, has the urge to become one with
the Essence. However, his will is nothing and his freedom as a
human being is limited. His ultimate Destiny to become one
with the Essence-Infinity is not of his will and choosing, but
that of the divine Logos. This condition is not the interplay of
Logos but actually its own necessity of existence. The Logos’
love-creation of the particle is only conditioned on its own
necessity of existence. The same relationship exists between
the Logos and its parent – the Supreme Essence. The micro-
cosmic metaphysical being is like a miniature model of Mac-
rocosm. He is creating because he cannot not to (as a type of a
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human being), it is his obsession.
In the case of individuals and societies there exists a

plethora of possibilities for spiritual evolution such as art, sci-
ence and sacred teachings. The role of the transcendental in-
dividuals in the spiritual evolution of the society is tremen-
dous. Be it in arts, science, religious mores and even in the
formation of peoples and nationalities. Nations do not create
Individuals but the latter, as mediators of the Noosphere, cre-
ate the former. From its very inception nation is a kind, which
through its specific language acts as a formulator of thought
in the mind, and has its unique vibration frequency which as a
kind is based on its connection with the Noosphere. Strong
Individuals with transcendental inclinations, act as the spiri-
tual connectors (“antennas”) to the realm of the Logos by re-
ceiving the specific vibratory ray which molds the particular
group of people as a nation.

The receiver and giver - the ascended master, the “holy
madman” of ancient times (a highly charismatic and zealous,
transcendental Individual) - stands at the cross point of the
“vertical and horizontal” axis and has at his disposal a holy
prayer which is a form of metaphysical poetry. They receive
(“vertically”) the Revelation of the Idea from the Noosphere
and transmute it (“horizontally”) to the people. This is how
new communities, new societies and nations are created
throughout history.

Essential poetry is the reflection of the vibratory ray be-
tween the two realms of matter and spirit.

“In the beginning was the Word…”

2002, Los Angeles
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Arthur Armin
(Arthur Babayan) was born in

Yerevan in 1958 and from 1990
lives in Los Angeles.

Arthur Armin is the author of
many articles and books. He is
an honorable doctor and full
member of the International
Academy of Sciences of Nature
and Society (Moscow - Yerevan).

A. Armin lived through re-
markable and eventful years
which found their reflection in
his moving works.

 While a university student,
he spent many years as a politi-
cal activist and spoke out about
the injustices and abuses in the
Soviet society. In 1981, after few
months of his graduation, he was
framed as a “criminal” by the
officials of the Soviet regime and
was subsequently imprisoned for

seven years. While in prison, he
wrote his first book - Letters
from Distant Loneliness.

A. Armin was only set free
after numerous pleas by some of
the leading intellectuals of the
time when the totalitarian grip
of the Soviet state was crum-
bling.

In 1989, with much diffi-
culty, he was finally able to pub-
lish Letters from Distant Lone-
liness.

In 1990, Armin left the USSR
and came to the United States in
order to freely pursue his cre-
ative work.

In 1996, he published his
poem Little Mher (based on the
ancient Armenian national epic
– The Daredevils of Sassoun), a
superb transcendentalist literary
work, once again written during
his virtually complete isolation
in the physical, but as his work
attests - not spiritual confines of
prison.

In 2003, he published his lit-
erary masterpiece – Metaphys-
ics (whose English translation is
presented to the reader here for
the first time) which includes a
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play, collection of poems and
philosophical treatise written
throughout various years.

In 2007, he published his The
Ancient Pagan Bible: The Epic
of the Daredevils of Sassoun,
with the follow up volume, The
Gate of Mithras: The Ancient Nu-
merical Structure as a Model of
the Universe in 2008. In both
works, he decoded the true hid-
den meaning of the Armenian
Epic. These works were in many
ways follow ups to Little Mher.
The difference is that the The
Ancient Pagan Bible and The
Gate of Mithras dissect the great
epic through the scientific, astro-
nomical, astrological and math-
ematical prisms (as opposed to
the literary-artistic genre of Little
Mher) that formed part and par-
cel of both the epic as well as the
ancient cuneiform inscriptions
made at the primordial historic
sites like the Gate of the Sun God
Mithras in the capital city of Van
of historic Armenia.

Between 1996-1998, Armin
was the chief editor of the popu-
lar Let There Be Light LA  Ar-

menian literary journal.
In 1999, he organized Spurk-

Diaspora, an Armenian cultural-
literary society dedicated to the
presentation and publication of
the work of scholars and writers
from around the world.

In 2000, Armin wrote the sce-
nario and co-produced a do-
cumentary film Right to Exit on
the trial of Dr. Jack Kevorkian.
The film included segments on
assisted suicide that led to the
charges and arrest of “Dr. Death.”

In 1998, Arthur Armin has re-
ceived the annual Jeanie Emer-
ald Star Angel Award of the Cali-
fornia Motion Pictures.

In 2003, Arthur Armin was
made an honorary doctor and
made a full member of the
International Academy of Sci-
ences of Nature and Society
(IASN).

In 2007, the European branch
of the IASN for his Ancient Hea-
then Bible awarded Armin with
the Cross of St. George.
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