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Since he has been in hospital, Gabriel with the skill of a conjurer steals knives and scalpels. With them, he slits the veins in his forearm to squeeze out the stone dust that has formed into clots, which shackle his joints at the slightest twitch of the hand. The voices of death and the wails of dying patients that echo eerily in the hospital colors, especially at night, do not reach him.
Nobody suspects that Gabriel is emulating the solitude of the rock. He neither wants nor permits anyone's to inhabit his wasteland. He strains to keep for himself at all costs that nothing of his, which is all that has left. Before he jumbled fairground of senseless passage of time his sand-filled honeycomb beats the hour of the bee's infallible precision and of the mute moments of transience which are thrown into the crevices of nothingness where his long-delivered mail is pilling up; where the thirst for the irreversibly vanished days, months and years is stowed away; where the countless sleepless nights and the deadened echoes of the hammer's blow are straining to revive and where the muffled chipping of the chisel in the heart of the stone are striving to be heard anew. His calloused hands with more sand in them than in blood flesh and bones want for the last time to grasp the force emanating from the skull and turning into the essence of light... 
Beauty is vanished as have also dreams of beauty the moment the right to the chisel and stone was so cruelly and insidiously taken away from him, the right to the only truth in which he believed.
Wherever he turns, from the whiteness of the walls, behind the bars on the windows, behind the voices that dissolve into inarticulate echoes, behind the silence Gabriel as if in a cinematography sees clear-cut images of the destruction of the most precious works in stone, sees hordes of people who call themselves architects of cities shredding them into bits and building them into cellars, into the walls of the foundations of houses, into stairways and pavements in front of large and ugly municipal edifices.
Dense air brushes the immobile and cracked lips that have turns into leeches, whirls around the disheveled skull and then flees into the wind whining and whistling. More distant from himself than ever before, he has the frozen observer of a world doomed to humiliation to which he is convinced, he no longer belongs.
Too meek to abandon the silence without a cry, he tries to imagine and define this constrained on par the need and the unfeasibility of its realization.
At night when the world sinks into its illusion of peace, serenity and calm, Gabriel meads the invisible earth in his white pillowcase and learns once again how beauty is fashioned out of Nothing.
And in daytime, in the bright tomb of dreams his body is transported in exultation and his soul is ever more deeply and clearly immersed in pride, while as in a trance, he tirelessly walks along the paths of the fenced in hospital grounds...

I

…The  twenty-first  day  of  my  stay  at  the  Orthopedic hospital  was approaching. For me it was very important date. After three weeks of intensive care, the moment has finally come for me to leave the hospital without plaster on my leg though with the help of crutches, and to switch over to home therapy along with indispensable rehabilitation for a certain period.
Carelessness, absentmindedness and dulled reflexes due to exaggerated inactivity and habit to use the car on every occasion, were fatal for me as well as for many others who come to know during the short time of my treatment.
Skipping over every two stairs in the effort to get out of the building as quickly as possible, I slipped, and clumsy as I was I found myself lying at the bottom of the stairs with the pain in my shin. As I felt, the bone was not able to sustain the unnatural position of my body and I was taken to hospital. The x-rays showed a double fracture of the shin, which confused the doctors; the fibula an incomparably thinner bone was intact. Fortunately, it was a simple fracture so the surrounding tissue was not affected. The plaster and hospital care were indispensable.
The first few days simply flew by under the impact of the recent shock and in this belief that all this was happening precisely to me. I learnt to know my own pain, trying to endure it with as much dignity as possible. 

I was put in a room with the largest number of beds in the entire ward where the immobile and serious patients were placed. As soon as I felt pain in my leg diminishing and this was while I was completely at rest, I started to look at the other patients with greater attention. With ease and simplicity, which on other occasions are not typical, the first contacts were established and first conversations started. I was astounded with how much pleasure people talked about the misfortunes that had befallen them and which they had survived by pure luck. Among us with less injures their stories simply provoked our jealousy. Their importance rose in our eyes, because of the intensity and loftiness of their pain hundred times greater than ours; and perhaps also because with part of their soul they had felt the breath and death; they had spat into its face and managed to evade it. That was the first time I understood how a man could be fortunate even in misfortune
There were ten of us in the room. The eleventh bed, just next to the door gaped empty. It was used for urgent interventions and for those patients in post-operative shock who, there being no other place for them elsewhere were temporarily brought here. They only stayed for a day or two and then the bed was empty once again.
„We have bed that devours people”, said one of the patients which provoked laughter.
In that confined space, speech is the only link between people. However, stories and confessions that can be heard are mostly biased and simple. They are told the way they happened, in a disconnected and muddled way. At first time this may irritate the listener, until he comes to realize that the word there is not only used as means of possible contact and understanding but also as useful way of mass therapy.
There were patients in the room condemned to permanent immobility. That was the case of the young man from Krusevac. As his car was completely smashed after the accident, he kept asking his sister who visited him every day what were the prices and possibilities for the purchase of a new one.

His name was Verdant (the Cheerful). The name matched the expression of his face on which a smile was present. He cracked jokes, talked about the events of his native land, told us unusual spicy stories and made the patients and hospital staff laughs and all of them loved him for his affability. He knew that he would be permanently tied to the wheel-chair and he joked about it “I don't care - he used to say - I will be able to crawl and it's better that way, I'll be in the company of bugs, worms and rain worms and it will be more amusing for me in their company than wasting time with you. I will find a job on some farm as a keeper of snails and turtles and in my spare time I will cultivate flowers and plants that grow slowly. I can smoke, read, I can sing, I can hear well, see even better, I shall learn to play the guitar. You are laughing, you think I am talking nonsense. You find it funny. Let us chase each other, who catches up with me. I will treat him with food and drink in the canteen. What a joke it will be tomorrow. This will be the headline in the newspapers: “Nine mummies chase the cripple”. Why are you so downcast liven up ... you are alive...”
The majority did not understand, I did. He could live. And without it, he could do nothing. When man loses all else, even that is sufficient.
I realized that in the hospital milieu whatever the illness might be hope is never lost. Hope is therapy.
Here, each patient had a Pandora's Box in his possession; only hope had crept out of it with diseases and evil of the whole world and the box without hope had lost all value. That unreal category, as unreachable as happiness, has nowhere in the world its place so clearly defined as in institutions of this type. You find it in the words, recognize it in the eyes while they slowly and inexorably fade, in the movements of injured parts of the body, in the tasteless jokes at somebody's else or your own expense, in some wrenched out moan, sigh, twitch on the face and in a rare curse at the expense of God and fate. 
There I learnt that the other doctor was bad, that he was a good-for nothing, a dilettante. All doctors are the other doctors - only the first who treats you is also the best; the one who has operated on you; who has invested his skill, talent and knowledge in your salvation, who neglected his family and his personal obligations for your sake. You are his most successful work, part of his prestige and proof of his talent and ability and you are proud of it. You are proud of your wounds and if you survive, even of your scars, just as you are proud of the child who has the best marks in the class. The scar is, in fact, a part of the body, which after the hospital treatment you view love, the part that you gently and cautiously touch with your fingers, as though the touch can provoke the pain which has already been relieved. The scar is the grave of the wound and the monument to its highness, the pain; it is epicenter of trepidation end the site of fear; it is the magnificent trail of suffering; the irrefutable proof; the memory that never pales.
I noticed how one-eyed patient lying opposite me, was watching me wit pity when I was visited by the doctor who, on the night when I was brought to the hospital, happened to be there and who fixed my broken bones.
„You had no luck” he would say wit pity as soon as the doctor moved away “Had you only known”, he would begin to console me. “Why did no one warn you, the one who is treating you has no idea about anything, he is still a green horn, he has only just grown mustaches.. You are irresponsible, my chap, you could have asked. My doctor, everyone will tell you, is hundred times better, and don't think that I would mind if he were to take you on, of course I wouldn't God forbid that they should have brought me to yours, I wouldn't be able to see you today, he would have taken out my other eye as well, and I heard someone suggesting to my doctor that it would be better to do so. He did not listen, the man knows his job, and here now, I can see with one eye as well as you can see with both ...”
I was silent not daring to answer, I also had no arguments for such a discussion, and I needed time to get used to everything. Probably I would never have been able even to start writing about Gabriel for this story is dedicated to him. Let alone to bring it to its ultimate form, had I not gradually learnt the laws and rules imposed by hospital treatment.
You believe that the doctors are most important, but in fact you are more dependent on the supporting staff: cleaning women, cooks and above all on nurses who see to it that medicines are taken, wounds cleaned, bandages changed, therapies provided, beds made and garbage disposed. The doctors are untouchable, they are somewhere in the operating theaters, they are on duty, who talk to us and cheer us up, who watch over our lives and restless dreams. There were almost no orderlies in or ward, and even the few that were there, were in the background.
You immediately pick out the nurse you like best and whose smile she bears on her face like a sticker, you believe is directed to you and that from among the many patients she has chosen none other but you to alleviate your pain with her small attentions and to shorten the time, which you spend at hospital. You already know in advance her working schedule and the night shifts when she is on duty. You are careful not to say anything inappropriate while she is around the room helping other patients. If someone makes a joke or remark at her expense, your sharp condemning glance full of reproach will strike him. Then you punish the man by ignoring him, avoiding all conversation and turning your head to the other side as everyone and everything else in the room is more important than he is. For that reason, you must respect other nurses in the same way, as you require others to respect that one you have chosen for yourself.
After the first few days of my stay at hospital, I noticed that I had completely lost all feeling of shame and that knowledge left me indifferent. Life began to resemble a puppet show, where every one knows in advance who the puppets are and who they are moved by; but nevertheless one willingly takes part in this link between the possible and impossible in order to brighten the atmosphere, and not always to survive at any cost, and that entertainment irresistibly recalls the beginning of the general end.
Arrogance and defiance arise. Disease is talked about with both contempt and compassion at the same time because it is doomed to  self-destruction from the moment it has appeared, and to what purpose then it its vain effort to destroy us.
Disease is always at a loss, if it overpowers and destroys the healthy body it dies and disappears with it; the same awaits it when medicaments and prevention gain the upper hand, and drive it back, in both cases destruction ensues. Hardly anything is in such an unenviable position as disease, all hate it and try to eradicate it, all fight against it and it fights back against all. If all diseases of this world were to be treated easily, people would die of boredom. I was more and more obsessed with the thoughts that man could not live without the disease. The bond is unbreakable strong and mutual. The disease should be cured from itself.
It is the germ-carried of suffering; its seed gives birth to pain with clear reverse side and untouchable face. The reverse side is the outer manifestation of pain, accessible to the eye of the observer; that is why the face of pain hides in the interior and is always disguised, far from sight, concealed somewhere in the vast human expanses. We are haunted and deluded by the impression that every pain is sole and interminable and that every grief born of pain is unending. Those are the nuances of living and chaste proofs of the loftiness of hopelessness. It is only here that I understood and accepted as my own the idea that every pain embraces the entire world within itself and that every sorrow needs the universe. The face of pain is three-dimensional. It has its volume, breadth and depth. The moment it exposes itself, the ailing one, suddenly comes upon a two-edged blade, when one side of the blade leads to cure, the other to death. Pain itself chooses the side to which it will incline. We had one such patient in the room. The face of pain concealed itself for long before him and he almost believed that he had succeeded in overpowering its baneful shadow, but it simply showed up one day. It was by fate that at this fleeting moment of farewell I happened to be near him. I tried to joke bringing my personal optimism into our conversation, wishing to transfer to him part of this artificially and illusively pleasant atmosphere.
He simply said that it would be better to take leave of one another as befits people who are parting ways, for he feels, he knows, that he is departing.
“Well man, you're not going anywhere”, I said, ostensibly confused, although I knew what he was alluding to.
„I'm going, old chap, where the scent of violets comes from below, from the root”, he said with a smile on his face, and, true enough, after several hours of silence caused by his words, he passed away.
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Gabriel has reached the ultimate borderline of aloneness. The range of his vision confined by the gray-painted bars of his window manages to encompass part of the yard of a dilapidated house lying beyond the fenced hospital grounds. The yard and the entire ambiance irresistibly bring to his mind a rubbish dump and the garbage; and this impression would have stayed with Gabriel, had it not been for a child who from time to time would spring out of the house like a ball in a flipper. He was followed immediately by a dog scampering from behind the wall of part of the house shut off from Gabriel's view by his window frames. Though the dog is bigger and stronger than the child is, yet, the child somehow manages to throw it on its back. Gabriel imagines the joyful yelping of the dog and with the hidden hearing that lies in the subconscious, he catches the whoops of the child and the words it whispers into the ear of it pet. The yard is enclosed in thick bushes, with the long, curving shadows of two denuded tree trunks falling across the. A cord on which hang freshly washed sheets that sway lightly under the occasional mild gusts of the wind ties the trees. Gabriel can distinguished dark patches on the sheets, which he assumes are cigarette, burns probably in those places where the head of the master of the house rests when he sleeps. The man rarely comes out in the yard and when He does, he is always carrying something or other in his hand. From this distance, only Gabriel with that invisible eye which perceives all that is fateful, inaccessible and inconceivable see those tiny cigarette burns ban. His attention is held by the elongated trees with their pruned branches where in the early morning hours flocks of crows alight and remain there until they are shooed away by the barking of the dog or the presence of the man. Gabriel awakens before the light, if he has at all been previously able to escape into sleep. He hates sitting in bed, so he gets up and walks about, his stride lengthening with every step.
Nothing of interest, which could for a moment at least capture his attention, is taking place in that part of the hospital grounds which he can see from his window. In contrast, wonders are happening in the yard, behind the wall, although nothing is actually happening, and the greatest wonder fall is that the yard has no wall, no fence, except a natural hedge, and a general jumble, which is fully in keeping with the overall ambiance of man's degradation.
Nothing is happening there which would in any way differ from what Gabriel has already seen and known: each day the picture is the same. The appearance of the man in the afternoon, stretching himself and gazing at the hospital rooms over the wall in front of him; the dog which several times in the course of the day pisses one or another of the trees; the woman who hangs the clothes or simply moves around the yard. The woman always wears trousers and to Gabriel she looks like a man and two men in a small a place is really too much. Therefore one must eliminated, that is the woman. Gabriel can see what he wants to see and not what others see and therein lies the secret of his art. While watching the withered trees he thinks of all the harm man has inflicted upon nature, and also of the revenge nature is preparing, for which there will be no remedy. He feels sick, but is not sure whether it is because of the medicaments he is taking or because of accumulated disgust. The bowels of the world and the bowels of man. Fire burns in the one, garbage in the other. Garbage warms us - runs Gabriel's thought - while he tenderly feels the taut skin of his swollen abdomen…

II
Friday was forging ahead towards Saturday and I, with a soldier's patient, counted the remaining hours until Monday and the ward-round, from which I expected the approval to leave the hospital, when a man wrapped in plaster bandages was brought to our room. We showed no interest for a newcomer, as we knew that the patient would not stay long with us; it was the established practice and why should anything be changed. Nurses, with the help of two orderlies, carefully laid the man on the bed near the door, which after someone's witty we called “the man-eater-bed”. Thus, this new face which, as distinct from his body, was the only one with no bandages, of a completely calm countenance, though with a slightly blurred look after narcosis, sailed almost unnoticed into our immobile ward. As regards these “flying” patients, our curiosity was short lived. This man was not a part of our world not did he have the prospect of becoming one. The stranger's silence, which he donated to us upon his arrival, only sustained our attitude, and we forgot his presence.
Of the ten of us, I was the only one who could walk, though with the help of crutches, I was the last who arrived, and it was obvious that I would be the first to leave, with the exception of the newcomer, who would probably be transferred in the course of the following day, so as to make room for the next patient. According to some unwritten rule. I had to perform certain duties in the room, in order to help the others. These ere trifles: I would light the patient's cigarettes, help the immobile to straighten up their pillows, call the staff on duty if somebody fainted and if an intervention was indispensable. Shortly before the lights in the room were turned off, I would smoke in the corridor or I would stagger to the dining room, which most often was the place, where patients with less severe injures used to gather. After dinner, we would kill the time, in that room, by playing dominoes, cards, or on rare occasions chess or jamb. On that day, when this story was actually begun, I quite by chance engaged in conversation with one of the orderlies who had brought the injured into our room, a few hours ago.  He was sitting by the door of the dining room. I wondered why the dining room was almost empty. In a corner next to the window, clutching the back of a chair with his body, sat an old man, his arm in plaster up to his shoulder, with a completely absent look, obviously sufficient into himself. I did not know him, so there was no need to greet him; he did nor react as the door creaked when I came in.
The reason why I joined the orderly, who was sitting at the table, was very simple: the man was smoking. Rummaging in the pockets of my pajamas, while I was in the hall, I discovered I had no lighter on me, and I was simply too bored to go back. Lighting my cigarette, the man smiled amiably: 

“You're from the eight?” he asked me. 

“No, from the nine”, I answered.
„Oh, yes, I remember, we've just been there”: and so, little by little the conversation turned a completely unexpected course. Not knowing, in fact, what to talk about with the unknown, I asked about the injured they had brought to our room.
“An accident?” I said, absolutely sure that my assumption would be confirmed. “Oh, no that is a particular case”, replied the man. Therefore, I learned that the patient had been transferred from a mental hospital and moreover from a notorious D ward, which until then I had not known it existed. I was silent and he continued to talk.
“The case is completely inexplicable”, he added. “Although this patient was in a solitary cell for special purpose, where all possibilities for self mutilation were excluded, chain fractures of bones all over his body nonetheless occurred.”
I accepted the conversation because it had begun to amuse me, and the introduction to the story seemed crazy. A flood of my questions followed. The answers I got, could not satisfy my curiosity. The orderly said that the patient's name was Gabriel, that he has been a sculptor and that he came from a provincial town, he did not know which, and that he had been brought to the Neurology Hospital for treatment two years ago.
This was, as far as he could remember the third time that he had been brought to the orthopedics ward. The first time because of his fracture of his forearm, which was not a serious injury, then because of skull fracture, which kept him in this same ward for full two months. This time the injures are much more serious and complicated. He is all broken up as if a roller had run over him. In medicine, all is possible, but he thinks that there is no cure for Gabriel. 
What was inexplicable in all this was that Gabriel's bones broke by themselves. And, for that reason, he belonged to the sphere of irresolvable phenomena, before which science, due to its helplessness, closes its eyes.
The story about Gabriel would probably be forgotten as many other similar ones, had the orderly not stressed, as the outset of the conversation, that there was nonetheless something fishy about all this, that air could not break a man, and that most probably the devil himself had meddled in this; there was no other explanation, at least, for the present.
And, so by invoking a power of the underworld, he fired in me a spark of curiosity, which compels man to scrutinize him and others, most often without any real chance of discovering anything significant or interesting.

Perhaps that devil appeared in the shape of some of your colleges, I wished to say to the orderly and so turn the conversation into a joke, but I did not say this aloud. I did not know the man and I was afraid of offending him with an inappropriate remark. This feeling of mine was not unfounded, for I had already earlier heard, and the newspapers too, had published reports about the odd treatment in mental hospitals, cruel methods, which were applied, were mentioned. The newspapers wrote that the patients were physically ill-treated and beaten, because fear was believed to be a primordial urge along with the urge for self-prevention, and was therefore therapeutically and indispensable: hence the assertion that with its correct dosage, better results in this type of illness could be achieved.
One could not say how much true there could be in a newspaper article prone to sensational writing, but even that was enough to arose curiosity and suspicion.
As though he had read my thoughts, the orderly waved his hand, adding that many inexplicable things had already happened to Gabriel. Bruises on his body, cracked skin on his back, bone fractures never left him since he had been brought to this hospital. Because of all that, control over Gabriel was intensified. He was transferred to a ward of special treatment for extreme cases - before which medicine crawls and helplessly bends its spine and where his movements and behavior were carefully monitored. Every spoken word was his reactions to various stimulants, both naturally and artificially provoked, were secretly recorded but everything was in vain, there were no results.
No one succeeded in protecting him from injuring himself. The strangest thing was that Gabriel claimed that all his injuries had been caused by sustained beatings. He argued that he was being suffocated and torn apart by invisible powers. At night, he would wake the staff with the screams.
At first, they would calm him with sedatives, injections, hen they would tie him up, bringing him to a state of complete immobility, but nothing worked. The injuries appeared in the internal organs as well, when least expected. There was no explanation. Thus, the orderly said that before he was brought here, he had been found covered in blood, with broken ribs and cracked bones in his legs and arms. An investigation was initiated, and the staffs directly responsible for Gabriel were called to account. Owing to the specific nature of the case and probably because of the reputation of the hospital, where all this was taking place, the whole thing was for the time being, kept in strict secrecy. Gabriel had his own explanation, but unfortunately his interpretation was insane and nobody believed such a story. Whatever it was - there was no answer. Gabriel will probably take his secret with him to the grave. Due to frequent injuries, his organism was brought to the brink of collapse, his immunity grew weaker, one more intervention and...
Throughout the following night, I was afflicted by anxiety and insomnia. I tried to forget the story about Gabriel but I was not able to do so. The nurse on duty in our room performed her usual care; but did not go near Gabriel. I noticed that the silent patient was awake. The moments before the nurse turned off the light, I would try to catch Gabriel's eye fixed on the ceiling, as if he hung upon an invisible hook. His look seemed to be turned towards his face, penetrating the blurred rim of the dilated pupils, as if his glance was moving from the ceiling towards his face and not the other way round.

The next day no one removed Gabriel from the room. I was happy about it, while the others were surprised. I was clumsy trying to get him to talk. He kept silent without rewarding me with either a look or a word. A plaster longed peeped under his sheet. I supposed that both his legs were in plaster, although the other side of his body, which covered with pillows, could not be seen. The forearms of both his hands were in plaster. The bluish fingertips protruded from the whiteness of the plaster. I came up to his bed, offered him coffee, cigarettes. I moistened his swollen lips with lemon. Not even then did he react. I felt silly before the suspicious glances of my roommates. They wondered why I all of a sudden was showing so much interest in a total stranger, who would not stay more than a day in the room. Sunday came and during visiting time, only Gabriel and I were left alone as nobody came to see us.
As far as I am concerned, there was nothing odd about it. I lived alone without many friends and I did not inform even those that I could count as my friends, of what happened to me and where I was. Only half a day and a night separated me from leaving the hospital and - I then still did not know - from Gabriel.
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...Gabriel believes that he was born somewhere and that he still exits and it is this belief that keeps him alive. It is his misfortune that this belief is underpinned by dreams that occur but seldom, so that once his mind clears and his thought finds a point of support, he begins to feel the stench of decay in his body and the smell of death in his nostrils. It seems to him that his body is nothing but a frame for a rotting content, that he is only a living corpse, which has not lost the power of thought and movement and is yes incapable of proving that he is alive.
He is astounded and worried by the trail of inherited enthusiasms. All he does or thinks reminds him of a bargain which has brought him no good, but which he nonetheless blindly believes to be indispensable. With his healthier eye he measures the distance between the two corners of the room divided by invisible lines. Those are the lies of power against which he stumbles at every rare attempt he makes towards a meaningful move. He spends his time in discovering his former self and in despising his present self. In addition, who knows what he yet may have to lose, apart from his health and body before he can his intact self. He does not despair. He only waits.
With supernatural arrogance he mimics calm and indifference. 

And by doing so he can easily endure the dosed attention of the hospital staff. At the same time, out of spite he unexpectedly chooses to embody a state of ultimate clairvoyance and cynicism. Having broken away from the general, he feels his being rising to an unfathomable height. 

The friend that pursues him in his dreams feeds the recurring form of dementia imprisoned since his arrival by the whiteness of the walls often bound by ropes and shackles of a sickening yellowish color, pressed down by sheets, he has no difficulty in following the path of his thought which leads him to light. There is no single metaphysical state, which would be capable of reaching this path. In those moments of total respite, there is no one freer than he...
III

...Gabriel being able to find answers to the countless questions that troubled me about Gabriel, I was trying to convince myself that, in fact, Gabriel had no secret at all: he was simply beaten up in hospital. Perhaps in an attempt to run away. Perhaps he had committed some contemptible act: had attacked somebody; had caused material damage; had tried to delegate the reputation of the institution or perhaps he had simply been beaten up by one of the patients.
I fell asleep with a stupid impression that everything in life was much simpler than we imagined it to be. Seemingly, unsolvable riddles often hide simple solutions. A long ghastly scream woke me up from the first sound sleep. I did not know whether it was simply part of a dream, imagination or reality. Shuffling and clamor in the room quickly convinced me that, once again, my dream was defeated by reality. Without any difficulty, my hand found the crutches in the dark, I got up and stagger to the light switch. The flash of light thrust like a blade into the brisling hair of the awakened patients. Eyes filled with fear watched Gabriel's twisted body. I thought that Gabriel was dying. With the light, the screams subsided. At last, muffled rattle turned into a deep soothing sigh. With fear that silence can offset I approached Gabriel's bed. He lay in the position of a fetus, his head turned towards the wall. His body was motionless. The pillow and the upper part of the sheet were covered in blood. 

He thrust his fingertips into his temples, as if he were protecting his skull from spitting apart. A large drop of blood was slowly rolling down along the white plaster on the right forearm, leaving an irregular trail behind it. I thought it was a severe hemorrhage. Then, Gabriel moved his hand from his face, revealing a horrible cut on part of his forehead and in the eyebrow itself. His face was swollen, distorted by blows, as if someone had beaten him systematically, with professional precision, inflicting upon him serious and painful injures which were not fatal, though they looked so. Everything happened in an instant. Never before had I seen a face with so many cuts and bruises. The lower lip cut horizontally and the cheek muscles twitched and quivered. He seemed be suffocating and short of breath. My efforts to see his jaws apart were unsuccessful. I stained my fingers with blood. The big blue swelling covered the nose bone completely. Blood does not choose its paths; it flowed from the cut on the forearm into the eye sockets. Eyes filled with blood looked at me.
The blueness of the eyelids, mixed with light, resembled silver. 

Fear and agitation due to everything I had seen reached maximum overtension. All I had attempted to do was done by instinct. I succeeded in imaging, how Gabriel at the moment of his seizure, having seen no way out, had disfigured his own face.
Commotion could be heard from somewhere outside. The patient lying next to Gabriel was clutching the switch that was hanging above his head and which was connected with the nurse's room. Someone in the corridor was loudly calling for the nurse on duty. No one appeared. Bent over Gabriel, as though nailed to him, I felt something like a breath of wind brushes my face, as if a clenched fist or the blade of a knife, or an arrow had flown by. I heard a dull blow and before my very eyes Gabriel's cheekbone burst open, the very one that just a few minutes ago was trying to rid itself from God knows what, by twitches and quivers. Flesh yawned hideously. For a moment, the whiteness of the broken bone glittered, sinking into the darkness of blood, which in a jet gushed, spattering my face.
This unbelievable sight was attended by another Gabriel's screams, more agonizing than the previous ones. I felt in tearing my shirt and thrusting itself into my heart between two ribs.
With the last vestiges of consciousness, sinking into the arms of darkness, I clutches at the vague thought that Gabriel had been massacred by an invisible force and as having seen all this, my turn was to come next. As I Fell down, I hit my head on the edge of the bed. The cut on my forehead, which would have no aftereffects, was one of the main reasons for me to prolong my stay in hospital.
The long awaited day dawned at a completely wrong time. The ward-round in our room lasted for an unusually long time. As Gabriel was silent, that was interrogating me. I said that I felt dizzy, that my leg was hurting again, that I did not feel well and that I was not strong enough for a long talk. I lay motionless, trying to protect myself from curiosity in the room, by being silent. The patients asked me the questions, which they answered themselves. “He saw blood and fainted from fear”, somebody said and the others burst laughing.
On the next day, I decided to tell the doctors what I had seen and what had happened to Gabriel. I requested this conversation to be held outside the room where I lay and far from my roommates. There were several reasons for such a decision, for they would shower me with their vulgar, rude jokes, which I had neither the strength to put up nor the patience to listen to them.
While smoking a cigarette, which had been given to me by one of three doctors, I said without beating about the bush that somebody or something but in no case visible, had harmed Gabriel. I said that although I could not describe its form or appearance, it did not diminish the credibility of what I had seen, and I did not hesitate for a moment to say so, believing that only truth could help Gabriel. The doctors heard me out, then two of them got up, acting as if they believed my story; they both nodded, smiled and left the room without uttering a single word.
The doctor, who took care of me, was also present during the conversation. In hospital, people are like children. And most often, they behave as such. Probably, I also seemed childish to the doctor, for it took him several minutes before he decided to answer. He said in a worried tone, that my unusual story was a part of the stress and consequences of the shock I had undergone. Perhaps Gabriel had told me about the spirits who pursued him and ill-treated him physically. In the hospital from which he had been brought, everybody knew the story that I had just told the doctors.
Gabriel saw phantoms, which most often bore the features of the owners of the sculptures that he had made.
He claimed that these gentlemen owners behaved carelessly and irresponsibly towards the sculptures that he had carved and all that was being transmitted through space and time, with a disastrous effect on him. In moments of great nervous strain, imagination and fiction merge with reality and this is what had created in me the conviction that I had seen what it was impossible to see, the doctor concluded.
In vain, I kept convincing him that neither I nor anybody else in the room had managed to exchange a single word with Gabriel. Gabriel reacts to silence and sound, but not at all to words. He is being of silence and immobility like his sculptures. Must all that is human, always and everywhere be reduced to the rule, the game and the principle, I asked myself. Is there no exception at all, from what has already been engraved upon our paths? I noticed that only insult and pain made Gabriel smile. Realizing the futility of the situation in which I had suddenly found myself, I had to desist, although unwillingly, from the attempt of proving something and of indicating the reluctance to accept the truth of fact. Man sees what he thinks he must see and no event what is really true. Perhaps, accepting miracles for truth would solve many mysteries of our lives and so of Gabriel's as well.
After the doctor had prescribed sedatives for me, he sows me to the door. He advised me not to think so much about Gabriel, to forget everything and for some time to avoid talking with the other patients in the room.
He stressed that I should under no circumstances repeat the story he had heard from me. The best therapy for me, at the moment, was rest.

Hurt and disappointed, I returned to the room. The doctor was right on one count: the best is to be silent. As soon as I reached my bed, which seemed to me like a fortress, I felt better. My arrival disturbed the clamor in the room and brought silence. All I had to do was to wait.
Gabriel was taken out of the room. He was already feeling at home on his “man-eater-bed”. We were already getting used to him.
Merging with the whiteness of the bed, Gabriel's head, which lay there, looked lifeless. With disguised impatience. I waited the moment when his eyelids would open completely and I hoped that this time his eyes would not turn away from me.
I was furious when I noticed that his hands were tied with bandages to the edges of the bed. I decided to free him from this awful situation, as soon as I would have a chance to do so. I expressed y discontent, protesting loudly. I expected that the other patients would support me and show understanding, but I was wrong. Solidarity failed, and all I felt was only disappointment. One of the patients said that it was better that Gabriel was tied. It was safe for us and for him.
„You can expect anything from madmen and how would these immobile mummies, he said, defend themselves if Gabriel were to be fed up with mutilating and were to turn against us in the room. Who can guarantee what he may do?” he asked. “If his hands were free, it would be the same as if we had given him weapons to kill us all off, including you who always defend him and protect him. Who are you protecting him from, my good man? Probably from us. Or from the doctors. Or even from himself. You resemble him more than he resembles himself.”
Probably the others shared his opinion as they were silent and so for the first time I felt they had isolated me too, and expelled me from the group of the favored. Perhaps they were right.
From among all of them, whom I had come to know very well, I chose Gabriel. That was my great mistake and their part in it was quite insignificant.
Wrapped in bandages, he reminded me of a mummified body. Here, before my eyes, he was becoming transformed into one of the figures, which he had scalped in the past.
I noticed that the other patients in the room were watching me with anxiety. They did not ask me to perform the usual favors. I was no longer a less severe case for them. I was in a far more difficult situation than most of them. At least, their minds were not afflicted, but they started to believe that mine was, or if nothing else, it was showing signs of being so.
I was told that I would to stay in bed until my complete recovery and it meant that I would spend at least seven more days near Gabriel. What I never expected to happen was happening now: I was happy to stay in hospital and I did not conceal this. My enthusiasm over my prolonged stay at hospital convinced my roommates even more that something was wrong with me. During a brief moment, while I lay simply thinking, with my eyes closed, one of the patients, believing me to be asleep, said to another. “If they were to tell this one that he was going to die tomorrow, he would be glad...”
I was watching for the moment of Gabriel' awakening and I was very excited when I caught sight of his muscles twitching on his swollen eyelids.
Our eyes met before Gabriel managed to register anything else in the room. I got up, drew the chair to his bed and sat beside him. The others did not even notice that Gabriel was awake. I wanted to keep this secret to myself for some time at least. I did not dare to utter a single ward. Gabriel did not take his eyes off my face. He was trying to search my eyes for the hidden smile in them, for the sign that conspirators and those sharing the same secret, can always recognize. Then, I realized that Gabriel knew that I know.
His head was lying sideways with one eye pressed against the inner side of the pillow. From that eye whose whiteness was covered in bluish veins, there slid down, smoothly as if on glass, a rain-like droplet that brusquely detached itself and as it sank into the folds of the bed, I saw that it was a misty tear. While taking a handkerchief out of my pocket and removing its traces, I discovered that Gabriel was breathing…
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Things around Gabriel changed their shape, turning into a foaming jellyfish mass. There would appear before him a shape he had never known. A shape with no luster, vague, expanding so greatly that it became both unlimited and void. Here around him the World was disintegrating. Everything within the range of his vision was turning into dust, into nothingness, and that nothing was absolutely white.
It threatened to absorb not only objects but him as well. What was left was silent and delusive hopelessness. For the first time Gabriel felt he had no need to be where he was at the moment, to grasp all around him so completely. He did not even try to find words that would enable him to express this new, and in all aspects, unknown experience: only his eyes bloodshot from lack of sleep, understood the void, and somewhere in his body, though he knew, he felt the world within him being torn apart and disintegrating, bit by bit.
Primordial sins - he knew - would not even remain in memories. Remembrances would be covered by silence and oblivion and from that moment on, Gabriel would no longer try to fee him of something that had long ceased to exist.
He sought no mercy, no atonement for the sins he never committed. 
Nothingness, a new dimension of the illness was gaining ascendancy, becoming the substance of Gabriel’s endless dreams.

IV

In vain, I tried to glean the true lines of his face under swelling. For days on we spoke no word, just sat looking at each other. Two mirrors with reflection. Two wounds on Gabriel's face were healing rapidly. He did not wake at night or perhaps he simply feigned sleep. With trepidation I listened for his cries, which fortunately did not come. The nights passed only a deep sigh or a wail emitted in sleep would be for a moment disturbs the silence. However, these brief interludes of unrest were caused by other patients.
My professed headaches and weakness were of no avail in keeping me in hospital any longer, and so after a number of detailed examinations, X-rays and measurements it was established that there was no need for me to remain in hospital and continue my treatment. When I was given the discharge list, I knew that all the formalities regarding my release from hospital had been completed.
When taking leave of the patients, I stopped for a moment by Gabriel's bedside and though he as usual kept silent, I told him, while sizing up the heaviness of his look, that I would visit him whenever possible for the entire duration of his treatment. And this I did, visiting Gabriel at least three times a week.
In the meantime he had been transferred to the place I had vacated and so the bed he had earlier occupied, gaped empty once again. During my visits I would greet the other patients but would waste no time in speaking at length with them. I would then draw up a chair and sit by Gabriel's bedside all the while carefully listening to his impenetrable silence.
I knew no words, which could pleased Gabriel or at least prompt him to speak. I kept silent feeling that our silence was binding us more firmly together than any speech. For a moment I would catch in his pupils fleeting glimmers of pleasure and perhaps of joy, when he would see me standing at the door upon my arrival. I felt that this brightness, which only I could catch, faded the moment I would get up to leave. And every time I left I was oppressed by the thought that we might be parting forever. There was so much sadness in those eyes as if they were trying to tell that we were losing one another without any prospect of meeting again. As the days went by, the bond between Gabriel and me grew into a peculiar state of closeness comparable only with a kind of devoted friendship. In the meantime, the plaster had been removed from my leg, which I experienced as a great relief. Mobility had increased by several percentages but it was quite some time before I was able to overcome the fear I had of resting my foot on the floor. For long I was plagued and tormented by the feeling of a post and non-existent pain, which tingled furtively somewhere in my bone morrow.
As a result of having been bedridden for so long, the muscles of my leg had atrophied to a considerable extent and exercises were needed to activate the. So I wasted quite a lot of time on rehabilitation, which in turn left me little time for my visits to Gabriel.
He too, was soon after transferred to another smaller ward, which I found most satisfactory. Free of the obligations and considerations I had towards my former companions, I was spared the pointless and fatiguing conversations. In the new, brighter room in which Gabriel lay, I knew no one, nor did I wish to become acquainted with anyone. My silence during the visits did not have the weight and significance, which had earlier been attributed to it. I think this also pleased his new roommates.
I was so preoccupied with Gabriel's case that I decided to visit the hospital where he had been treated before being transferred to the orthopedics department.
I found the doctor in charge of Gabriel's case and my encounter with him proved that small lies could sometimes be more helpful than big truths. I introduced myself as a relative who because of his own incapacitation had for long been prevented from inquiring about Gabriel. The serious anxious expression of my face, the crutch which I had once again taken out for this occasion -compelled the man to shed the shadow of caution and reluctance from his face -which had appeared when he had seen me standing at the door of his surgery. He nodded which meant he had accepted my explanation.
I said straightway that I knew that Gabriel was ill, but that I did not believe that he was ill as being made out.
I asked to be allowed to see the file of Gabriel's illness. The doctor heard me out patiently... Then, after some hesitation, he said:
- In this institution we are not in the habit of showing the files of our patients to outsiders. I am sure you know the rules that have to be respected. There are certain medical secrets and when we are dealing with psychopathology, we must be particularly cautious. While saying this he raised his eyebrows, one higher, and the other lower. His forehead which up to then had been smooth and shiny, became furrowed with wrinkles and his face which I had found almost likable now provoked in me a feeling of revulsion and downright antagonism.
- I am obliged to tell you - he repeated after a short pause - that the case of your relative is most specific and rare in our part of the world. At first, we thought it was a severe form of hypochondria and that was the initial diagnosis based on which he was brought here.
This illness is usually the consequence of a nervous disorder. Its symptoms are constant anxiety for one's own health. The anxiety is unfounded for it is caused by fear of an illness, which in fact does not exist. It is brought on by great psychological pressure and extreme tension of the organism in the course of many years of solitude. This more or less is also Gabriel's case. Gabriel was engaged in the most difficult form of art, which, to my mind, is also the most difficult form of physical activity. I do not like to have to say this, but it was that very work which drained all the strength out of him and led to a total split personality, in fact, to a double personality caused by constantly suppressing the conscious into the subconscious. When this reaches a point of no return it brings on a kind of chain reaction which crashes down upon man like an avalanche and when that happens there is no end to it and the consequences, unfortunately, are dire indeed. This phenomenon may be attended by violent behavior and effective states. Persons of that type are a danger to themselves and to their environment. What these patients manifest first is an urge to self-destruction. I have found that with Gabriel pain ceases to exist as a category of discomfort and that he finds pleasure in it, which explains all those self-mutilations.
Unfortunately, and I must also say this to you, medicine cannot help him, and what is worse, neither can he help himself. The most difficult thing we had to contend with here was to protect him from himself. As you know - he added -man has invented all kinds of wonders to destroy others but no medicine has been found to protect one from oneself.
It is inconceivable that a person can inflict such terrible injures upon himself, especially in a state of benumbed reactions - I said in defense of Gabriel - It is rumored that Gabriel persistently asserts that he is being pursued and molested by the owners of his sculptures who behave improperly towards the works he created and whatever happens to one of his sculptures, also happens to him.
- All that lies in the subconscious - the doctor continued as if I had not interrupted him with my remark. - The patient, in this case the affected person, identifies all that he sees in his imagination with reality. This is actually the superstructure of a psychological condition created by a chain of depressions of increased intensity that lead to severing the continuity of the personality itself, and subsequently, to the consequences which in Gabriel's case are what they are. In other patients again they are manifested in a different way, depending upon the type, case and even previous life. We know that Gabriel was an outstanding sculptor who put into his work all the vigor of his talent, a single-minded perseverance and great physical strain. Excessive strain here tipped the balance and brought on this change in him. That is nothing out of the ordinary; it is all within the bounds of the general and knowable. All phantoms and all mysteries are nothing but figments of man's imagination. They are conceived in the mind, they fade and die there, and dying means disappearing; yet, if and when only fantasy is involved, it leaves wilderness and ravages in its wake. Believe me, there is no greater ravage that erodes man from the moment he begins to feel and think. To suspect one's own uselessness is something for which there is no remedy. All of this is within the domain of general psychology of the individual and covers: spiritual life, motivation character, senses, experiencing forms, space and  time,  reflexes,  notions, fantasies, dreams, speech, learning, memory, comprehension, seizures, moods, instinct, attention, suggestion, and much more. You see, I must absolutely tell you this, because none of the known psychologist, from physiological, comparative, genetic, differential, applied and social, has any relevance to Gabriel's case. Some of my colleges are convinced that Gabriel is suffering from a severe form of psychopathy here, in spite of the best of will, medicine as a science is incapable of defining the illness. Any science based on assumptions cannot yield reliable results. Gabriel is seems, is on the borderline between the neurotic and psychotic state, the general characteristics of which I suppose you are familiar with. I would mention, along with what I have already said, aggressiveness, social non-adaptability and negative attitude to any form of cooperation. The causes lie in the acute psychological traumas of early childhood. And we know nothing whatsoever about Gabriel’s childhood. Once, in a relaxed state he asserted, can you believe it, that he never had any childhood. I did not attempt to convince him of the opposite, it would have been useless. I am telling you all this that you may gain a better insight into certain facts. That is why this illness is called a neurosis of character. We know today, luckily for these patients, that they are not people devoid of feelings, as it was believed earlier. I will tell you a little more about different types of psychopaths since you say that you are going to take Gabriel under your care. Hypertimids are unreliable and react emotionally. Depressive are complete pessimists, skeptics, unfeeling and apathetic, and finally fanatics, dissatisfied always and with everything. Your Gabriel may perhaps belong to this latter group. However, these are milder forms of the illness. Due to certain disorders such as disturbed thought processes and memory impairment, disorientation in time and place: behavior in what is known as the condition of primary consciousness, awareness and will, and I would finally mention his inner impulses in both quantitative and qualitative terms. At times, he feels a strong urge to suicide as to the only way out of everything. I think that Gabriel in punishing himself has reached the height of self-mutilation. What he is punishing himself for is quite impossible to guess. This type of case is unknown in medicine, nor in psychopathology, but it is rather rare. How Gabriel manages to injure himself in spite of all surveillance is inexplicable. All of this is in the domain of evaluative, endogenous depression, perhaps, also disguised schizophrenia. Lack of appetite and innate negativism made me see him in different light. I will say this to you I believe that Gabriel's case is the most severe form of psychopathy but of psychopathology. For you this may be subtleties or terminology used in psychiatry, but for us the difference between these two terms is so great as to be almost incomprehensible to laymen: to put this more simply it is, as it were, the difference between day and night.
Suddenly he stopped, bending his body in half and swinging his shoulders to one side. He rummaged around as if looking for something, opening and closing drawers until he found what he was looking for. He then deposited within reach of his left hand, a large white envelope that I would, at first glance, have thought to contain a ticklish book. I waited in expectation. For, the less you question the more you learn. If someone wishes to speak let him do so and don't interrupt. AH that is said on such occasions is never repeated. Wise are those who listen carefully even to a fool. And I listened more carefully than ever before in my life. He will say what he intends to say whether I listen to it or not. Patiently I waited though I was troubled by the doubt that I had quite unnecessarily and completely wasted my time by coming here. I had long known all I heard from the doctor. And the image of Gabriel sank more deeply in its misty conversation, leaving me further away from him than ever before. -You see - he went on - I have all possible documents about my patients, for a professional attitude to work makes for better treatment. Everything is classified, the more material there is, the easier it is to adjust to the case: in illness it is the same as in life: just as there are no two identical persons, there are no two identical illnesses. What I am going to show you now is Gabriel's dossier. What we have to say about ourselves is not of much use. Had you been a colleague of mine by profession I would gladly have shown you the documents I keep about my patients, but as it is, they would be of little use to you. Technical terminology and other ambiguities closely connected with the profession would only confuse you. From your questions and from the manner in which you have posed them, I can tell it is not here that you will find what you are looking for.
- Don't please - he said with a smile that crossed his otherwise serious face - It is with exceptional attention that I listen to that those who have had any contact with my patients have to say. The more so if they are relatives. Cooperation between the patient and the doctor cannot be complete unless there is also cooperation between the doctor and the family of the patient.
- Once you discharge Gabriel, I will take him over to my place and look after him - I said.
- All say so, but they all lack patience. You will come to us again. Your desire to take Gabriel under your care is a generous, noble gesture, bur remember, it is a great obligation and responsibility. At any rate, you are rendering the community and me a service by easing our work. It is not only humanness on your part but also charitableness, I wanted to show you... and then he paused as if he had at that moment taken a decision - if it may be of use to you - he then went on - take this envelope. Don't expect too much: its content is hardly anything more than trifling, but you may perhaps discover something in Gabriel's notes that I have not been able to do. Frankly, I don't even quite remember what there was in these notes. I'm telling you, they all want to write about themselves. I'd like to meet at least one person who would not want to do so. I don't remember any patient who sought help to have come without bringing - apart from doctor's recommendation, diagnosis and other documents - notes about him, diaries, and poems. And always in the first person. If I once publish a book based on the material collected during the twenty years experience of my work, I will certainly devote a chapter to that phenomenon. No one has yet written anything about it. His Majesty “I” is always at the root of every illness. I have patients who write every day. And I don't stop them. For it is an excellent therapy. A schizophrenic we have been treating for six years has been writing forty pages per day. He has written seven novels here, two of which he knows by heart. This does not apply to Gabriel. We found this envelope among his things. When self-mutilations became more frequent we removed all his possessions as a measure of precaution and among them this envelope as well. Since he has been undergoing treatment here, I know for a certainty that he has not written a single word. All I am giving you is what he himself brought. And may I add just one more thing: it is not a pleasant feeling to invade another person's privacy even if it is that of a patient.
I assumed the content of this secret envelope was exclusively connected with Gabriel. I considered it not insignificant that the doctor had allowed me to take away Gabriel's heritage. There were only two possible explanations for this decision. First: all that the envelope contained whatever it might be, was totally insignificant, just as the doctor had said, and secondly: it was a form of usual compensation, a strategic move I would say. By preventing access to Gabriel's personal documentation, which probably contained the most important facts about him, the doctor had, by generously presenting me with these papers, eschewed possible unpleasantness. He was affable, he had listened to what the visitor had to say, he had tried to be helpful, had in fact behaved in the way dictated by professional ethics. And he had done all that he was called upon to do. He had offered the visitor documents, which his patient had brought, and he knew he had done the right thing after he had seen first distrust and then satisfaction on the face of the man before him.
It was time for me to leave. The doctor had several times, discretely, as it were, though pretty openly, looked at his watch.
With a few words I broke off this one - way conversation, rising quickly. The doctor accompanied me to the exit, assuring me that I could always, after this most interesting conversation come to him for advice or assistance. I thanked him trembling with fear, last he changed his mind and asked me to return the gift, which had so unexpectedly fallen into my hands. I breathed deeply in relief when the door creaked shut behind my back. There were a number of reasons for my feeling of relief. I felt ahead of me lay the when I would be able to deal unimpeded with Gabriel's many secrets.
5

...Before confronting the stone, before venturing to define the shapeless form and discover where it emerged from, Gabriel strains to delve into the essence of the objects. The moment the bulk of stone dissolves and the beauty till then hidden to the eye dazzles his consciousness, a smile reveals his teeth, he locks his fingers together and entangles them in his crown, then thrusts out his chest as if preparing for morning exercises or for uttering a cheer, he now opens his hands and begins to feel the bulges, tenderly touching the rare smooth parts. He thus establishes an energy field from which he draws strength. The concealed form becomes more sharply outlined and the path from the illusion to its realization becomes simpler and easier...
V
...Fear that the envelope of normal size about as thick as an average book might not contain anything of particular interest was soon dispelled by the thought that the greatest secrets could be noted down on my scrap of paper. Judging by the marks of glue and thumbed corners, I concluded that someone had already before me opened the envelope.
I took great pleasure in anticipating its possible contents. I felt sure that I would come upon Gabriel's diary and that I would, between the lines find out the truth about Gabriel's life.
I was prepared for any surprise, thinking that even blank paged of paper might offer better answers than those given to me by the doctor.
Slowly and very carefully, cutting the edge of the wrapping with a razor blade. I indulged in the particular pleasure of being able to disclose the entire content without haste. Already after the first paper on which something had been written by hand and then crossed out, I knew that the other pages would be filled. And so Gabriel's secret, the secret of his ailment would be resolved…
I think that the notes about Gabriel would not be complete if I were to confine myself to only those parts, which I consider to be of interest to me. And so I decided, in spite of the time and patience that would cost me, to keep to the order in which the author had written these notes, even though I did not know whether I would find in them the truth I was looking for. Still I decided that the following pages could be entitled:
A DIARY OF LOST DREAMS
(or the Truth about Gabriel)
I took the firs piece carefully as if it were a relic. It was a photograph of middle-aged man and woman. Their temples touched. Examining the details of the white space below the photograph, the first words I read, written in black ink with calligraphic precision, with a stain in the middle were: Father Paun and mother Jelisaveta Komban, maiden name Berberski, year 1927, Zrenjanin. A round faded stamp that had been slightly elliptical bore the following inscription: Foto radionica “Albatross”. In seeking some similarity I endeavored, by means of this photograph, to deduce which side Gabriel took after, the father's or the mother's. The father's forehead like Gabriel's was high and frank looking. Thick, curly hair nibbled the ear, neck and collar of the shirt. On the dimmer side of the photo the shadows of both foreheads merged into an invisible whole. Only, on the other part, which lip up the brighter side on the faces was it possible to discern the intimacy, devotion and secretiveness of life on common before the mystery of transience. Both faces seemed to show fear. Skillful retouching had removed the wrinkles from the foreheads and around the eyes. A thick mustache covered the upper and a considerable part of the man's lower lip, its pointed ends curling upwards. Oval-shaped face, snow-white skin and the somewhat forced smile of the woman were the result of the photographer's craftsmanship. The eyes of both Gabriel's parents were simply dots with no trace of light in them... A glimmer in the mother’s left eye was only reflection of a scratch on the photograph's surface.
Without going into details, the general impression this photograph left upon me was of a kind of undefined mysteriousness, which is what old and unfamiliar photographs usually bring out in us. Placed in the shaded circles Paun and Jelisaveta seemed to have suddenly peered out of the dimmed opening into the light of a day and become petrified there. The more damaged part of the photograph was on Jelisavet's side, where only a strand of hair that peeped under the hat of an unusual shape, was clearly outlined.
Somewhat disappointed I had to admit that I had not succeeded in discovering any physical similarity between Gabriel and his parents.
In the night following my first contact with Gabriel's diary, I had a strange dream. There were distinct images in it. In the first, Gabriel's parents, evidently terrified, tottered about a darkened room. At the same time, German soldiers were violently beating the doors of the flat with their rifle buts. Behind them stood two Gestapo officials, patiently waiting for the door to open or to be broken down. The mother was tightly clutching in her arms the just awakened Gabriel and kissing him through her tears. She kept looking around to see where she could hide the child. She finally placed him in a linen basket as if putting him down in a cot. The father admonished his son in a trembling voice, telling him to be quiet until the soldiers left or else they would take him away just as they had taken away the other children of the neighborhood. The mother tossed a crumpled sheet to the son: a part of it fell across the basket, cutting the darkness with its whiteness. She placed first one and them another blanket over the basket. The six-year old boy, lying in the dark like a womb, clings to the reeds of the basket, the first bars of his life. He hears voices he does not recognize and words he will remember the whole of his life, although he will never try to learn their meaning. Those are words that summon death. Then silence. The boy turns over the basket and falls together with it on the floor. Through sobs, which turn into screams, he calls for his mother.
The next series of images follows the composition of a train, which stops at a small unnamed station in a harsh mountain region. The dark interspersed by flashes of light reveals a crowd of flustered people hurrying to the railway cars. Creaking, curses and wails come from inside, the door opens suddenly. The group stands still for a second. The prisoners attempt to escape. Shots and silence. The vacant places are filled by newcomers. A recognizable face that of Gabriel's mother emerges from the crowd. The spasm on her cheekbone cannot be removed by any feeling of joy. Blood stains under the left eye lost in livid blotches, cuts on the lower lip, a trace of rust on the collar and blouse that cover the breasts. Then the face fades away like an extinguished candle. It vanishes in an instant. In a flash out of the darkness, there emerges that last image, huge as on a cinema projection. Upon it, a barren area fenced in by barbed wire. Soldiers in observation posts, their weapons pointed inwards and outwards. And once again, a crowd of man an women, digging the earth in preparation for yet another in the rows of lined-up mass graves. The firs to plunge down their sleep edges are rotund bodies of Paun and Jelisaveta, and immediately after this, in the second part of the dream, alone boy in the empty classroom of a hostel for homeless children, orphans who lost their parents in the war. In front of him a torn out piece of paper on which the graphite trace of a pencil he draws the contours of a rock in which a bird flies... I was not able to forget this dream and as time went by, I felt it, more and more, to be a part taken out of Gabriel's diary.
Later on while carefully going through the contents of the envelope I was not able to find any new details that might helped me to solve the puzzle of what had happened to Gabriel's parents.
In the multitude of photograph, papers, brief notes, indecipherable signs, figures and words written in code, there was also a certain number of personal documents, though unfortunately, not all of them.
What immediately perplexed me was the presence of two birth certificates. On the one, evidently issued long ago, torn diagonally, and then pasted together again, not too skillfully, with the right upper corner and part of the four letters in the heading missing, the date of issue was July 16 1939, and the date of birth April 24 1936. The place of birth had been crossed out and seemed to have been smudged quite recently. This certificate was written in Indian ink with finely drawn letters, the consonants especially being beautifully designed, each adorned with a kind of spry twig. The other certificate in Cyrillic, the year of issue being 1961. Its text was identical to the first one, the only difference being in the dates of birth. In this second certificate, the date of birth was 1938.
I had more faith in the first certificate and so was able to conclude that Gabriel had survived the war as nine-year boy. On several pages, clearly written down, were the letters of the modern and early Greek alphabets: eta, theta, iota, kappa, iambs, my, ny, chi, omicron, omega. An incomplete poem by Borges “Isidora Accevedo“ in Spanish with no translation: Two Latin proverbs: “Nemoartem mortem beatus” and “Homo solitaris out bestia aut deus” with following translation: “No one is truly happy before death”, and “Solitary man is either beast or god”( Aristotle's latinized thought, both underlined and encircled in Indian ink. Next came the maxim “Nihil novi sub solo” –“Nothing new under the sun”, ascribed to King Solomon. Then the well-known saying: “Omnia mea mecum porto -”All mine I carry with me” and finally “Noli turbare circulos meos “- “Don’t touch my circles” which Valeria Markus had noted and Archimedes - after the conquest of Syracuse by the Romans - is said to have cried out to a soldier about to kill him while he was drawing geometrical figures in the sand.
My attention was drawn to a page without ant markings which started with three dots and then the words ...”the hour of the unit is the hour of its imaginary doubling” ... followed by the quotation” In the Mousterian period of the Middle Paleolithic the dead were buried, or to be more precise, piles of stone were placed over their earthy remains covering their heads... Was this done to protect the deceased from wild beasts or to prevent his return among the living... The last sentence in this otherwise circumscribed section read as follows ...all my efforts consist in prolonging life to infinite time, but I feel that this time still does not coincide with  eternity...
Nowhere else did I come across any other question, remark or idea. However, I found this sentence: Suffice it to have been once, all the rest is a delusion of life.
A kind of program of his activities for the month of December of the current year was outlined on the next page. Here it is:
…“First week, first day: a) add finishing touches with graphite to the sketch for the figure: Light on the Watchtower”...
…First week, second day: b) guarding the wind without physical fatigue…
…First week, third day: c) placing the figure in space: cutting wood: rinsing eyes with chamomile before and after the grinding…

…First week, fourth day: d) day of rest with search for silence in that part of the city where there is not semaphore…

…IV week, fourth day: (a prim) repeat task for yesterday: reading up the marked pages of Guide's “Les Caves du Vatican “.
Two school booklets and several certificates held together by a huge handmade clip showed Gabriel to have been a pupil with no great ambitions. His marks were more of less satisfactory. It was easy to conclude that Gabriel had attended school in several cities. Various stamps on the certificates bore the names of Zrenjanin, Belgrade, Krusevac, Pec, Cetinje and Herceg-Novi. The note about the painting colony where Gabriel had spent several years could be traced to Herceg -Novi. There was nothing to show whether he had sculptured there, practicing for his future calling. On a whole, all traces he had left in these collected documents were a kind of camouflage concealing a very long period of his life. I was not able to reconstruct and piece together even those cuttings that seemed particularly suited to this end. With Gabriel, anything obvious, because of its very obviousness could well conceal something quite different to what one would expect. Truth always differs from what we imagine and believe it to be. I remember my father once telling me” Son, nothing is more freckle than truth”: believe if you must, but always keep a little doubt in yourself; with me, truth, during the whole of my life worked against me, while doubt saved me”
Try as I might I could not find anything more definite about Gabriel's childhood, and it was precisely in that childhood that I believed lay the root of the secret, which would provide answers to the enigmas out of which his adult life was woven. Everything seemed to vanish in a kind of haze as if it had never been, as if Gabriel had never been born but had all at once become a man, mature and pensive such as I had seen him on a separate photograph. In his hand he held a metal bar, which he probably used to gauge the rock and detach it from its base. A tuft of unruly hair peeped out of his hood. He stood on the bank of a shallow river, its bed covered in white oval-shaped stones. On his feet he had rubber boots such as worn by miners when going into the pit. He had a fur coat casually thrown over his shoulders, which I could have sworn was a miner's coat for once, long ago I had had a similar one. I remember that it was made of waterproof material similar to that used for tents, resistant to cold and damp, and that it was lined with lambswool and had deep pocket on the sides. My coat differed from Gabriel's in that, it had dark buttons of plastic material, whereas Gabriel's had shining metal buttons which looked as if they had been sown on subsequently; one of these hanging on a thin thread resembling the broken head of a flower. The black collar of the coat disappeared in the shadow of Gabriel's broad neck and was probably of cat fur or goatskin. Next to his body he had on a woolen jumper with a low-cut neckline displaying a strong, hairy chest. The entire picture was dominated by grayness and Gabriel's huge figure merged with the frozen and immobile landscape.
ON BIRDS
In one period of his life Gabriel was obsessed by birds. This was evidenced in a section similar to a photo album containing many varieties of birds, divided into two parts by a blank page. In the first part were the birds of day, in the second, smaller part, birds of night. There then came a text in which Gabriel had written the following: Birds (Aves) runners: ostriches, nandu, cassowaries, kiwis, emeu. Ordinary, uninteresting birds, except the now extinct moa. Penguins: adelings, galapagoan, Papuan, kingly yellow-crowed, yellow-eyed, fiordian, crested, coronated ding of the bird: ice and water, suitable for sculpturing, but difficult to find in the rocks and marble of this region, (narrow, choice, nonetheless).
Water birds: divers, all species, sigh: underwater lurkers cannot be separated from water. Remark: water and undulating fluids cannot be caught in stone - eliminate divers. Albatrosses: black-legged and eternal, regal, sooty and an albatross with black “eyebrows, signs: water and sky, expanse and solitude... Remark: to be taken into consideration. Birds of fear: the hawk: Apollo's bird, signs: sharpness in the pupils, death in the sclera, the rock despises it, the devil loves it. Condor: the rocks of these skies have never seen it, nor have men. Sparrow hawks: bird of autumn and solitary life, my bird, as soon as it is born the rock ejects it into the field and will never take it back. The cuckoo: herald of the kingdom of power and of the spring... The stone is its nightly abode, but in the daytime the bird and the stone cannot bear another one. The stone likes calm and silence the cuckoo is monotonous song ... Tropical birds, birds of water and humidity signs: harpoon -shaped beak, killers of fish, birds, snakes: the cormorants, bluebirds, unhinges ( the snakebirds, disgusting ), herons, storks, the scarlet, ibis, marabou, geese, dicks. And more again, Birds of day, land and sky: eagles ( Old World birds of prey ), lapwings, eyries, falcons; signs: dance of the cranes, graceful ballet steps, music, gifts ( a lot of grass and roots ), flatterers above all. Remark: a bird who knows how to love as the stone cannot bear it, all it can do is roll in the sand turkeys, grouse, partridges, the large curassoe, bustards, kagu, woodcocks, plovers, cariamas, swordbills ( like swordfish ), trumpeters, bitterns; signs: stupidity, day and boredom, remark:  uninteresting, eliminate ...
Pretty birds: pigeons, all kinds, parrots, certain species; peacocks: Hera's green peafowl ( a gorgeous bird ) kingfishers, the yellow-beaked whidah bird, signs beauty and immortality, and the less interesting ones: whoppers, woodpeckers, turkey cocks, flycatchers, swallows, silk-tailed birds, titmouse, white-eyed, flower birds, honey-eaters, millards, sparrows, orioles, starlings, gardener birds, bower-birds, crows, paradise bird; and the once again birds of the night: nightfliers, gauns, moorhens, owls, and lastly the swan, ideal, signs: dignity, beauty, peace, a bird of character, the rocks must have it, it must be there, look for it and... find it. The Urania is a bird of purity, a celestial creature of untarnished beauty, personification of male solar light. The eternally transparent sky is its above, which preserves its purity. It is the keeper of the secret of the Hyperborean. Ideal and the rock loves it painfully.
I came upon yet another of Gabriel's notes on owls and was able to  see how  carefully  he  had  studied  not only  their  appearance  but  everything  but everything else connected with these predatory night birds. The first word in these notes were of following: Owl, Athena's bird (predatory), after “predatory” the visible question mark had been put as if he did not agree with this qualification.
Signs: longevity, taciturnity, perfect hearing, beauty, remark: sad and lonely bird. The night tenders it, the day despises it. If it starves, it will swallow its eyes, first the one, then the other. It closes its eyelids until its hunger is satiated and then it spits them out and puts them back in their place. Lightening returns to the sky, while Owl falls into an ominous despondency from which it escapes into sleep or hoot. It is present in every rock. The King of owls lives in the land of the rising sun, its kingdom of the dead is the strongest of all in terms of numbers. It casts forth its offspring all over the world, an only gathers the dead in a heap. The Owl is the lord of the dark, and not even the day can torch that kingdom...
I was completely dazzled and astounded by Gabriel's skill to copy in such a unique way the offspring of nature: What he had done was not a masterpiece, but a miracle. His figures of birds on the photographs seemed alive, perhaps they were so in reality, perhaps the only owl I had ever seen long ago had been Gabriel's creation, perhaps he was the creator of these bells of the night and the dark which with their mournful song spread fear and sorrow. As if wanting to contradict me he had written on the back of one the many photos of owls the following words: “All that takes place in life is but an unsuccessful replica of nature”.
After that came newspaper, piled untidily one on top of the other, with no order. My attention was immediately drawn to a newspaper text in English stuck on a rather indistinct photograph in which Gabriel, in the palms of his huge hands raised in front of his face, is holding one of the bells of his owls, as if he had by a conjuring trick transformed the stone into a live bird and was prompting it to fly away. There followed a short text about Gabriel's individuality and about his talent, along with the author's observation that it was inconceivable that a human hand, eye and will could possess such ability and precision. It was stressed that the creative work of the sculptor was part of ennobled realism turned towards its refined realization. The text ended with the following sentence: “For who knows how many times, it has once again been confirmed that art alone is almighty”.
The stone eye of the bird was on the same level wit Gabriel's eye, the body's body covered half face so that it seemed as if Gabriel was, with the owl's eye, mockingly and watching the world around him. I read up all the rest. Praises of Gabriel's work were moderate and consisted mostly of assessments and conclusions by the authors of these reviews. However, no mention was mad of any of Gabriel's thought or words. It was obvious that Gabriel was not given to making public statements. What he had to say was said by his art, where everything began and everything ended.
It was then that I understood from where Gabriel drew the enormous strength of his silence. For long, I asked myself what had made Gabriel, in the early stages of his work, feel the desire to carve in stone the beautiful, somewhat fearsome, creatures of the night. I would have liked to hear what the psychiatrist who had treated Gabriel would have had to say about this ant it was only fear lest he deprive me of Gabriel' heritage (as I had already begun to call it) prevented me from going to him. Later on I was, of course, able to reach the conclusion that stone was the exclusive material Gabriel used for his work, and everything indicated that it was only in stone that he believed. He would find what at first glance might seem quite worthless and uninteresting rock; he would uncover them and free them of their shell and then unselfishly donate them to the world...
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…At night when the shadows retire, and when sleep will not caress his eyes, Gabriel turns back to the whiteness of the paper. He is greatly irritated to find that there are more empty than
full pages in all his notes and sketches. He consoles himself with the thought that what is, for one or another reason left out, may be just as important, perhaps even more significant than what is already down. Hence, the most meaningful notes about himself are composed of whiteness where light alone finds its way with no difficulty. But light is mute and he knows that whatever words about himself he may leave behind will, if written by light, remain unsaid. At the same time Gabriel realizes that he knows no single word which would be capable of conveying what he felt before the denuded expression of the untouched whiteness of the paper. At first it was fear sustained by the emptiness for which he had no cure. Later, when he became wedded with hght, learning its secrets and power, he attained a state of repose where every gesture of the hand was preceded by a guiding image bathed with that same light, thus enabling him to eliminate error.
All he did was the fruit of intent and inspiration…
VI

...How and where  Gabriel's birds of the night disappeared I never found out. There was no mention of this in any of the notes. The birds of night were replaced by the birds of day, while swans with long graceful necks; this too, was one of those strange things about which nothing was said or written. Strange also was the suicide of the last black swan ( who bit its own neck off ) and vanished in the depths of an unnamed water in two different places - in a water not marked in any map of the world.
In attempting to join the rock, the black and the white, so as to form the body of the vanished suicidal swan, the stone revolted, opened wide its jaws and Gabriel very nearly lost a hand. He took no fright, only put the stone aside for some other time, and kept on carefully freeing in the white rock of its shell. And then, quite by accident, while seeking in the rock the svvan hiding its beak under its wing. Gabriel to his amazement discovered the body of a woman. The swan had turned into a woman who still in motion, bore all beauty. The graceful arch of the bird's neck had become the hand bent at the elbow, and the body of unutterable beauty had detached itself from the stone, the face alone remaining in the shadow of the eternal silence of marble.
With the next figure Gabriel did not dally much deciding to put on view the face in the shadow. It was a face that was at the same time alluring and repelling, winsome and serious, with the eyes of an owl, even with no pupils, sensuous with pain. It was repeated from figure to figure. The posture of the body, the movement of the hands, the bent curve of the knees, changed but the face and its reflection of the world was ever the same. Who was that woman whose face Gabriel had eternalized in marble, I asked myself impatiently, and as it usually happens, the answer came late by itself, that is as soon as I came upon the part of Gabriel's diary containing letters to Konegonda.

There followed a similar photo album with thirty or so photographs of various works of art, mostly sculptures of different periods. They were arranged in the fol!owing order: illustrations from the first edition of Rabelais' Pantagruel; Giovannini'a Pegasus and Bellerophon; details of the frieze with Penthesilea and Achilles of Achilles Temple in Arcvadia, which is kept in the British Museum; next came a photograph of somewhat inferior quality depicting one of the finest work of Greek sculpture Poebi's Nike of Delphi. The tomb Chamber on the step-pyramid carved in stone with near by the thumb of Syrups and alongside it the two-winged genil, both of Pasaragadae; Mars's sacrificial font of Ostia. The horizontally photographed sculpture of Niobe with her younger daughter in the Uffici Gallery in Florence; Niche with three crowned saints by Nani di Banca in Saint Michael's Church, early fifteenth; highly adorned fronts piece of the University of Salamanca with elements of flowery Gothic, French Renaissance and Moorish decorations. Tibaldi's Odysseus, blinding Polyphemius in Bologna, Praxiteles ' Cnidian Aphrodite statue of the nude Goddess which so strikingly reveals the secular beauty of the female body, subtle, intimate, poetic, thus đivested of the nimbus of divinity, as if it had, from this exceptional photograph, stepped into the world of Gabriel's sculptures. Although thousands of years separated these two sculptors, I felt that there was an unbelievable similarity between them.

In endeavoring to discover which models could most influenced or inspired Gabriel in creating his own style. Praxiteles seemed to be the most likely answer, although what has been preserved of Praxiteles' work could hardly be sufficient to corroborate my all too hastily reached conclusion. And, true enough, on the basis of a single figure, although the similarity was astounding, I could not come to a conclusive decision.

If my assumption were correct, Gabriel was not mistaken in having chosen this great sculptor as the model for his future work.

However much an artist may be independent and self-sufficient in his creative activity, similarities cannon be avoided. If for no other reason then because of the similarity of the techniques and procedures, of the nature of the material used, of the motifs and ideas; and that is sufficient proof that there can be, nor is there any absolute originality in art, no matter how much we may disregard or reject numerous models. What Praxiteles created for the glory of men and gods was the highest achievement of Greek sculpture.

What has been left behind Gabriel, still awaits the judgment of time. 
A stunningly stuck photograph of the sculpture of Perseus and Andromede by the French sculptor, Pierre Puget, was at the top of next page, after which came the following series: Gabriel's baptismal font with Abraham sacrificing Isaac: portrait figure of a female nude with him, by Patrick: Bernanin's Truth and Rape of Proserpina, sculpture of Andersen's siren in Copenhagen, Euphranor' s Venus, a work of  extraordinary beauty. Falconet's “The Bather“, the interior Baptisterv of the Orthodox church in Ravenna, the Italian Venus, Psyche, Three Graces and Pauline Bonaparte with a short biographv of the creator the 18th century sculptor Antonio Canova. His nude female figures were entrancing in their graceful  prettiness. The high degree of idealization and the striving to achieve perfection make his works in spite of their superb refinement, seem rather cold.  Celebrated as one of the greatest, he also influenced future generations especially the Academicians of the 19th century. He probably left a strong impression upon Gabriel with the finesse and linear severity of his drawings to which Gabriel, I noticed, also aspired. And finally, the last photograph in this section, before the postcard, was Micheangelo's Pieta. With it he had completed one section and began another, prefaced by a list of names, composed in  the following manner: “...Name, constant followed of the individual, sign of recognition. With its etymological meaning it sometimes indicates the mystical character and destiny of man ...
Gabriel divided names into interesting and useless ones, into those that cannot be used and those that are useful. He gave the names of the latter group to some of his figures.

In the first group he had included the following: Abel ( the wind ), Cattalos ( rock ), Scipio ( baton ), Jonah ( pigeon, Licos ( wolf), Licophron ( wolf's soul ) Agrippa ( malborn), Claudius ( lame ), Jonathan, Hannibal, Michael, Bonald, Domaga, Kazimir, Matija, Luka, Stephen, Svemir.

The group of useful names featured only those of females: Sofia, Susticija, Filomena, Konegonda, Susan, Maya, Stela, Aurora, Milica, Ana, Margaritas (pearl), Gemma ( gem ).

Set apart was a list of names which his figures already bore and a list of names of the figures he intended to make; the former were metaphorical names: Selena, Lustrous, Divine, Celestial. The other figures bore the names of nymphs: Arethusa - nymph loved by Alpheus, son of Oceanus and Tehys, then came Algina, Meliada, Crenida, Napa, followed by names of goddess: Electra, Atlanta, Helena, Diana, Ana, Perena, Vesna, Leto, Fortune, Themes,  Minevra, Junon, Cassandra, Flora, Heba, Furia, Concordia, Copia, Antiopa, Hermonia, Arthemide. Attached to the last, was black-white photograph of a sculpture by Leocharesus of the death of Niobe's daughters.

This series of photographs continued on the next page with a  black-white photograph of the alter polyptych of the Strozzi chapel in the Santa Marie Novella church  in  Florence,  a  work  by  the  skillful  hands  and  stupendous  of  the undistinguished Andrea Onkani. A bas-relief of Oziris and Izida of the Setya temple in Abidou. Poetic figure of a girl with a fish in her hand, by Peter Palavichini of Korcula  island as if it had wondered unknowingly on this page. I asked myself what had prompted Gabriel to put it precisely there, but having found no answer I resumed leafing through the photographs. A color photograph of Eugene Delacroix's Odalisque seemed to have lighted up the dark background of the black-white drawings: at the bottom of the page, in the very corner was a text, written  in such small  handwriting as  to  be almost indecipherable, and moreover subsequently crossed out, but in which it was possible to distinguish a few words referring to the Palermo stone.

The following page began with the photograph of a cathedral, one of the Norman edifices. Next to it was a successful drawing in Indian ink of the Patriarchy of Pec: below in the corner closer to the reader's left hand glowed the photo of the royal tomb of Catherine Medici and Henry 11 in the basilica at St Denies, also a photo of the Three Graces, holding an urn containing the heart of King Henry 11, by the French Renaissance sculptor Germain Pilon.

A rather brief note on two Polish sculptors Jan Mihailovich and Gabriel Stonsky, a namesake who probably for that reason had entered Gabriel's exceptional world. Below the text a photo of the seat of the weavers guild of Cracow, and the words “ wonder-city” written in pencil: a picture postcard divided into four parts containing photographs of the Renaissance Palace in Vavel, the Jagiellonian library, Marino Church and City or part of the city from the air. I then saw several nudes by famous painters and nude female sculptures with seductive sensuality. Prominent was the nude of a girl from Guinea, of exceptional beauty, followed by: Mahereni's Bather,  Meshtrovic's Woman by the sea, Modigilian's female nudes: a headless nude by Grga Antunac, another carved by Augustincic, Titian's Danae Georgorno's Venus, kept in Dresden...
I then read those words: ”...If there is no God then everything is permissible. The greatest value of man, in that case is not his work, but his freedom to do as he chooses...”
As if he had at this point lost the will to continue sticking together and arranging the many photographs cuttings, Gabriel placed all the rest in a pile, with no order, but skillfully fastening the top and bottom of the adjacent pages with clamps so as to prevent them from falling out and scattering all over the place. And so, with the astonishment that never left me, I started putting together the contents of this roughly made envelope. There were first several pictures postcards from different parts of the world, mostly from Europe. The first was from Prague with the Church of Saint Mary and Karl's Bridge on it, then a landscape in color with part of the winter sports resort in Schwarzwald, the size of a postcard, with the drawing of an octaeder and within it, marked out in small lines, the contours of a bird with widespread wings, the bird in which in my dream, I see Gabriel as a boy with the first sketch of his life;  a postcard of a Libyan oasis with date trees; Alcasar of Segovia and landscape of the Logarska Valley in a fog; Hadrian's angelic fortresses; two busts of Jan Arpa; death-heads of mountain crystal; a reproduction in color of Chermako's VVounded Montegrin on a stretcher,  in large format, folded and reduced to the size of a letter and finally the photograph of the castle of the Duke of Burgundy in Dijon.

Several picture postcards of Paris with words written only on the back of one “Paris sans pair” ( Paris with no equal), under the name of Julian, the first crossed out in Indian ink, and subsequently added words: killer of sculptures. Postcard of the city-state of San Marino with the coat of arms of the Republic in the centre, with no text on the back; the Milan Cathedral, “ the most beautiful of the most beautiful” written on the back; Picadilly the inevitable Eiffel Tower, the windmill in the vicinity of Croningen, the following words thrown in the back of the postcard: “one of the one thousand seven hundred and fifty”, Copenhagen, Cracow, Duisburf, the Patersee iceberg with Margita lake, night photograph of Budapest, St. Vasil church in Moscow, ruins of Apollo's temple in Delphi with the surrounding landscape, a picture of Vesuvius from the air. The collection ended with two postcards of Cetinje: St. Ptere's Monasterv with the Eagles' Cross of Cetinje in the background and mount with the old chapel on its peak, this last being in black-white technique. Then drawings of the Pyramids triangular and fragmented. Drawn in that fragmented part were the contours of a nude female resting her left hand on the edge of the pyramid, and in her right holding a head, prebably her own, for the figure in the triangle was beheaded.

A small section with pulpits, which form part of the interior church decor; there are usually placed against the wall but can be set quite apart so as to be as close as possible to the congregation. The outer surfaces were covered with figural and ornamental relieves which could best be seen on the photographs representing Pisano's pulpit in Pisa and Pistoia The Tower in Pisa with the cathedral in the background. I had probably already seen it before in one of Gabriel's notes but in subsequently leafing through this material I did not come across it.

All Gabriel had left and all that I had at first touch and glance memorized, even the places where one another of these things lay, confronted me at the very outset with a problem I could not explain. I knew that I had seen a detail, drawing, postcard, photograph or note which were part of Gabriel's heritage, but if that detail, for who knows what reason were to swim out the multitude of all the others, and if I tried to find it and so prove that it existed; it would disappear without a trace, simply vanish, and I would never manage to find it again. As if someone had come and stealthily taken the very thing I wanted. As if Gabriel were trying my patience and taunting my power of observation. When I became convinced that, this was not something I was imagining and when I noticed that the pages referring to Gabriel's life were slowly melting away, I was frightened lest they disappear completely, and  so I stopped worrying in about details and about what I had seen and read. What I had once seen was enough.

I remember a postcard which later I was never able to find. I don't know way I had picked that very postcard out of all the many others, and memorized it; it was the one with the old De Goyer windmill in Amsterdam and on the other half the flower market on he Singel canal.

And so many things of Gabriel's heritage vanished irredeemably. Never again did I see the fine copies of the bronze coins minted in the city of Issi, the medal of Sigismund Fountain in the park of the Caserta Palace near Naples, and the next on the hierarchical scale of the famous decorations and orders which Gabriel had drawn. Gabriel loved to draw concrete objects with great precision concentrating on the contours and principal lines. That was why he had drawn the Japanese of the Chrysanthemum, the Dutch Order and the Lion, the Swedish Order of the Seraphim, the Danish Order of the Elephant, the Mexican medal of the Astecs order and many more, the names of which I have, nonetheless, forgotten.

The note on various forms of precipitation and their international signs. Drawings of footwear; Greek sandals, Roman soldiers' sandals, various warriors' footwear intertwined and made of wire, Persian boots, wooden sabots up to various types of modern footwear. The footprints of the birds too, had disappeared; swallows, cranes, divers, parakeets, snakebirds, doves, cuckoos, waterbirds, swans, ostriches, owls, and other Gabriel favorites among birds, due to which the writing about them has remained fragmented and incomplete.

All traces of the notes on clothes, on death, man's constant followers, were also lost.

I can well remember the splendid drawings of the garments of various historical periods, descriptions, details of habits found in the Tombs of Giland, where he had written down that the women wore long skirt with a belt, and the men kneelingth vests, a cape and peasant shoes.

The Mediterranean type included the garments of Greece, Christians, Romans and Byzantine; the Nords: the Gaeles and Teutons. Next came notes on the style of dress of the Medes, Dorians, Persians, Slavs, Scythes and Celts. He had here also inserted Einchardt's history on Charlemagne with no extensive note on what he wore.

The costumes of Burgundy and France of the 14th and 15th centuries filled him with enthusiasm. Nor did he leave out changes in the style of dress brought on by the appearance of Biedermeier to be followed by bourgeois rococo; he noted all in details, with a sorrowful eye on the lack of taste in the clothing of modern man, this being also the time to which he belonged, not by his own will, as he had written down, but by an act of fate and by accident.

The impression of Darious' stamp in wax and then stamped on paper had also disappeared.

As if he had never been there, no trace could I find of Gabriel's long note on death. I remembered that text after Gabriel's disappearance, while I was making the round of all the morgues in the city, to find any pay my respects to his shattered broken up body. In spite of my unshakable perseverance, all my efforts were in vain. No single morgue had received his body, nor had the body of a man with such a name been incinerated in either of the two crematoriums.

Speaking of death and of the rituals attending it, I remembered Gabriel saving at one point that disposing of the dead by burying them was one of the most primitive rites.

Wise were the people, he said, who like the Tibetans left their dead to the wild dogs and to the vultures. For, dose a body deprived of life deserve anything more than the jaws of dogs. Can decay and stench be the reward.

Gabriel was convinced that the ancient invention of balsaming in Egypt was not almost merely at preserving the body and saving it from decay and extinction but rather at preserving the soul

It is the first to leave the body as soon as the worms and filth begin to creep under the skin.

Gabriel, quite evidently, was in favor of incineration.
Gabriel spoke of the houses of the dead, such as the pyramids, mortuary chapels, catacombs, dolmens, mastabahs, mausoleums, as of the greatest nonsense.

The rituals which attend death mostly represent the foolish striving of people tot to join the dead before their time, not to have the sin of death turned towards them.

It is hard for the living to take leave of the dead. It is not easy to please death and even more difficult to eschew it. If it is, indeed, inevitable, and it is only in youth that one doubts it, then it should be bore as painlessly as possible. Customs differ but the aim is identical. Windows are opened in the room where the deceased lies that the soul may leave the body more easily; so that death should not drink it up all, water is split out of various utensils; window panes are darkened, mirrors covered; food is taken to the cemetery or is thrown away; the house is not swept for some time, hair is not combed on even days and then on Sundays; all watches in the house are stopped for a given period of time. All that death has taken away cannot be returned. With remains are dreams and in them the gloomy imitation of life.

And dreams, so long as that exist, will be the persecutors of fear, the treasures of delusions and beliefs without which one would not be able to live, without which life would not be a momentary infernal refuge.

As if it had returned to the time of its inception, the Sanskrit text of the Devangari city of Gods had disappeared; on the whole front page and partly on the back. Gabriel had practiced writing the signs and symbols, dividing them into vowels and consonants; he observed that these signs were written linearly, from left to right and that they were spanned by a thick horizontal line to which additional elements turned sideways or downwards were attached.

Also gone was the Ethiopian writing with signs in syllabic order which was much simpler than the Devangari one, with a number of ticks and circles, written skillfully but without any explanation as to how it could be read.

Lost even was the photocopy of the Slav Clagolitza with the names of Saint Cyril and Hrabar Crnorisac written upon it along with the other observation that they were its founders. An arrow with two points like two separate heads divided the oval from the angular letters. The names: Duklje, Zahumlje, eastern Bosnia were written in oval letters with explanation in brackets that Glagoliza had given way to Cyrillic, that, it had died just like useless people die, that it had passes away just like the human species vvill pass away.
The angular letters had a longer life. The ovals roll and grind until they gain the form of a pebble and the pebble revolves until it loses its covering and what remains of it is a speck of sand, and finally it too becomes dust and transforms itself into nothing. The angular whatever it may be, does not shift its position of its own accord. It has its place and it knows how to endure. It crouches and waits. In Croatia, angular letters were mentioned until the 19th century. Of all texts on letters what alone was preserved was a shortened photocopy off a page of the Zoographic Gospel and Vatican Nissal of the year 315. And also gone, was the text on the hand alphabet of the dumb-deaf.
7

Gabriel is the victim of the belief that something exists; m everything he discovers a semblance, rarely an illusion of meaning. The emptiness of the soul bows and crawls submissivelv before the onslaught of the emptiness of time. Dreams pale and reahtv becomes shaliovv. The sarne image of nothingness deprived of all phantasmagoria, repeated at the beginning of every night, imbues with horror.

All-round him concrete and glass, impersonal forms with a shape that maddens with its simphcity.

Gabriel eschews boredom by turning its back upon it, or if his hands are free of the bonds that bind them, he wraps his pillow fuli of silence around his head and plunges his face in the bed, for then he has no need to evoke the images that outlive themselves, those that appear suddenly and bring all to a stop; the course of the world slows down, and it is only in the beating of the temples, while all else is dying out, all feehngs, all senses, that the echo of time finds its heaven. A metamorphosis is about to take place. Space becomes colorless. It fades siowly from the range of vision, dragging matter along vvith it into the gullet of light.
All that he tries to shift  into the sphere of reason, vvonders along paths on the outside of life. The time that kills stretches unendingly, inhibiting return to the primeval state.
By inventing delusions, Gabriel believes he is inventing a new world. 
The inferno in which he finds himself he regards as a temporary abode which has befallen through the play of unfortunate circumstances..

In this grouping through time, the pleasure he finds in evoking phantoms adamant to the onslaught of the disappearance of all those things that tormented him in wakefulness.
Perhaps the only exalted attitude consists in denying all that is perfectly obvious. Light does not exist, neither do the vast expenses of darkness. Day is something quite ludicrous and senseless. The secrets of the universe including those of this world are given in a single cliche where everything is inscribed and noted in advance.

The sole genuine religion which never betrays its followers is death. In the anticipation of death: it is engraved on every road, and is part of the above mentioned cliche to be found on every map of the world. Gabriel learns its charms, discovers the vanity of living, reduces the cruel layers of imaginary longevity to a reasonable measure, until such time as he begins to fee disgust and immeasurably boredom in the monotonous expectation of the final moment.
At each daily visit he explains to the man in white coat with no name and no eyes, that there is no cure for the soul if there is no desire for recovery.. The man, as usual, accepts all that is said, with no untiring, and what it seems to be to Gabriel, a well practiced nodding of the head. Gabriel poses the questions and answers them himself, and fails to see who is helping whom - is he helping the doctor or is the doctor helping him.

After this fatiguing monologue, Gabriel wants no therapy but asks to have a rock or light, no matter what, brought to him ...
VII
A smaller enclosure contained several old banknote, cancels stamps with the figures of Renaissance painters on them, miniature, photographs of the Venus de Milo in color, Caravaggio's painting of the Gorgon Medusa, a poor reproduction the format of a postcard, an empty envelope of a yellow color folded in two with his name on it and a postal stamp of Prague; two and some ny!on, a teakwood cross, a lock of auburn hair and a feather, probably in eagle's fastened along the edge of a photograph dominated by the figures of a man and woman in bathing suits. Their heads were cut off with scissors and, for heaven knows what reason were removed. I would have thought the body of the man to be Gabriel's had it not been so elongated and thin. The Gabriel I came to know in hospital was a robust man, not lacking in muscles.

I found a round golden trinket with the face of Njegos on it, two small old coins, perhaps in silver, pierced and linked together with a copper wire; then came a list of names and addresses of the new owners of his works which they had either bought or received as presents. For me this was of immense value, for I had never heard of a single name on that list. The ninth and seventeenth were Senjanin Gavrilo, and Topcik Eugen, both of Belgrade. One lived in 14 Senjacka street, in a house by itself and the other in 93 Majka Jevrosima street, in a privately-owned ground-Ievel flat. I immediately underlined the names, my intention being to visit them one of these days.

There was no end to my joy and excitement when in the next cluster, tied by this string, I discovered some kind of a shortened, incomplete version of Gabriel's diary. Pages were torn out but it could be seen that the notes were part of a bigger whole. The habit I had when reading any book or even any insignificant text, to read the first and last sentences, did not this time bring me much luck. The unsaid is more tantalizing than what has been said. The words in
the text were composed of tiny yet finely delineated letters, in a logically connected sentence structure, and yet there were certain parts which I was not able to decipher, nor to find their proper place and adequate sequence. After reading his diary I was convinced of one thing that Gabriel in his writings had made in clear that nobody could have written better about himself than he had done. The introductory part of the confession in the form in which Gabriel had left it - could perhaps be entitled
..

THE DIVINE ROCK
...Every pore of my skin bears a part of some stone. Blood is slowly transformed into a thick mass. My bloodstream of stone dust feeds my body and I feel more and more that I am suffocating while mildew and cold penetrate my bones. Bone marrow is turning into bits of crystal. Changes gain such momentum that I no longer feel any warmth. Somewhere, deep inside me there grows the foreboding that before time has run out, that before the last hour has sounded the warning of its arrival, my body will disintegrate like a mine after it has exploded. Perhaps, even at the slightest touch. And not only bones, but muscles too, and not all that I bear as part of myself feels slowly turning into crystal. To find the rock of the origin of crystal or to discover crystal in the rock, no matter, is one of the goals to which I aspire. To carve a figure of crystal is the dream of every sculptor. Although crystal is part of matter it is possible to see thorough it for it is adorned with  transparency and purity.

How right, indeed, are the oceanic Shamans to call it the stone of light, believing that prior to its fall upon the earth it was broken off from the heavenly throne.

The same if not identical belief prevails among the Australian initiates who hold this talismanic stone to have properties of the Holy Grail made of a mystical emerald.

The heroes ancient legends seeking this talisman of kings, came upon crystal palaces as they emerged from the cover of dense forests.

The image of Christ's birth is linked with crystal. Flitting through this God-given transparency; Divine Light has gained a unique dimension. Angelus Silesius says Mary is Crystal and her son the Heavenly light, hence light passes through her and the crystal does not break. Quite amazing is the enthrallment of phantasts, mystics and surrealists with the transparency of stones, with mountain crystal, obsidian and diorite. The same on many occasions served as talismans, but artists forebore to engage in the adventure of carving them They were content to possess them in their collections. It was believed that they rewarded the owner by bestowing clairvoyance upon him, a gift which oniy the gods don't envy, and that they imparted powers which only exist in dreams.

Among the variety of stones in my collection I managed to come by a crystal. For the present I see no way of how I could endow it with a form or discover in it what I so easily found in other rocks, and to do so without destroying it.

Perhaps the undiscovered, owing to the artist's blindness, is concealed in its very transparency, for when you look through something all you can see is only what lies behind it. It is as if we could turn our eyes to an empty space, and hold them there, midway between ourselves and the chosen objects; to pin our eyes on the invisible without seeing what lies behind that would-be screen. And so I too, try to keep my eye on the crystal, to catch what I seek and which eludes me with such ease. I still will not accept that piece of stone as a talisman and sign for the future, but I keep being increasingly obsessed by the thought that this kind of approach could include in me a state of trance, perception of the invisible. The artist by virtue of his calling is always a hunter of the invisible, for otherwise there would be no place for the artist, nor for his vision, and vision is the true and decisive step towards the materialization of the picture.

Among the Christians at the time of the initiation of the religion, rock crystal was held in high esteem; it bore the sign of immaculate conception. According to Arab scripts, crystal provided protection against the fears of night. In Pliny's writings it is said that an ancient medicine it was used as e remedy for many ailments. My obsession with crystal drives me to search, but the knowledge I gain cannot satisfy the urge which impels me to uncover its essence.

According to some sources, crystal is a fluid substance of another world, unknown to the human species; hence, the belief that the body of the sanctified is full of rock crystal, i.e. is filled with spiritual substance; that at least is what the West thinks. There were light is born, no need is felt for light to be thought about in a way differing from the established one, which may be described as follows: light is the garment of God; it is both a reward and poison for the dark, even for that of man; and when something is both a panacea and a gift, one may not speak about it, let alone think and seek the roots in which the secret of the world and existence may lie hidden. The disclosure of this secret would probably erupt into a catastrophe of cataclysmic proportions. Man's fear of extinction is the fear of the individual in the face of finality. It is bearable up to a point but as soon as it becomes to overture to the complete disappearance of the species, it becomes ravaging and no one dares come to grips with it. General dissolution would mean dissolution of the conscious, and no one even wants to imagine that calamity. Owing to the supernatural power of crystal, the South American tribal piests believed that they were living beyond their corporal prison. The perfection of human ability is in any case incomplete when compared with the perfection of crystal which in certain circumstances expresses immateriality... 


In the dreams that hide from themselves as much as from others, I see a picture in which matter, in this case, the rock, twists and changes its shape even before I've touched it.
ROCK THE NAVEL OF THE WORLD
When in a conversation I once said that the stone is a synonym of knowledge, my interlocutors looked at me as if I had gone out of my mind. I tried to explain, but only got more entangled in the meshes of the inexplicable. I did not give up; I said that the Earth could be regarded as a pregnant woman, a childbearing mother. The proof of my assertion can be found in the fact that within the rocs too, precious stones are procreated and mature there. The ancient Greeks believed that after the great flood, man was born from the stone which Deucalion dropped upon the earth as a fertile seed. The meanings attributed to these stones are so many that is impossible to count them. Characteristic are the stones born on the earth and those that have fallen from the sky. The latter have come from the blue, they are the aerolites, such as is Cybele' s black stone, the statue of Athena Palade, the shield of Sully, the stone of Dalai Lama, the black stone of Mecca and others. Also worth mentioning are the stones of thunder created by the turbulence of the heavens. Thoreau's hammer, Parasha Rama's axe, are made of the stones of thunder.

Wolfram von Ebenbach believes that the Grail was hewn out of the stone and felt at Luciter's feet.

Widespread among the Chinese was the view that the sky was the vault of grotto, and that the parts which recall stalactites broke off and fell upon the earth. They were gathered at the brain marrow of the stone and the Taoists brewed potions of immortality from them. The stone and the soul are closely linked in the legend of Prometheus, stones retain human odor. Ascent and descent represent the link between man and stone. Rough stone, such as God sends it, descends from the sky. Man against God's will changes its shape, and that is an unpardonable sin. Hewn, fashioned stones were most often built temples glorifying the divinity in them.

The chisel thrust into the heavenly stone is like a knife thrust into man's body. The skin of the stone can be removed harmlessly until the meat of the stone is reached, the form which lies within it. If the artist as the envoy and wended hand of God penetrates more deeply, he would desecrate what the Lord has donated to space and not to man.

To reach the innermost essence of creative energy and halt the chisel on time, is the aim of my art, as well.

Truthful is the assertion that the unity of beauty is contained in unworked stone; rare therefore are those who have been predestined to bite into it with no consequences. Attributes double as the stone is hewn since bipolarity attributed to the stone is the perfection of a primordial heritage. Hence the conic stone conceals female elements, and the square ones male. The elements unite here if the conic part is placed on the square piedestal.

The stone should not be regarded as a non-living mass. God has, probably for some reason, awarded it immobility. This is especially true of the stones that have come from the sky. The flight to a new, lasting destination is the reward for future eternal immobility.

Among people there are no miracles. The stone lives on after the fall, and man vanishes with his fall, dissolving like a miscreating flung by random into the either.

The bond between man and stone, and I must constantly revert to it in these notes, for it is indispensable. If I want, and I do want to be sincere to myself and to what I am writing down here, that bond ever lasting through time was and remains unseverable. Nowhere in the universe does there exist so strong and extraordinary a bond as that between living form and dead matter, between man and stone. This evolved in the following way. At first stone was a tool and a weapon, the stone cave provided a home and protection; later on the role of the stone changed but it always remained in the service of man.

As building material the stone alone was able to withstand the tooth of time. Suffice it to take a look at the pyramids or the Chinese Wall. Even today, with the development of technology and the use of new building materials, the stone has lost none of its former significance.

In those times when Gods and men were close and linked together, when cultures, such as we will never see again, flourished, the stone was in its golden age. The cult of the stone was developed and cultivated as one of the basic properties and signs of many divinities. Hermes acquired his name from the Hermal stones that were placed on the wayside, expressing the embodiment of force and permanence, and with their presence providing protection and fertility. The moment a head would appear at the top of the stone column, the stone, shaped in this manner, would gain a quite different meaning. It would become the image of a God.

According to one of the numerous ancient scripts, man, and especially the artist hold into them, for the tomb of the sacred Delphi snake was covered with omphalos. For the Hellenes this stone was the navel of the world, symbolizing the reintegration of consciousness and  rebirth.
For the Semitic people the sacred stone was the seat of God' s might and the proof of divine presence. The bond between God, man and stone was a spiritual bond, for it was while Jacob was sleeping on the stone that he received God's pronouncement of the fate of his people and hid descendants. The stone was transformed into a monument and the Israelites from that time on came on pilgrimage to this site. Later, it will be Joshua who will build a similar monument of stone to seal the alliance between his people and Jehovah. With the passage of time these sites to cult were to become the objects of idolatry and devotion.

The assumption that man's handling of the stone could lead to its desecration, protected stones for long. And they, actually, longed for the chisel which would remove the layers that prevented their beauty from being seen.

The superiority of the golden stone over the angular diamond one, which is the sign of eternal wealth, lies in that it represents the elixir of life and according to Raman Lulu the regeneration of the soul by the mercy of God. The dream of alchemists to transmute stone into gold which symbolizes eternal existence, was at the same time spiritual alchemy designed to discover the stone of wisdom. Eternity bereft of wisdom would be a hellish condemnation of any form of existence. The one seeks the other, to separate them would be unthinkable for it would make their interaction impossible. This unimaginable transmutation would perhaps be possible solely with the help of spiritual strength but its effort upon matter so far has not been sufficient to create a greater miracle than the one that we exist.

To find the links which reason excludes, and yet they cannot be by-passed. To unite all that nature has separated. To join the separate elements together and create new more precious ones. To draw the sky nearer to the earth, to bring it to the touch of groping hand. Creature and spirit. Instill the unconscious into the conclusions. Bring reality to dreams and banish dreams to the dump heap of memories. Out of the multitude of all things seen and observed, find the measure of the world. Expand the field of consciousness to a more meaningful destination, where, before all fights of fantasv and different options, there stands as the gates of a new world. His Majesty- Negation.

The eternal desire to express and identify the invisible and  the  inexpressible, dominant in every work of art, cannot be reduced to figments of the imagination. All that is relatively unknown and yet - according to Jung- is known to exist, or should exist, is not and cannot be divested of the conscious.

Some of my acquaintances have for months been trying to convince me of the opposite. They assert that all that I do is deprived of the conscious and is simply a lot of nonsense. I don't seem to be able to make up my mind with which opinion to counter their assertion: with mine or with that of others. In these notes, if it proves indispensable to do so, I shall choose those opinions that wiser and cleverer than mine.

The play of the images we see or vaguely discern form an experimental Hermetic art of the unknown. The analyst can view this in one way, science in another, while the artist's approach, luckily for art and the artist most often has nothing to do with either of these two interpretations.
THE ROCK OF DISCOVERY
Nature  does  not  change  often  and  the  changes  in  it  and  upon  it  are insignificant: they can hardly be registered in the course of a human life.

Nature does not like flattery, and even less does it like tyranny. Hrricanes and storms wash away the piled up rubble and deceased. Unfortunately, their effect is short-live; hence what art restores and presents to nature offset the filth of the world which since time immemorial follows in the wake of man's footsteps. Art in this manner establishes a kind of balance, indispensable and necessary to prevent the ugly in man from overpowering the beautiful that lies beyond him. And vice versa. This world composed of contradictions and absurdities, of beliefs and doubts, hopes and deceits, undergoes changes within the field of vector powers, or in the more or less sensitive areas upon which, in the final analysis, it is base. Every work of art, and this is especially evident in sculpture, represents the anticipation of future times; it endeavors to justify and prove the reason of its own existence where the present is concealed out because of the inadequate and obviously personal and impersonal projection.

When I take a pen after the hammer and chisel, I feel as if I had acquired wings. I feel an unutterable strength, a power to which I must bow. I don't seem able to finish this writing. After every sentence, I realize that I am at the beginning. With the stone it is much easier. Never an end to this writing.
THE ROCK OF WOE
...The weeks slowly swallow up the days imposed upon them, the months follow one another and peer into the years. This is how I experience Konegonda, and the more time I set aside, all I get as a reward for so much toil and to, is so worthless and offensive, that I swear for the umpteenth time that I shall fling away the chisel and the mallet like contaminated garments. Rage and despondency are of no use, yet art cannot do without them. Nature alone is perfect, and all that man has created is full of flaws, deficiencies and errors, which we do not see but for which we will pay dearly at one or another time.

How many times have I turned away from a rock which had marked and definite form, only to realize at the same moment that - my embellishment would only destroy it. And so, I would find myself in front of a door which intimated secrecy and challenge. But it is at that place and at that moment that creativity fails, for to take a step forward would mean to enter into certainity and certainity is but the artist's death sentence, and no one will accept it.

I have become increasingly aware, and that does not trouble me in the least, that not one of my sculptures, and I have truly made a great many, has been finished, meaning that it has not reached its final form. The artist never completes his own work. That would be a dishonest attitude to art an to oneself, so I leave the possibility of making changes to the powers that will unite and set into motion the energy condensed in these figures. 

form. The artist never completes his own work. That would be dishonest attitude to art and to oneself, so I leave the possibilitv of making changes to the powers that will once unite and set into motion the energv condensed in these figures.

My work consists in intimations, it actuallv is here, it is and is not visible, it is and it is not concealed; anyway it all remains within the domain of anthropology, culture, psychology and finally in art itself. Unfortunately, the word, the image and the form have been left with no future, and what is even more tragic, with no present either, they have long been in the remote past. And what is left for us who knows all this? Can one still dream the dreams that heal? To dream in the dreams. To discover and bolster desire. To fear the impossibility of realizing it. Reduce consciousness to the desire to uncover and then show as on a screen the mysterious and hidden meaning of life. To break through the frameworks raised by space, time and mankind. Merge extremes into a vision of unprecedented strength and determination. Create the invisible from the visible, from what everyone has or thinks he has, but which no one, not even art, can possess.

With these notes outlive me and the worId that abuses me? Do I want my traces to vanish the moment my work is condemned to destruction? When my work is submitted to execution?

The aim of these notes is not clearly defined; I only know that it is not reduced to an interpretation of what I am creating within my narrow bounds and possibilities, and that I flnd consoling. I believe that every probing of oneself facilities one's internal journey. Like with everything one thinks about and which may lead to error, so the possibility of error is also present here due to my subjective approach. All the things of minor importance, but which may one day prove useful - that I am entering these notes - are based on experience and on the observation of others and myself. Maybe that is why the fundamental meaning is not quite so evident, the more so as it was not my intention to abridge my observations and so risk exposing them to the traps of personal selection. They are only additional clarifications of the principal theme, developed from one single word. the stone.
The myriad connected with this natural element do not conceal my impulse to reduce it to a single signification. This expectation is poisoning me, suffocating me. AU that could happen and take place I identify with nothingness and it bears the name of Noone and the surname Nothing...

THE MYTH ROCK
...I endeavor to discover and identify movement in the immobility of matter. I emphasize it as the case may be, from rock to rock, from figure to figure. The terrible swirling of atoms in confined space infuse meaning to this seemingly useless activity and to the tons of inhaled stone dust. I feel my bowels turning into a stone bed, into nest. The onslaught of particles constricts of my bloodstream.

With every day cold envelopes me more and more, my limbs grow stiff, hair flees into whiteness and abandons my skull. Draught invades the crown of my head. A difficult and exhausting struggle with myself awaits me. It will last for a long until such time as my body becomes transformed into the sculpture which I have carved and modeled the whole of my life without knowing it.

The rock of several tons of a non-defined form and substance, encased in its concrete and pristine predetermined state endeavors to preserve itself in its untouchability, concealing its essence in vvhose presence we tremble, both I and the stone.

If I deprive dogmatic statements of all real meaning, and thus reduce them into to myths objectively revealed, and if I see the mythical as the seat of subjective transformation with an internal direction of action, then this may enable access to that intimated substance, which may be said to exist even though it may for some remain inaccessible. But, this is only a game with mental structures. Reality will furnish the answers and solutions which in the course of events become inevitable. All that at first is now and always invisible and hides in secretiveness, will acquire quite a different meaning once it has become the focal point towards which the artist's observation gravitates, since what is involved is a complex approach to the study of matter in its abstract form, simultaneously elevated to an intellectual act- a meaning lying in cosmic cycles, with shackles of fate on itself, but not along itself. By moving away from the usual meaning, the creative power that moves the hand of the builder along the unseen contours of the existing form, leads to blindness and helplessness, making it impossible for the artist to reach anything but a replace of the real goal. This deceit is easily discovered, the tragic thing is that it reveals itself when it is too late for everything else.

Hence, from dramatic transpositions of complex entities such as are the tales of genesis, cosmogony, theogony, gigantomania and various epopees, there arises the myth which Mirca Eliade as the archtypical model for all kinds of creations, irrespective of the plan upon which they evolve. Myth appears like a symbolic theater of the internal and external struggles which man initiates and pursues along the imprevisible courses of his development.

By finding structures which must not remain static, I discover identifications which inevitably spell alienation. I must therefore bring the subject to the object of the image: divorce it from the real world: identify it with the imaginary; from magic and dreams build the foundations, and then all the rest, for I am convinced that there is no greater magic than when illusion is materialized.
THE CHAMELEON ROCK
I always stop before the rock as if I had at the moment encounter divinity; I stop before it with attention, admiration and fear of the uncertain. Before I start doing anything else, I know that there is a task I have been called upon to perform; How to discard multidimensionality so as to reach the essence, for by reaching essence, multidimensionality will once again appear but in a garb which takes one's breath away. One should, with faith but without fear step into the abyss of the rock, drop down headlong like a bird shot over a precipice. Unearth the greatest possible expression of what is for the present only inferred.
Perceive the invisible in all its forms in time and space, for - only I know this -every rock is an entity in itself; it forms an entire world. Like in every phase of discovering oneself, it will also in time discover the great differences that lie within it. As with people, there are similar rocks, but never identical ones.

In Fulah legend, the beggar who teaches how to expose secrets tells Hamad, a pilgrim in search of knowledge, that every phenomenon has several meanings, characteristic being those of day and the night. The first are useful, the second harmful. Hence, the rock, just like man, is not approached at night. The stone, accessible to every human being is part of the universes; it hence represents and bears the function of perpetuation, deepens man's aesthetic consciousness, assimilates energy in the process of integrated development.

One of my acquaintances whose thinking always differs from mine - and it is for this reason that I can call him my friend - tries to convince me that the pristine state of matter is always superior to the role and form given it by however skillful may be.

To change the primeval state of the rock, is, in his view, a blasphemous act, and he therefore, half seriously, half jokingly, brands me a murderer of rocks. Ad for a murderer there is no place in freedom. Nor even in the netherworld is there any place for such as you, he added. I answered that the pristine state of the rock was something eternally given it: its real state was the one I had given it and which was also condemned to eternity, but to a better one.

-
There is no beauty in what lasts for ever, beauty is short-lived – he answered.

I explained that all the layers upon layers that I would remove from the stone were part of its protective covering, and that beauty is always in the bark. What is more precious, I asked, the body or the amour? The bark or what it conceals?

-The armor is worthless if it is not the body - he said - entities cannot be rent apart. if you denude the beauty of which you speak and which you evoke, you would reduce the world to banality.
I did not give up, but insisted that the artist's sacred duty was to uncover form, render it accessible, tear down the century - long cloak of darkness which enshrouded it and suffocated it: that is the task on in a more conciliatory tone, if the way I think and act is wrong, the revenge of the stone will not spare me, unlike human judgments which only have a short life and are most often part of great delusions. For the first time on that day, to soothe him and save myself from further censure, I showed him my collection of stones. He asked me to read the notes written under each of my figures as my handwriting was too small and sloppy which, he said, was characteristic of all nervous people. I started from the beginning and read the following:

Aerolite, meteorite stone, spark of nebular fire, part of the divine seed. It is conceived in the sky an its resting place is on the earth. Its invisible path links the sky and the earth just as love links man and woman or as dependence links different people. It is the path of the angels.

Amethyst, stone of moderation, farsightedness, composure, thoughtful acts, love and wisdom; protective of intoxication even if only  spiritual... 


Ruby, stone of blood, resistant to poison, not disinclined to power, it is borne on the forehead like the red eye of a dragon or serpent. It mesmerizes with its beauty, possesses the cure or lust, but not for itself. I don't have it in my collection, I only have notes about it and a little of the invisible ruby dust in my veins.

Diamond, stone of wisdom, ruler of the stones and child of crystal, which as Hui Neng, the teacher of Zen would say, neither grows nor diminishes. It is the pursuer of lies, a killer of dreams and horrors of the night. It is the eye of all stones. Its vision is in poems, in women, and in the pupils of some blind man. Born before life - it is as sinful as man. I have it in my collection, but it is so tiny, smaller than any letter that I hide it in a world without light, which awakens me. I can neither show it nor give it to you.
Grail, nor stone, nor dream, chalice of light and coveted object conceived by the emerald dropped from Lucifer's forehead. It was found by my forebear, the angel who carved it into the Grail. It is always near but invisible. It has always been in my collection. I cannot give you this one either, but when I am not looking, take it.
Saphire, the stone dropped from the sky, God's tear or excitement. Powerful in daytime, fertilizes the dreams of healers. Cures, plague, anger the fire disease united with the Ktonsk fire. Penetrates flesh at night and feeds it till davvn. In daytime it evaporates from its sweat. I keep it in a dark vilayet. I give it to you in abundance.
Emerald, bright green born in hell, carries the force of the earth, is secret and deadly, more powerful than any talisman. It is the stone of Hermes implying an almost divine nature. Whoever bears it in his eye can never go blind. It is born in the spring and dies with the autumn...

I became silent and stated shutting the pages of the diary, for a pain in my left temple made me stop reading. I turned and noticed that he had fallen asleep.
When he left my precious collection had disappeared with him.
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...Gabriel did not fear death. lt cannot frighten him. Sinee it is  but naively sinister it eannot deprive him of anything. The loser is the one who believes he possesses. Life is passing manifestation. It is given by accident and taken away by whoever happens to be there. To prolong the impression of one's usefulness and happiness leads no where. Happiness must be shared for othenvise, like many other categories and mental or physical states, it becomes meaningless. Gabriel loses himself in the landscape he himself has designed. There is no turning back and the path leading forward has yet to be discovered. And as soon as the foot bites the basin of the universal source, emptiness pervades the confluence full of brightness and gains precedence over the source.

After the prime miracle, and that was life, nothing worth mentioning has ennobled the millennia. What lesson can man draw from all this, Gabriel asks himself. All that one is left with is the need to show off and to prove oneself and to an indifferent world, a need that is imposed on every occasion.

The confoundedly refined behavior of the hospital staff only makes him believe even more firmly in the absurdity or recovery. Sometimes the desire for it flares up but is just as quickly extinguished as all such sudden flashes. He finds it inconceivable that so much energy can be dissipated on the wrong options. He is an unproductive investment for anyone who might take him over. There is no gain on either side and the striving to acquire it is totally irrational. Error becomes coupled with blind persistence and Gabriel sees no way of how this fanatic pair can be divorced. The need to do what is not required, the yearning to master one's own weaknesses are deeply rooted and are independent of the end towards which they are allegedly directed. Gabriel endeavors to overcome his aloness by accepting to talk to the service personnel who, at every round, check in belts that tie him to his bed, and then offer him hopes of recovery and dreams to which he does not aspire. He speaks to them of the futility of their efforts.

Signs of improvement are abundant and he receives the expected answer. He drinks it down with water and pills. Disgust is written on his face

Gabriel promises that he will open a farm of sculpture, cultivate princely rocks. In any case, he has unlimited power of selection, the rest is simply a matter of routine and fortunate circumstances; he then goes on to tell them that no one's pernicious ambitions can prevent him from finding a way out of this morbid whiteness. The sister on duty reports to the doctor that Gabriel is restive and aggressive, unbearable, in his silence dain and indifference; lnclined to mystification, contradiction and challenge. Lucid out of necessity.

ln the meantime, Gabriel begins to draw invisible lines vvhich link the permanence of the stone with the force of spiritual fervor. A relationship is established between transformations and enlightenment and there rises a new kind of thought stream which invigorates and encourages him to persevere in his expectations.

The outcome is no longer surprising and Gabriel expresses wonder at the unexpected rearrangement of the room.

The light moves things around, changes their color, shape and meaning. The bed is standing up-side-down on its hind legs, scampering from one corner to another, the bedside table walks around the room peering into corners, moving the curtains, clambering up the wall and catching hold of the bars on the window, the bedlinen hovers about. Gabriel speculates that some strange thing must be hiding in the room which he cannot either identify or define; he only feels how this enormous Nothing is growing, how it rests on its own darkness and disarticulates itself ring by ring like an Arthoropoda. A bluish rim girdles the vertebrae of the nameless monster which seems to gloat at not being there. Gabriel knows not how or in what way to cast it out of his prison-like room. Perhaps the monster is concealed within Gabriel himself or he is maybe its lean mouthful after which its stomach craves for more. Gabriel abandons himself to the demon of analogy. The picture continuous and is secured by nails which peer out of the ceiling in those places where chandeliers once hung or vvhere there was a  pierced candle hanging up-side -down. He is troubled and warned by a vague premonition that something will complete the picture. AU on its back has vanished. The force of gravitation has expired before affecting space and the things in it; or perhaps is still simmers secretly somewhere, beyond the reach of air, yet quite near Gabriel's bed. The tiniest whiff  can dispel it and oust it from the room. And so as a safeguard, Gabriel every four minutes inhales a gulp of air and then exhales it through his skin, his pores or drops of his sweat.

The blue pupil of his eyes plays on the light that crawls along the wall. To lose the color of the sky, all the eye has to do is to succumb to the onslaught of fogginess which restores its former haziness. The spasm which then sets in has the power to petrify and it is then that the outlines of the inevitable brain gangrenes to leave their mark. The clandestine transformation which tears the skin, breaks the bones and changes the structure of the organism under the impact of the inexplicable presence of Something may perhaps be part of the legacy left by the majestic larva that hatched the long journey of itself up to its ultimate finality.

Gabriel is in a quandary: on the one and, the fickle homogeneity of the world, on the other, the bold feats of consciousness in the labyrinths of doubt. In both cases the secret of the primeval chill and century-old common cold remains unresolved. To compensate for so much cruelty towards himself in a world where there is no rational act, Gabriel from time to time suspends his own consciousness and his power of choice. Then from the room there comes the whimpering of Something which has emerged from the chaos, and somewhere quite near, in front or behind, no matter, the cruel ordeals begin againJhen on the white screen of the ceiling fierce battles are being fought, Gabriel strains to discern the invisible dimensions of this exhilarating mirage. The void is filled, intersperse besieged. In the huge hrebarium of times past, in the Catalogue of rocks of the present century Gabriel enters the stones that have vanished.
VIII
There are stones on the slopes of the Rhodope mountain that live like men. Their name is Philadelphious and as soon as someone pronounces it they gather in a heap to confront danger. They exist but on!y in ancient writings, just like the stone of the river Sagara which has never been touched by the artist's hand and which was the first among all stones to have engraved upon itself the image of the Mother of all Gods. Scripts about these stones remained and the proof of their existence is not merely a story about them kept alive in memory. The Catalogue of Rocks - parts of which will be dealt with later on - lists the properties of stones for which there is no proof that they ever existed for before the description nothing was ever heard or said about them. Let us now take them one by one, if that is at all possible.

Stone of Sea Foam is the meeting place of nameless elemental forces, processes the power to squander and destroy, shows itself to man only in dreams, in the guise of divine abstractions. Lined up like tiles on a roof, these stones probe the sharpness of their corners, while washing away the waves from their backs...


Stone of Yearning, empty belly, full of wind, swells till it bursts, yet cannot be detached from is base. Therefore, its eyes are tearful and its voice always mournful.

Winged Stone, has come from the sky or from whereabouts, encompassed by a flanging in, it lights up its reversed side and the path which seeks glory. It bears the color of the earth mingled with rain, calls forth storms, feeds on dew and pollen dust, grazes like grace like a horse and white it munches the brunches it grow!s. It flits flower to flower at night when the bees are asleep. It is lighter than all other stones. It is able to disguise itself into a dead tortoise.

There is a waterfall to which it comes every ten tears to relieve its thirst.
Stone of Love, shapeless, hardlv recognizable, unhanded; nor carved, nor polished, it bears squashed marrovv vvithin itself and hides in leaves far from all turbulence.

The Fugitive Stone, may be red, white or blue. It is able to disguise itself into clay, light and water. It cannot beer the touch of metal. It despises men for not having wings and for covering their skin with clothes. It likes desert places. Danger suits it. It vanishes on even days, while odd days are its year. It has seven hundred ninety thousand odd years. It has no strength to speak of and is as cold as ice throughout all seasons. It understands the speech of fish, can hear silence that cries, the rainbow as it undress. It can hear the breathing of the dead for all of ten years after their demise, and it can hear the voice of all that know not how to sign their name or speak. It is possible to see the contours of people and things within it. It is bipolar and during the mating season it has intercourse vvith itself.

The Phantom Stone, glazed by the wind, as dangerous to man as death itself. When it is in a peaceful state resting from its hunting, it digs itself into the soil and then its eyes, nose, mouth and gullet peer out; it is merciless in its severity and ingenious. It possesses two bodies, one for the day, another for the night: standing apart, it cannot bear the vicinity of the other stones. It is carnivorous and there are no settlement near it. It steals up to its victim and swallows it head first. It grows fat from food and runs into width; it does not its excrement and all that it gobbles up in the period of lean years it spits out and then eats up. It neither chews nor gigests its food. The only danger it faces are mirrors for the moment it would see its own reflection in the glass, all its victim would pour out, take to fight and all that would be left of it would be a shadow, a fallow cloud which too, would fade away.

The Thief Stone, has come from afar, wherever it passes pearls stick to it, jewels attach themselves to it. It resembles a hive of glowworm larvae. with the phosphorescent part of it body turned upwards for all to see. Wealth makes it greedy. In daytime it is so dizzying as to make it invisible, while at night it escapes into the firmament and hides among the stars. Its eyesight is weakened and eroded by transparency. It is hunted by men and the other stones.

The Speaking Stone. Presented to Helen by Phoebes, treated like a child. They dressed it, bathed it, breast fed it with the milk of birds, lulled it to sleep with the rattle made of the tail of rattle snakes. whispered to it until it learnt to speak. Blessed with voice it mingled among people and nobody was any longer able to recognize it, all traces of it were lost.

The Magnetic Stone, in spite of its tremendous inertia, it has the power to attract other stones which then serve it and at the same time protect it from all danger. It hides in stone quarries and in any place from where it can challenge people. It likes risks, while danger heightens the magnetic field that feeds it. When it loses all power it acquires the snap of a human heart and the color of ashes. As such, it is first found by rats which pick it clean and devour it so that there is nothing of it left for men. Rats suck indestructibility from it.

The Osseous Stone, prevents birds from singing, changes color three tomes a day and seven times at night. It moves to the sound of the fife and hoot of the owl, and when in motion in skips about like a deer. The hunters like to aim at it while it is in flight, hovering between two leaps. It is always faster than the marksman and no one possesses it as a trophy. Whoever would succeed in saying it would have the power to hunt and shoot all age me with his thought.

The Stone with a Greasy Belly, adores water, its head is shaped like a seashell, it has the wings of a kingfisher, its tail is no longer than its body. Its four legs are turned to four sides of the world, so that wherever it fall it will never get hurt, nor can its grease leak out. It awakens at night and feeds on other stones while during the day it rests, sleeps or lingers in the shade, avoiding people. Sometimes, when it sees them working in the fields is casts a shadow upon them and then they will for long dream of phantoms and demons and only it can free them nightmares and fears. Its taste is bitter, its changes its shape according to need. It resembled a frog. It does not fear the chisel. It imbibes all metals or softens their skin.
The Meaty Stone, The only stone that has children, is handsome and vain, whistles, so loud in the wind that even bloodthirsty flee from it in fear and hide in their lairs not to hear it. The ones who do not manage to escape on time remain behind slaughtering one another, or if they are alone they bite their own limbs and any part of their body they can reach. As soon as the wind and the song of the rock abates, they winningly lick their painful wounds and like lame creatures wander  aimlessly until they die of hunger.

The Stone Called Sponge, with seven hundred holes it is always damp and something greenish keeps leaking out of it. It is the gathering place of replies. The birds avoid it. VVhen approached by man it swells out like a balloon, the holes close and its size protects it. Once the danger is over, it deflates and is no bigger than ninety feet in width and eight in height. Once a year its belly into tlame and then it shines like a star in a clear sky. This state does not last long. AU this is blind, if it is nearby, vvill see again, and so too will the trees, and the plants, and the earth and the water. Boundless rejoicing sets in. Trees begin communicate with water by waving their branches and rocking the clusters of their leaves, and the water covers itself lightly wit the tide. While the light lasts water is helpless, the plants come to wash in it and in that seething ferment only the earth does not move. It alone does not forget and knows that the illusion will not last long and its prodigious eye is full of sadness.

The Stone Which Regenerates Itself, grows in the quarries of the Rhodope mountain and according to Klitarch it is to be found in great quantities in the whirlpools of the Tafiyas mount. It is swallower of shadows and will not be easily cheered up.

The Stone of Tears, conjures up flames in the cavities of darkness, possesses the malleability characteristic of metals. It hangs head down like a bat on a lace-like ridge and at dawn it falls off it like a ripe fruit, breaking with a clatter as soon as it touches the soil. It cannot stand solitude, despises rain and daylight. Cast into calm waters it begins to emit smoke and to sizzle like meat on a pit.

Sand Stone, resembles the seeds of beech trees and is strikingly gray. It has most likely come into being as  an allusion to the glory of the wind. It was never alive. Dispersed at random, the zones of influence of its movements and habitats are difficult to delimitate. To find its sanctuary is even more difficult. - How it procreates is a secret.

Female Stone, grows in caves, hangs along the edges of the roof like a swollen breasts; milk that feeds the dark drips from it.

The Stone with Darkness of Death in its Bosom, bears an axis divided at both ends around which it never rotates. Its rinds have alternately multiplied around the central point caught in the pulp of deadened silence. In no way does it reveal the meaning of its significance although it hides in armor. The long intimated transparency peers out of the cracks through which its former life has evaporated. In the star-shaped holes, the enslaved cold and boredom dream of a game that chills to the bone everything around them.

The Ice Rock, begotten by frost is a mass of perfection. It hides in subterranean rapids and in the waters of the oceans. It is truly recalcitrant and reaches full maturity only after two hundred ninety centuries.

The Treevor Rock, is like a petrified snake, curls and twirls itself around primeval trees. It drains them of terrestrial strength, of the blood of the earth, sucks chlorophyll, is the killer of trees. The place where it lives is turned into a graveyard of trees. From this multitude of death, the air forms into clots and thickens until it grows into a mass of enormous weight which moves slowly for between its legs hangs a hernia and with the passage of time it too, turns into a rock, retaining the hollows of the trees that once existed. In them the wind weeps. The treevor rock has no sensitivity, it is full of vigor and has learnt to wait. It is doomed to irreversible immobility. It takes seventy-eight centuries for its fruit to mature and then the rock will grow with the speed of the bark ore leaves.

The Flint Rock, a dragon rock of touching and indescribable beauty in which the law of equilibrium has overpowered principles; born of bitterness it rests the onslaught of metals. It has the appearance of a smiling face with a hairless skull. 
Growths the color of mallow flowers on its surface cover the opaque layers that reach right down to its marrow Though its edges are as sharp as razor blades, this stone causes no rancor.

The Floating Rock, it flies yet its place is not in the sky. With its aquamarine color it leaves a trail of silver which calls to mind the feather of a predatory bird. Since time immemorial man has tried to hurt it though it was never alive. Holding into its ridges, he climbed up its steep slopes and what he saw once he had reached its summit made him plunge headlong into the abyss at his feet. What he had seen up there no one knew only THAT had made him leap into the abyss. Anyway, assumptions are interminably ambiguous.

Not even the hardest metal can penetrate this rock; it is effected by a mvsterious malady which erodes and dissipates it. It vanishes in seven winks. 
It life is no longer than a dream.

The Delusion Rock, has no circumference, not outer edges, no solidity. Completely indeterminate. Raw like freshly shorn wool, vapory with no volume, in a ward, a rock without anything. Inconceivably slowly it conquers space for its fool breath. Wherever it appears plants die in an instant, the grass is seared and scorched like after a fire, or on rainy days, is crushed like the nest of a water spider. Nothing similar to it  can  be  found  in  any  other  rock.  Its  presence  or  absence is indistinguishable. Light passes through it but cannot  make its  way  back.  It multiplies through the division of subtle particles. As they divide, each emits a shriek and a drop of liquid the color of stale blood. Pursuers follow it along that trail. The internal makeup of the rock of delusion holds the secret of abstract transmutation. It may also be likened to the stone of light which is its direct descendent, thereby reducing its existence to a mere symbol. It moves with the fogs from valleys to mountain hideouts, but nowhere has its fertilized seed a habitat.

The morning endures it like a nightmare and the day judges it by the laws of man. In not a single map of the world has path been marked.

The Rock of Light, hides deep into the earth. Pressed by the weight of its own shadow, from above and from be!ow, like in a sandwich, born out of nothingness, it is the descendent of the delusion rock and phantom rock Its food is water mixed with the dregs of voicelessness. It sucks the life out of tree trunks whose peer vertically deep down. With the ease of a fish it meanders among the channels and beds of subterranean rivers. It outshines light in a way that cannot be explained. On the day it emerges from the worlds of darkness and steps into the finest day of the year, an unfathomable tide will sweep the world instead a warning and the terrible prophesied promise that has been lying in wait since time immemorial, will unavoidable as fate, knock on the door of our solitude.

No one will open this rock. It is flawless Timex into nothing. Shrouded in a bluish spray of eternity in a veil of mysteriousness, its shine fades in bloodless gray greenish light. The colors on its face submissively follow the relief engraved upon it. It emanates the sinall of rotting fruit.
NOTES OF LOVERS OF ROCKS
...Man is being of temptation, his innate desire to atone for the never-ending succession of sins and errors inscribed in the awareness of the meaningfulness of all he encounters along his limited road. At the same time, something in an strong way prevents him from reaching that discovery easily and simply. Lovers of rocks this all too well. The evil law of distraction lurks behind every noble act. The harrowing feeling of finites before the infinity of nature, a peculiar kind of alienation, a period of mesmerization, the knowledge that whatever he may create, will always lack the one detail which nature so boastingly displays and that is: perfection. Mi Nan Kong, called Mi Fua, the first man on this planet to have shed his formal garment and bowed to the stone of his collection. In performing this unique act he addressed the stone as his elder brother. Lovers and collectors of stone have not through the centuries peered into this part of the world before me Excerpts from Tu Wang's Catalogue of Stones from the Clouded Forest describe the numerous travels and dangers encountered in the quest for rare stones.
I have distributed to my acquaintances the most valuable samples of my collection but what the fate of these stones will be is difficult to surmise. What I have been left with are rocks which conceal their beauty from the sight of others, - and with time for me to discover that beauty in them. All else I might try to do would be deceiving life and deceiving myself ...
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...In the stage when the creator is not afraid of his results then all possibilities are still open, omens no longer hide flee from him. Nature however much he takes from it, still wants him.

The problem here is how much he really wants it as a partner and donor and whether he is prepared to embrace it in its eternity. He is still in doubt whether it is partnership or rivalry he seeks from Nature.

Free from the subject - object relation he is now completely independent as to lus existence. But independence imposes the obligation to work Because of this dichotomy it may happen that he will understand nothing of what is taking place. Everything has its own place and meaning. The same may be reached by following different paths and therein lies the magic and purport of every movement. He indulges in translating the spiritual into the objective. His sculptures possess mind and soul in their bodies. The more rational notion disturbs the delusion of immobility. Observers say that they radiate energy which is dialectically inferred. Unfortunately, few are those who are able at least to assume, let alone, accept the fact of the inseparability of a body m motion and a body at rest. The end, in any way, will come without the participation of the individual, if the aim is to change the existing state, only volition then become a reflection of intolerance.

He approaches the stone with care and caution and in admiration a if approaching the almighty God from whom he expects Something. That is neither a bestowal nor a condemnation. Something in between a bond, primeval, unique. Although the rock too, appears like a whole, he has learnt to experience it as a multitude of tiny particles ( homemeria ). By removing part by part, particle, the core, the essence is reached, [painstakingly indeed. The principle of dualism comes out in the open and in the relation between spirit and the matter its distinct presence is undefined.

...There is something fateful which cannot be foreseen but which may not be eluded or transgresses for it bears the seed, the germ of art. And art is the sole reliable filter for the purification of evil, part of divine dreams which is to say, part of the eternal. It becomes an obsession and necessity. In his inner self Gabriel is conscious of how small his possibihties are. In the universal relation between man and the world, man withdraws into himself, endeavoring to maintain and safeguard from the unforeseen which never brought him the fruits of happiness, and which he fears as much as death itself.

Gabriel avails himself of some additional parameters: to thwart trepidation illusion acts like a drug.

Nature prefers the gods and what is left as a consolation to man while it seeks and while something is sought from him to turn, is the world, the brush, color, sound an, in his case, the chisel. Gabriel firmly believes that Nature gives only what it no longer needs and all we get from it are its pretty debris.
IX

For a whole week I did not visit Gabriel. I simply could not. Whenever I set aside the time for him something unexpected would be sure to crop up. I still thought of Gabriel as of a man with no identity. The key questions remained unanswered. Just when I thought I was on the right trace, a new and more difficult puzzle would confront me. It is difficult to reconstruct one's own life, let alone another person's life. Certain small mostly insignificant duties kept me away from Gabriel's notes during the day. At night, once alone, I would return to them again, but the habit of going to bed early acquired in hospital, and my somewhat still rundown organism drove me to sleep. The text of the manuscript was at first orderly and readable, while  later it seemed as if Gabriel had been in a hurry. I had to make far more efforts to read it for the entire text was written by hand. I would often waste many hours over a single word before I was able to make out its meaning. Although Gabriel had put everything down in its proper place and order, I decided to follow my own order so as better to grasp the gist of Gabriel's notes.
For two nights now I have been following the same ritual. To keep sleep and fatigue at bay I put a liter pot of coffee to boil taking care not to make a mistake: seven small spoonfuls of coffee and two of sugar to take away the bitterness, that being the usual measure. I drink the hot beverage in a water class, I do not put out my cigarette. When the clouds of smoke start whirling around my head I disperse them with a wave of my hand and it then that I feel my slow!y melting away in the ember of the cigarette. During a short pause I think about what I have just read. After this brief rest I once again take up my reading.

I come upon a separate part with noes and a diary which, having only leafed through it, I cannot assert that they were kept in a prudently and precise manner. Nor did I expect them to be so. What surprised me was that Gabriel had already at the beginning set apart the following;
NOTES OF THE NAMELESS
I read it slowly and several times over, anyway here it is...
„I spent a great deal of my life by him. Like his shadow. This behavior of mine shocked all my acquaintances. When I would sell him for next to nothing a figure of black stone carved only at night by the light of the full moon, from which children and songbirds fled in daytime, there was no end to their amazement. They had double about my good intentions.

What on earth do you want such a man for, they would ask me time and time again. I was locking for a grain of goodness in him. Everywhere, no matter where he might appear, whatever he might do, he would see evil, leaving behind his traces which nothing could wipe away.

“The good is forgotten, and the evil remembered, an I wish to be remembered” he would say.

My theory about people did not envisage that it was given to someone to be absolutely evil or absolutely good. The good bears a germ of evil and vice versa. I belong to that most widespread group, to be more precise, to those half-and half people: neither too evil, nor quite good.  There is something of me in both, in a moderate way.

The man I am talking about, for those notes are about him and not about me, I defended as beast as I could from the story that had been tagging after him from the time I first learnt about him. A wise friend said to me: “It is easy to defend oneself, but it is almost impossible to defend others from ourselves”. Would I really have the fortune to discover the sought for grain of goodness I believed existed in him, although my friend had thousands of proofs capable of dissuading me and showing me the extent of my error. Should I really discover it, will be then that I will really come to grief. Unfortunately, his goodness can no case he bigger than a grain. “ He broke the back of many who believed in him even less than you do. Take a look around you, in his vicinity there is no one but you. You are holding out by miracle. Run while there is still time. If he poisons you, no remedy you will find. He has an antidote but will never give it to you. From him there is no cure. The heads of others do not interest him except as targets which then he does not miss. Cadavers follow in his wake and need not to be skipped over. His motto is: support is more secure if you trample upon it. At any rate I believe you yourself know all this. Should we only keep to the idea of there being a grain of goodness in him, that indeed would be a fateful discovery for anyone who would succeed in finding and isolating it. “My theory” said my friend “differs in many respect from yours but at this moment it differs only by a triviality which, however, is sufficient to refute and turn into dust all that you believe in. A single cell of cancer can deform the entire tissue around it and even the whole organism. The purpose of its existence, or better still, its aim, is to destroy living matter, in this case the organism, so that the entire process might be brought to an end by self-annihilation. With its own destruction it justifies the purport of it being. The same applies to evil. It manifests in different guises, and, my dear fellow, no goodness can wash away its pestilent traces. Those are facts. A grain of goodness like a grain of wisdom drowns in the omnipresent nightmare and turns into its opposite. Evil rests on stupidity and the one cannot do without the other. What can the wise man do if he is followed by a thousand, by ten thousand fools? In the world today that ratio is far higher, present-day leaders are followed by hundreds of thousands fools and you follow him, hold into him a blind to his cane, and your are at present part of his chain of evil, though luckily for you, only an insignificant link, one of the many fools who sooner or late will join him. The wise are solitary and the stupid are the rabble, and the rabble is the black bone of the system. That is the law of the horde. Hordes throw up leaders from among their ranks for it is leaders they need. Where these leaders come from no one knows.
Truth propounds the thesis that untruth is right. Mankind swallows its own limbs. It devours itself. So it survives. Rotten outside, rotten inside, and we all belong to that circle. Some more, some less. Keep that well in mind.
After this conversation as soon as, I stepped into my flat, I grabbed a piece of paper and wrote down the following: Collective consciousness is multiplied Big Brother. The less you think the more significant and worthy are the positions offered to you. Man has finally accepted the fact that he lives only once and survived every day. In everything expectation centuries pass like hours, kingdoms crumble into dust, empties are turned into ashes, ancient cultures are lost irredeemably, and they vanish into the senseless Atlatnides of indifference. Beauty is mortally boring and death is a fact without which beauty itself would not exist… 

Man's existence and being is dependent upon his submission to the whole. Only so can the particular, the individual, fulfill himself and explain himself at the same time. The world survives as a whole and so it is with art. Innumerable works  form  the  wholeness  of  art  and  not  merely  individual  ones.  The togetherness, that bond, reveals the necessity and inseparability of all that exist. That is one side of the coin, on the other are blatantly opposite views. At night, in the period of lassitude before sleep, he feels that not all the lasts of art are always wholes. Each one of art's segments weather separate or not, is the work of the individual. The whole is maintained in an artificial manner. Wars and deviations were never the work of the individual. It is the whole which at a given moment ravaged and destroys and lasts until it itself is destroyed. For a certain period of time those inside survive, the rest are deemed to perish. It has never been quite clear who and how actually decides on behalf of the whole, those inside or those outside.  The artist, unfortunately, is the everlasting designated victim and therefore does not accept the place assigned to him. He is always on the periphery and the first in the line of fire. Every answer that follows becomes a new question with no answer...
...There is nothing else left for us to do but seek ways out within the limits of our possibilities. Changes are negligible but the entire state of the world can to a certain extent be made bearable. The creation of new needs changes the picture of one's position in relation to all that has already once been. That is move forward in the spiritual interpretation of the world and above us. One must never lose hope. Man is being action and not of static behavior. He has no faith in what can be lastingly negated. There exists an external experience of order, natural order macrocosmic. It is not quite simple but, for the present, only thought can explain and justify the essence of the whole, but even then, it is not quite clear. By being able to make a comparison between the world in itself as cosmos -order and chaos-disorder, we may experience the possibility of gaining a better perception of the existing state. But, these are nonetheless wholes beyond the reach of man.
To be sincere it must be said that nature opens itself to those who can think about it without possessive aspirations. Those who take from it the way I do will never be its fondling. This is realized gradually. Perhaps it is wrong to want to explain everything in the world. Infinity is divisible in limited degrees. It is easy to take refuge behind wide spaces. When the century-old errors and mistakes are identified and laid bare, their very multitude, which at first may seem unbelievable and inconceivable, makes possible the easy penetration and concealment in them of those innumerable small errors that like cornerstones are built into the huge errors, which were if not for those small, unassuming errors, would not even exist.
Creating in ourselves and for ourselves, all we leave to posterity are unsuccessful copies of ourselves and successful blueprints of what we should have been. The immanence of multiplicity enables us to accept the dialectics of logos, cosmos and the sense. It has been known forever that eyes and ears are bad witnesses if they have a barbarian soul.
The relations between beauty and evil are universal. However great is the beauty that man creates it can ever so easily be destroyed by the smallest grain of evil, and incomprehensiveness.
Answers about oneself cannot be sought from others. All that is learnt, in that way is more akin to improvisation and does not correspond to the truth about ourselves. Free in his thinking, everyone has the right to find himself in what he once thought, or now thinks, he is. The act of thinking is the core of every creativity. That too, is the law too...
Now that the Nameless is no longer near me, just as I am no longer what I once was, and now that I have no longer with me that friend of mine to advice me so wisely and protect me from myself, I begin to feel as if the Nameless never existed. Here, too, is the parting such as I remember it, though whether it really was so I can no longer be sure, for doubt keeps prodding and warning me not to exaggerate. The Nameless has disappeared not only from my side, but from this part of the world as well...
“I have exhausted my own possibilities and those of others as well”, he told me. “Except for wringing the stone dry like you, I have nothing more to do here. I have no wish to meet those that I have harmed, let alone put them once again through all those things from which they hardly survived. This is not to spare them but exclusively for my own sake. Repetition of what has already once been seen (dejavue) loses its originality and originality I admit is my principal feature. And you, just look at yourself. All you do ii tended stone and the stone has never brought anyone any luck. You look like a ghost and it is only by miracle that you have been saved from the horde rising hue and cry against you. I am going where there are none such as you, where there is fresh blood and young tender flesh.”
I did not see him again. I only knew how much time I had wasted by placing myself in front of him like a shield whenever it was necessary. That was the role that had been assigned to me. I was the cloak, which protected him from the bloodthirsty hordes, which every day tightened the ropes around him ever more strongly and persistently. I never discovered that grain of goodness in him, but I still believe that he had it and that he took it with him into the world to protect himself in that last hour which one day will sound fro him too.

Talk With My Double
In view of all that follows, the next chapter of these brief, one might almost say blitz-like memories and remembrances, could just as well be entitled “Notes on Myself and the Poet” or perhaps it would be better if I were to take the title of one of his poems:
The Picture of God's Death
During our last meeting he gave me this poem as a present and together with the dedication left it to me as a keepsake. Later I learnt that it had been omitted from the program organized in honor of some jubilee or other, to which I too, had been invited. When I got there, all confused and dusty, failing to understand how they had remembered me. I was told that it had all been arranged beforehand  and  that  I  had  been  proposed,  which  was  no  small  matter,  to participate in the work of the organizing committee of this festivity and that the entire scenario had been entrusted to me, to no one, but me. That, they told me, was a great responsibility but also an important tribute to me, primarily as to an artist, by the authorities of the town. In no case, they said, could I turn down such an honor. In the times to come many things were expected of me even though  I  had  already  stepped  deep  into  the  fourth  decade,  that  was  no significance, nor would it matter to anyone, the moment had come, the time had arrived, for me to show my true face and so silence the many evildoers who for who knows what motives, had for years been filing complaints against me and belittling my work. Now was my chance.
Many more arguments were adduced in favor of advising me not to reject this offer, and yet, I rejected it. I said, "I have no time, I am almost a free man and for such there is no place in your team." 
Upon my return I was joined by an acquaintance, a local poet, who had also been present during this conversation. Unlike me, he had accepted the task assigned him. He did not reproach me for having, at a given significant moment, turned back upon the town which I live in. “That is somewhat understandable, man turns his back upon his own life if he has had enough of it”, he added, probably revolted because he knew that except for this once I had never before been invited.
I was not in the mood for discussions so I let him speak; speech is sometimes a link, more often an attitude of expectation in relation to what it to follow.
- It is really impossible to perceive all the absurdities in which people find them and communicate. - I finally spoke out alluding to our encounter. To my surprise, the poet looked at me with gratitude.
· Change is constant and constancy is an assumption. No state is definitive and final, the world should be changed before it changes us, every new task offers the possibility of finding answers, which constantly elude us - he said.

· Only a mythical image of the world has answers to all questions I continued as if he had not interrupted me.

-You may be right, I know you to be a silent person, spiritual silence is the foundation of all thinking; meditation may lead to viciousness, but while one speaks that is not so. Perhaps silence is not an end in itself, for if it is creative it will find a way to come into close touch with reality. You, at least in comparison with me, have the great advantage of being able to produce works which are
eloquent without words; you need speech only if you require food or certain other necessities; my road is far more insecure, my words must have weight, but it is difficult to express in words what one has for long kept silent about. If someone has the gift of silence and you obviously have it, then he need not have the gift of narration. I understand that, but you should look out - they will not understand...
Once again, I escaped into silence. When I turned round to part from him, he was no longer there; he had disappeared into one of the side alleys. I asked myself whether I had really seen him and talked to him, or whether I had been talking to myself. Whatever it may have been, I felt troubled...
I found an interesting item about Anaxagoras who after the fall of meteorite propounded the thesis that the Sun was actually a blazing stone far bigger than the Peloponnesus. God, that is the deity, was consequently a fiery blazing rock. With this thesis, Anaxagoras killed God, for to pray to a blazing stone cannot be anything but absurd. Helloes coaches fell apart, the wheels were torn off, and god of the heavens, the sole, most radiant of all who could at least be partly seen, was consigned to oblivion.
The immortality of the gods lasts among people until faith in their ever-lastingless dies out. Once this belief is lost deity turns into dust, dust flits into smoke, smoke is dispersed by the wind and the new litmus-produced man has no inkling that he is at that very moment inhaling his own god with full lungs. Zero of Elea asserted that everything was infinitely divisible. If we were to take up this idea today, we would find that Something has become Nothing. Reality easily negates infinitive divisibility. Identification of the essence of the whole reveals the meaning of all that exists on earth. Despite the fact that changes are constant, everything can be negated and by the same procedure proved once again. Only that which can sustain the harsh criteria of thought can survive. This too should be included in these notes: The world consists of small, short-lived truths...
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…He is awakened by a scream emitted by someone within him. Another body in his body. Seat wets his shirt and the latter sticks to his skin. He removes it by tearing it off. Before awakening, while asleep, he brushes his teeth with bicarbonate of soda. When awake he has no time for this purely hygienic activity. And, in sleep, he bears a heavy burden. On his left shoulder he feels a hand of enormous weight, he assumes is to be the hand of one of his parents. But of which, he simply cannot make out. Only his father could have such a heavy hand. Mothers have no hands, with them it is all embraces. The hand does not allow him to escape. The pursuers, for who else could it be, run ahead of him and mark out his path. If they were to stop, he too, would be able to return. The body, exhausted from running, splits in two across the ways, comes apart and the two halves flee in different directions. Legs possess an inborn speed. Hands imitate the feet and the head mournfully stops and watches the lightening rush of the feet and part of the intestines.
Feet without a head are blind and in spite of their great speed that plunge straight into the laid out trap. The head vainly cautious them and calls out to them, and then it turns around upon itself, bypasses all obstacles, scales the slopes with the heap of the hands, seemingly indifferent to the loss of the other half of the body is wisely keeps silent. As soon as it encounters a steep incline, it falls off like a ripe fruit, detaches itself from the shoulders and topples down into the bottom.
Dust gets into its eyes, the cuts on its skull begin to bleed, pain penetrates the brain and the head at the very first step, repents.
As the invisible parts of his abdomen have not abandoned him, Gabriel succeeds in fending off the powers of the dark and the night by concealing his being in the core of the stone and by transforming himself into a statue. Fully awake he sees next to him in the bed the other part of his body. He approaches it cautiously, promising it that in his future dreams he will treat it better. Here, they get reconciled and joined in an embrace they go out for a walk or go back to their warm bed...
X

Finally, I visited Gabriel. He did not react to my arrival. The Phantoms kept away from him and perhaps they also spared him, waiting for him to recover completely. His hands were still tied. His face was blue and black from the injuries he sustained. The crusts on his cuts covered with healing ointments made small, tiny shining oases on his skin. The swollen lower lip hung like a stripped piece of bark from a tree. It was possible to see some of the teeth, which from time to time bit into the upper lip and remained embedded in the damaged lip.
I wanted to untie his left hand. At that moment, a nurse appeared from somewhere and warned me that I must not do it. I said that nothing would be achieved by tying Gabriel, and that my intervention had a quite definite aim. I brought some fruit. So that a patient could eat it but one of his hands had to be free.
“Leave it by the bedside table, we'll feed him” she said decisively and left the room.
It seemed that Gabriel was punishing my being completely absent, because I had not visited him more often in the last few days. He turned his head to the wall, closed his eyes, which resembled two dark lids, pretending to sleep. I knew that he was awake and that he could hear all that was being said in the room. I wanted to inform him that I had come by his documents and that I was carefully and slowly looking through them, but I was afraid of a possible unforeseen reaction.
I knew that no one likes to have people poke into one's intimate life. Gabriel chose to walk along mysterious courses and no one, not even I who knew part of the truth about him, could help him.
Fate has its favorites but in its arms, there was no place for Gabriel. When the bell in the hall announced the end of the visit, all I could do, was to say good​bye and promise that I would come again.
I left the room and the hospital grounds feeling that I would never again see Gabriel.
I spent the whole afternoon roaming the town. I looked at the shop windows, measured my elongated figure in the reflection of the glass, felt safe again on my feet and all this made me happy. I talked briefly with two acquaintances I met by chance. Those were hurrying somewhere. I sat on a terrace in front of which people swarmed moving in all directions. The night set in, the lamps were lit, and I treated myself with a taxi drive home. I returned to Gabriel and his diary. I turned on the light, welcomed myself and sat down at the table on which there was nothing else except Gabriel's documents and notes.
I turned the next page and came across a letter. The envelope was sealed. There was no address either of the recipient or of the sender. It was clear that nobody touched the envelope. I hesitated for a while and when curiosity overcomes consideration, I tore the envelope open.
Gabriel wrote to Konegonda. Thus, I learned the name of a woman he immortalized in marble. The uneasiness one feels whenever one peers into someone's hidden world and personal secrets, did not elude me either but it was not strong enough to prevent me from reading the letter; here it is.
Honored Miss Konegonda, as you were leaving, you told me to take care of myself, but there were tears in your eyes, which were sufficient proof that you were sincere at that moment, but you should have told me this much earlier. I might have understood it then... Now I am not able to do so. Perhaps you were frightened by my aggressiveness, passion and inexplicable craving, by my inordinate desire for your body, which even now I cannot explain to myself, let alone to you. Perhaps, all this, provoked your resistance towards me as a man; believe me that I was disgusted with myself.
It seems that I was doomed to play my allotted role of a man without scruples in so perfect way, that it astounded both of us. But as a man who knows how to withdraw when the time for it is ripe (and any time is suitable for withdrawal and escape, and that is the tragedy of those who flee, for they are not given the possibility to perceive the whole of uncertainty or at least to feel its inviolable lure) and as your friend, for that is what I was to your with the whole of my being from the very beginning. I am sure that in that devotion and form of love I have not disappointed you.
My closeness endangered your peace. And you really needed it. And then it happened that even peace upset you and I had to pack my things and leave.
You also said that I was not Yours, and just when we both knew that I was Yours more than I would ever be; and you said a lot of things I did not deny, which confirmed your assumption making it convincing and truthful, and I kept silent because I did not wish to stop and bring to and the magic which perhaps I was the only one to see.
At this moment, more than anything else in the world I would like to be a poet, as perhaps then I would be able to touch the bottom of this emptiness you are rewarding me with for my sincerity. I might be able to discover it, what escaped me in reality.
Probably, I played the main role in your puppet theater for a moment, but my dear Konegonda, I must admit that the role, no matter how important, if it lasts only for a moment, is not any kind of reward. Perhaps in some other situation, it would not even be worth mentioning, as an extra always remain an extra. It is tragic when one allots that role to oneself. My wish is to send you this letter now, at this moment, although I know it is impossible for all that happened between us was attended by his Highness Negation. No, no, and always No, was the word I feared like death, and which never left your lips, even when you had to say Yes. Your Yes echoed in my ears as a warped of negation, reverberated from the rocks in some mountain region full of beauty and danger. You are the magnificent and unique master of negation and in this respect you were never overage. For a moment, I have to stop at this remark, as otherwise it would remain unsaid: I never net anybody, who could more sweetly, with more charm, pose and coquetry, extend a hand of reconciliation and affection, revealing and intimating charms, and after that stab the knife in the body and soul of the sapped victim.
Knife in the shape of the word NO. Since I had accepted it as a fact that it would never change, I forgot your surname and its place was taken by the word NO. And from that moment on, in all my notes and letters where I mentioned you, you were Konegonda No.
My dear, dearest Konegonda, my love. You are still it and will always be until the time I destroy the picture in which I fell in love with You. The game, be even puppet theater, can be wonderful as long as it lasts, insofar as the man has not been cast the role of a stage scenery through which the game acquires meaning. The role is important indeed but as soon as the magic of the game vanishes and it becomes a pleasant memory, no one remembers the stage scenery any longer. Its fate is really tragic, perhaps even more tragicomic.
Up to now, You were mostly given the roles and You were surrounded by figurines- the scenery that with your magic power, you moved according to your whim and momentary wish. Believe me: even that miracle would not last forever. Not until the role Fate has allotted to you is changed, will you be able to understand what I have been saying to you.
You my dearest, my former dearest, are lulling yourself in the role of a doe preyed upon by the predators for in your case the hunting season is always in full swing; but be aware that if you are exposed as a target, if they aim at you for too long. You will be shot sooner or late. Only then will you know that, that feeling is not pleasant at all, and the knowledge of it will not please You.
A hunter always has an advantage over the prey and the roles have not changed to this day. And to make the irony greater, the Hunter's hand with which he would fire his white bullet at You would not merit the trophies You would donate him with believing it to be right. But that is Your will and from this distance of place and time I have no right to interfere with it and to offer advice. When and before whom You would lay yourself bare as a target, really will no longer interest me.
There is a long, long journey throughout the world awaiting for me wit You, but without You.
At the end of this letter I wish You every happiness and that You may even be spared of this blood flowing now in my soul.
With Love and Respect 

Gabriel 
PS. I have discovered that the picture in which I fell in love with You, is a mosaic made of gold-plated stones, which have the power to glitter during the night, so that the picture, whenever I want to look at it, is always glittering, dazzlingly bright. I have noted that a stone is missing, probably tarnished and without glow, I would put it back, but it is mislaid somewhere in the dark For the time being, I am the only one to notice this little shortcoming, but if the decease does not spread, it will not lessen the beauty of the picture. I do not want to look for a replacement, as other stones do not belong to this picture...
After having read this letter, I tried to make a pause until the following day, and I would most likely have done so had my attention not been reverted to several completely empty pages. There was no sign, nothing except the whiteness. Perhaps the whiteness was a sign. A flash, a glowing thread before what was to follow. An indication of gloom? With the disappearance of the whiteness of the papers, letters like ants from a dispersed anthill swarmed all over announcing Gabriel's.
Notes on the Idleness of the Day
...Whatever I do or think of a devoid of any content.
Days pass in the futile search for simplicity. I despair at the thought that no matter how I try, I cannot succeed in achieving anything. Everything should be different. But it is not. I believe that this knowledge is also on of the reasons why, for the third time this month, I walk those twenty kilometers, which lead from the town to the monastery. I do not know why, but on that way, I always think about life. It seems to me then, that life is nothing else but an endlessly long and tiring journey whose borders cannot be defined. Everything can be predicted except what may happen on that journey.
The magic lies in movement and uncertainty, which accompany every following step. Moving forwards is at the same time moving backwards towards the unfathomable perception of what can in no matter be experienced yet which one always aspires to. It is first, the vital things that slip out of our memory, while the unimportant ones remain impressed in our mind as the only possible refuge.

The careful observer, if he sees the journey as a necessity, will not fail to note that he is moving towards what he was before he had come into his own existence. Before this awareness, all words and concepts vanish, faith is lost in laws which time puts up on all the paths of our journey.
As soon as I step into the fold of piece of the monastery, I feel the desire to laugh or scream with all my might. I really do not understand how I manage to restrain myself. Impatiently, I wait, when the membrane that prevents me from doing something close to blasphemy, will burst.
I recognize the faces of the priests as well as of some of the visitors. They remind me more and more of undefined geometrical figures. I am always greeted by the eyes with no glow, where only sadness, helplessness, blindness and clear wish not to change anything, can be see; faces followed by shadows of genuine faith like in biblical personages, and I still do not know how to interpret such great devotion to God.
My position as an outsider and as a curious observer helped me to avoid, in spite of my frequent visits to the monastery, the usual theological trap. I was developing my own faith, where with the help of almost surgical intervention I entered the rock, which God and the worshippers had given up.
Faith was in my present in the same way as emptiness too, was present in certain moments.
I used to come on Sundays. Far more people attended the sermon on that day than on any other day. The voice reading the prayer and parts from the Bible was coming from a pair of loudspeaker that were unskillfully hidden at the very entrance of the church. It seemed as though the voice were coming from the sky, and the worshippers, perhaps fearing that the Almighty might read their hidden simple thoughts bent their eyes to the ground, this deceiving themselves as well as their Lord. Water was brought to the monastery in cisterns; from one of these a hose crawled up the wall to the faucet, where someone's hand, for it to be known wrote ”Holy water” on a small board. On that path, no beauty, from the cistern to the faucet, ordinary water from a lake was undergoing transformation.
People filled bottles, and drank in large gulps, not feeling the unshaped taste of stillness and smell of the rubber hose. The life - saving grace of God relieved worshippers of their sins and the gifts left were a guarantee that the Lord would not ignore their prayers. Noticing my mockery, one of the worshippers told me that the grace of God was immeasurable and since he had redeemed his sins, his future prayer would be directed to saving my lost soul.
- Repent, brother, and you will be pardoned, repentance brings atonement - he ominously shrieked into my ear.
The assumption that due to my ostentatiousness I would bring God's anger upon myself, could not frighten me; as I had already mentioned the Lord's name, I demanded, for we are all equal before God, to use the words with which the morning prayer begins: may the Lord reveal and explain the mystery of the rock, which I happened to see when I first visited the monastery during my morning walk, on the way between people and God.
The rock shaped like a bell, horizontally laid, arose from another rock like its offspring, covering part of the road, and it was only by miracle that it was held into his base. Priests and worshippers, particularly the latter, claim that the Lords it, that in fact it is not bound to the rock but hovers over it. When he noticed my interest in the rock, a man of ascetic look and appearance, told me that an angel was imprisoned in it and that the rock was as light as a feather, a child could easily carry out; it only frightened the worshippers who doubted, those who believed did not notice it.
- Once - he added - when the time for it comes and God knows when that will be, the rock will break off and fly away as a bird and then there will be no more happiness for people and this healing place will be deprived of its miraculous powers.
The next week I was again at the same place at the same time waiting for the stranger whose story I liked; and true enough as if he had stepped out of the stone, he stood next to me.
-You are still watching it - he said. 
He cautiously looked around several times and then covering his lips with his hand, he whispered: 
- The angel is a woman, and that is the secret of this rock, I know that for sure. A few years ago, I stood at this same place, and milk dropped out of the rock. And it was then that I understood: raindrops are the Lord's tears, they often clean the rock removing the dirt of the world from it. Once a year, the rock gets pregnant, it gives birth during the night or before dawn when all worshippers sleep, and the child of the rock, the child of the angel, flies away into the sky, and then the milk begins to flow from the breasts of the rock. This white trail that can be seen during the night is the trail of the milk. It is salubrious, but God's food is not for men.
I inquired about it and at last, I learned that the rock had its past, distant and misty, and it stood there from time immemorial. The notes about how it had come into being, were kept somewhere in the monastery. According to them the rock remembered neither years not centuries, it counted millenniums but never got their numbers right.
The sinful do not come to this place; if someone of them appeared, the rock would instantaneously crash down upon him, and they know that, so they never come along this way.
For days I have been waiting for something to happen, I feel like the chosen of the world in the host of God's followers, thus remaining in a state of spiritual paralysis. I slowly began to understand. The precepts of religion did not care for logic. Sacred it what one believes to be sacred, whatever might be its name.
I noticed worshippers with too much whiteness in his eyes, perhaps he was blind, I do not remember how we engaged in conversation, and he tried to persuade me to join him in his prayer. To my objection that every faith consisted of the loss of self-control over consciousness, he protested, saying that I was wrong.
- A man who does not believe in anything is always in the wrong - he supported his assertion with additional arguments. - Sincere prayer addressed to the Holy Father helps the soul to detach itself from the body and so the body is then purified and the mystical unity, a gift of God's will and of Holy Ghost rewards and redeems sins.
- Prayer is some kind of a filter for conscience - I said simply to say something.
- Whatever a man does he will sink into vice but the grace of God wipes out every sin a man can commit - he ended his monologue and moved away from me.
My attention was all the time drawn away by almost untouched frescoes, and then I would forget the worshippers, and saintly warriors would dominate the place, the pious saints leading the winding columns of worshippers, the pale faces of evangelists fleeing along the hovering vault. Only in these moments would I feel something of that grace of God bestowed upon the stone and not upon me, and present enough to ask myself whether the stone had finally come alive or all that I had seen was simply a play of light in these woeful moments of hesitation...
The Story about Faceless Face
Dear Konegonda, now that you are gone I only have you and as I neither can nor have any one else to turn to I must turn to you.
...When weakness overcomes me I address my secret prayer for salvation to you, the unexisting one. I have not decided to stop sculpturing either incidentally or suddenly. I am passing through terrible moments. So terrible that they could hardly be more terrible and deadly for me. I have renounced to all that I only loved and love most in the world. I have thrown away the chisel and all my tools into a river and now I feel as if I had thrown away parts of my body, the tips of my hands, which were my whole life. The municipal authorities have driven away the stone in which I had hidden you from the world, the stone I did not want to touch. The secret disappeared; scandal broke out, followed by laughter and mockery started.

 And now perhaps, they are making gravel, cement flour, sand from your body. I keep losing strength every day, I feel a burden in my soul, weakness in my body.
Swans during the day fly by the house, the birds of light and day, silently and without a screech, and during the night I am awakened by the hooking of the owl, which I have grabbed from the stone. I yearn to drive them into the night and put them back where I had found them. It would hurt me to turn them into a shapeless mass and I dare not demolish and destroy all that I had stolen from dreams and stones. And so, I attempt nothing, I only melt away and rot more and more from sleeplessness and I hide from the white spark birds which like some merciless judges pursue me and warn me not to forgot…
But that is not the only reason why I threw away my chisel and hammer... Perhaps everything started in dreams only to end in an unexpectedly cruel reality. Probably You too, my dear Konegonda bear part of the responsibility for all this. It still seems to me that I can still talk to you intimately. After what I am going to tell you now, I will probably not dare to address you at all. The Personal will slowly become the General.
In fact, I wanted to remind you of a seemingly unimportant detail. At the very beginning of acquaintance I wanted to warn you not to confide anything to me. The story of the faceless face is senseless, isn't it? It slipped my mind to tell you something very important, which I should have told you.
When you spoke of your former love, you said that the moment he had for the first time, uncovered your breasts, you knew, you were sure, that you would have to belong to him. With no hesitation, fear or reserve. 
You surrendered as one who surrenders to inevitability.
When after some time the image reappeared and I appeared in the role of the one who is no longer in your heart, you became cold except your words, which tried in vain to substitute what could in no way be replaced.

- And it was only then, that I learned and was certain that as far as you were concerned it was not love. As you see, the answer, which you did not want or could not give, for who knows what reason was offered by accident...
As I started my confession, I had really no intentions to talk about this, and I know that this is not the right time or place and why to talk about something that belongs to the past.
I will tell you and myself, as you are part of me, about something else: I know that you will not read these notes, but try to understand me, I have to confess myself to somebody. I had only this piece of paper, it is my new and most valuable shelter, and there is no one in this wasteland who can hear me better than you. Your spirit floats around my head and observes my work. It is to it that I address these notes. Writing, you must admit, does not come easily with me, but then, as you know very well, speaking is even more difficult for me. I therefore beg of you not to ask much of me and especially not to request me to explain how all that I am about to tell you really happened, and how I can know that is happened.
My downfall when the whip struck my beauty. Selena, for Selena was you, all of you, body and face and eyes, even the trepidation I had carved in your pupils, only you are a figure in stone; when the new owner began striking you with his whip, the lascivious prevent Julienne Kostur (Skeleton), whose name like yours I wished to suppress and that is the only reason why in part of these notes I have called him the Nameless, You wonder who he is? Very well, I will tell you that too. Julienne Kostur ( Skeleton ) called  “The Saint”, is an outcast, a crook and emigrant living in Paris, he is a gigolo, a charlatan under the pretense of being a dance teacher and admirer of the fine arts; Deleon's close friend, proprietor of a chain of bordellos and what knot's. Several years ago, before leaving, he appeared at my place with no prior notice as he always did. He told me he was leaving for he could no longer bear to stench of this Balkan cesspool, of this garbage, which smelled of honesty. He has come, he said, not to say good-bye but to buy. And he bought my beauty as if he were buying meat in a butcher's shop or clothes at a sale. Somewhere, at the beginning of these notes I lied saying that I had given it to him as a gift. I was in no position to make presents although I would have given him all my sculptures in the belief that art, if nothing else, could perhaps edify him and bring him back to a world of probity.
You will surely remember that money never fancied me, nor did I much care for it. But the drill, and the chisel and all the other tools are not handed out as gifts, and many time I had to sell for next to nothing things that could not be bought. And I wanted others too, to see You, for the whole world to see You, to admire You like I do, Your untouchable beauty. I could not find other better possibility. I believed that this was also a chance for the two of us. I then did not Know that the heart, body, soul and happiness could be sold in this way. When misery knocks on the door, the Devil's hand is accepted before any other. Why that is so I cannot explain. The Devil is endearing garbage, the countenance of man has not mistakenly been bestowed upon him, and he in fact is no culprit, but merely a form after which he has been modeled, and that model is man and his distorted dream.
I remember him saying: - They are all the same, but I shall take this one. - And so I was left without one of my most beloved of your many copies. I felt I was losing, but it is impossible to lose part of oneself; one may forget an umbrella, a cap, gloves, but one cannot lose what one most wants to preserve - be it only in memory - of what one has once created.
Nor evil man, nor cruel time can destroy the bond between the artist and his work. That is why I believe that time has not separated the two of us. Time is the link, and life is separation.
Whenever I mention You, whenever I think of You, and that is almost always, I forget myself, the order of my thoughts becomes confused, and I cannot succeed in putting the last finishing touches to what I have begun. When I detach you from the stone and show You to the world, I have already lost You. A sadness and premonition takes hold of me and I fear that I will once again have to look for you and in another stone and in a new form.
And then I ask myself whether you will want to seek me in the same way as I am seeking you. Those are questions to which I know no answers, nor do I know whether the chisel or the hammer can be of any help to me. I never heeded the warnings and advice of others, I wanted to presage the danger myself, but something in me became blunted, caved in at the very moment you were leaving, and still I did not believe, as I had not believed the advice of my friend who had foreseen almost everything that was going to happen to me. Wisdom is not reached solely by learning, it is reached also by obedience and by feeling all the heaviness of the foreboding and fear of others.
After these few words, the man shoved the figure of stone into the luggage compartment of his huge luxurious sedan, having first said that it would somewhere, in the wide light or dark world, he did not care which, adorn the central part of his house, the part with the fountain.-This stone statue will be my sole link with the homeland - he said with a smile which revealed his gold tooth, I had not noticed before.
I believed and I was wrong, as one always wrong when one believes. And somewhere in the world, just as it was while he was here, his life adopted new rules, even along unpredictable courses which no one literally no one could accept as being rational. The details of his life, for I shall deal with them occasionally, would not be in another circumstance worth mentioning. I cannot avoid them here, at least not the part which is indestructibly connected with my life. Money, the strange sinecure of life, flowed into his pockets, drew into his mob the belles of the night, the belles of Paris, the daughters of joy, telling him how worthless and transitory was their beauty. When the body no longer wanted could obey him, the body of a woman of blood and flash, he would bring in the statue, the beauty that I had created. He would put you up against them, for what is possessed is easily placed on view. While they listened or did not listen to him he would ecstatically speak:  “Look at this body, at this face, an innate Balkan beauty, turn your attention to the line of the neck, to the sway of the left hand, to the deep yearning in the fingers. The movement strains the entire side of the back up to the flanks; the movement has been caught and eternalized; the body is restful and yet is not at rest; one day it will come alive and walk along this place, I know, I feel it will. I have an intimation of this duality, I feel it in my skull, in my balls. Here I rise and it rises!”
He paid them richly for this pleasure, for the silence and all that goes with it. His demands were not artless: what is extorted by money is usually paid in blood, in life. He would then whip them, mutilate their naked bodies, the skin would crack open, fear would accumulate, beauty would die in an instant, and the whip was his tool and his weapon. The way to lasciviousness and pleasure. The price he offered could not make up for the cuts on the bodies, could not wipe out the scars, drive away fear and hatred. He had, over and over again, to rove the streets of the city, seeking new faces, new figures of victims for torture. He kept longing even more for firm, staunch bodies such as was the one of my beauty, Selena.
He could do a lot with the help of wealth, but not enough. The screams of the paid harlots roused him into a state of ecstasy, of exaltation, but even the pleasure was not complete. The sight of blood terrified Julienne and there was more than plenty of it at the sessions. He ordered the staff to burn the sheets with the traces of lust upon them. The city of light also had its dark side. All at once in the whole of Paris there was no longer a single fallen woman who had not been warned that preying upon her was a whip sharper than a razor blade, which would mar her beauty and prevent her from indulging in the profession, which was her only means of livelihood.
My nymph Selena was the mute observer of Julienne’s helplessness. By a play of circumstances, while Julienne was frenziedly whirling around, his whip, my dear Konegonde, as avid as his master, with a crack, which rent silence, wound itself around the body of the stone beauty.
It is only to You that I can say this, for only You will believe me. At the same moment, in another part of the continent, my shirt ripped apart, the skin on my back cracked open and blood splashed my heated bed.
The blow cut the dream in two, and both halves plunged headlong in the abysses of the unknown and of the yet unknowable anguish. The cry I emitted tore across space, spread darkness, clashed against invisible walls, and my future tormentor, with a flash in his eyes lashed out once again.
From that time on an unbreakable tie to last forever was forged between us. The statue not only had the advantage of greater beauty of every woman but also the advantage of a skin of stone which the blows of the whip could not mar nor leave ugly traces of blood upon it. Julienne experienced the purity of pain like a flash of lightening which in an instant dispels long-lasting blindness.
He heard my scream. He believed it was Selena's just as I felt and suffered the blows of the whip. The fateful and sole link between two sides of the world was the statue.
And so, inevitably began my slow free fall in the abyss of the inconceivable. 
My tormentor for that is how I will call him from now on in these notes, unexpectedly and easily found a cure for himself. Indifferent to the time of the day he would strike the stone statue, and the only just partly healed wound on my body would split open once again; the old cuts would full off and new ones would suppurate in their place; then he would notice the tears that flowed from the stone eyes of the mute beauty, leaving long traces behind them. The tormentor did not know that they were my tears born out of my pain and despair.
These pictures, which decipher all past states with utmost clarity I see during the rare moments when sleep overcomes me while in wakefulness what remains, are fresh wounds and rending pain.
Before astonished guests Julienne in his well-practiced method carries out once again a successful demonstration of his cruelty. I tried at that instant at least to restrain my tears but it only amounted to an attempt, the blows were so harsh, that tears flowed against my will and against my desire to keep them to myself. The already tipsy guests simply concluded that Julienne's jest had indeed been successful, that it was all a trick they could not see through, all a prefect illusion; “Clever, no doubt about it”, they would say through  their laughter and enthusiasm. There were among the gusts also those who viewed the whole thing in a different way; they had their own theory; the gentleman with the eyes and movements of a rabbit, who had taken over the role of interpreter, declared that this was a quite usual phenomenon; the stone is cold, he explained, and in the drawing room it is too hot,, so it is logical for a condensation to occur. The entire impression is deceptive, producing the illusion of the shedding of tears. In any case this phenomenon deserves attention and comments. To Julienne's profound regret my cries, which he continued to believe, were coming from the bowels of the stone woman, the other guests save Julienne alone, were not able to hear.

It all ended in a jocund atmosphere and the company dispersed some time before dawn.
The bond between my tormentor and me could have been broken off in three ways: if this eccentricity of his urges to express it were to disappear, if I were able to pull myself out of sleep, though the periods of my wakefulness never differed from dreams. The third option was his or my death which fate alone could decide, and here he, as death's fondling was better placed.
From that time on whatever happened to any of my figures, wherever they might be, and they were everywhere, I would feel the changes on my skin. This is manifested in various ways: through me as if my statues were alive and I feel that this tie is indestructible and terrible: like a vow, like destiny, like life.
If the figure is placed in a cold environment I freeze; no sooner is it in a warm place than drops of sweat bathe my forehead and other discomforts set in: the salt eats my wounds, which heal slowly. It is then that I am beset by the desire to destroy all that I ever created, although I know that is not possible. So long as the pain is present this destructive desire does not abandon me, but as soon as the suffering subsides I become haunted by the sinister foreboding that the moment any one of my statues will have been completely destroyed, I too, will die.
For long I concealed my misfortune from the world, and the very first time I sought help and showed my body disfigured by the whip, the put me in a place marked by whiteness and bars, and since men have been alternating, intelligent, wise- knowing men, who treat me; only the ambiance and my suffering due to the impossibility of changing anything is the same. When I rebel they bind me with belts. In the morning they find me covered in blood and wonder how I managed, tied as I am, to mutilate myself so. They accuse one another, reproach each other for negligence, lack of attention, for some inadvertence of which they themselves are not conscious, while they squabble, and to be on the safe side, they tie me up again.
They don't wish, want or perhaps they simply cannot believe, I offered them facts, revealed the place where my tormentor lives, explained every detail and only asked to have statue taken away from him and returned to me. During the interview they interrogated me as if I were the culprit and not the one seeking help.
· How do you know? - they would ask me.

· From dreams - I would answer.

· The stone does not feel - they reasoned with me and edges me on to believe what even children know, but it hurt me that they never for a moment stopped to think that he who from a stone without soul has created a work with a soul does not feel indeed.

I was losing myself in space and time, confusing days and nights, and it was the unbearable physical pain that kept me alive.
My dear Konegonde what I will now tell you is the truth: 
The soul always wanes before the body...
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The pure whiteness of the light slides into every picture he sees. Gabriel finally uncovers the connection between base and form. And true enough, a feeling of benumbedness overwhelms him like a rising tide. What he sees at fierce glance he can easily push aside, but he is quite unable to resist something, which he imagines he sees in the unseen. The unreal defeats the real. Fiction overpowers reality and fantasy by repressing the real
He passes the time by searching for the forms of the untouchable world. The empty space between the flourish of his hand and the object upon he is working, acts refreshingly like a
flickering reflection with no duration and no finiteness. Nor does this contradiction perturb him in the least. On the contrary, it feeds strength to the body, sustain the weight of the enormous efforts…

...For days he lies unconscious, but consciousness lies somewhere within him, without him noticing it. He drinks the medicines because there is nowhere he can remove or throw away. Gabriel is being treated by a man with a golden tooth, who tries to be a doctor and not a man, and Gabriel is in doubt about the one and the other and he watches and examines him in his own way. Disbelief is learnt just like belief.
After many journeys through indeterminate and unfathomable spaces, he can more easily succumb to his downfall. In that downfall, while he hovers waiting for the earth to open, he has no fear of vertigo's or of the void, but keeps holding on ever more firmly to his fall. He fins in it that evades him, despises, wounds and persecutes him, below under his soles is certainty, accessibility to the overall secret. Down below death waits, the stillborn infant of life, the perverted dream, with the mask of hell, the subterranean nimbus poised above the horizon of doom.
Unfortunately, all he tries to do in the moments of lucid consciousness is short-lived. Everything is simply boils down to a momentary intention before the headlong plunge in the abyss; in the part of the system, which is disintegrating before it assumes its final form. The illusion of permanence impels him to believe in everlastingness, in the possibility of emerging into the light and in taking a step into a new life. But these hankerings are of a passing nature and every next attempt proves to be unnecessary and worthless. It is then that he becomes possessed of a maddening fear of the immensity of all that has remained and is still possible; the force of attraction of arbitrariness wanes, suffocated in its own feeling of power.
When dreams tire him out, Gabriel hastens in the embrace of the hangman wakefulness...
XI

He welcomed me and watched me leave with a dull expression on his face, as if blinded by a sudden flash of light, as though looking through something beyond his reach; extremely pale he had the look of a ghostly presence of death. As if he were not there where he really was. I felt uneasiness and then also fear, before they blurred and lifeless look. While waiting for something to happen and break  the  deadly  silence,  I  seemed  to  hear  the  sounds  of some  undefined instrument, although there was absolute silence in the room. Perhaps the sound was really from outside, for in that confined space, this sound neither depend upon Gabriel nor upon my conviction that I was hearing it, had acquired a life of its own, defying the whirlpool of general chaos in its disintegration. Trying to give meaning and fill the emptiness, which Gabriel left behind him, I probably experienced this sound as the music of an unknown instrument. His hypnotic look fixed at some imaginary point in the whiteness of the wall was passing through matter, space and time. The unspeakable vacuity of his whole expression made every attempt on my part to establish contact with him senseless.
...Several times consecutively, I read Gabriel’s incomplete notes about himself, returning to those parts, which did not keep vanishing, and I was at times satisfied and at others dissatisfied. Satisfied because I had learned about Gabriel more than I believed I would find out and dissatisfied because even in his defective diary, Gabriel had left many things unsaid, that is he kept a great deal to himself. But I think that after all, I was satisfied. Following the order of his notes, I decided that before my next visit to Gabriel, I would look for two of his fellow citizens, Senjanin and Topcik whom he had mentioned in his diary and perhaps get from them answers that I wanted. I did not manage to put together all the details into a whole, something was slipping away but I did not know what. I was troubled by doubt, which warned me not to exaggerate, and I was desperate that this doubt prevented me from believing Gabriel's story about himself.
I was marking time, but something was telling me that I would after all, find the key which would solve the secret of Gabriel's illness. I expected to find out more than what Gabriel offered himself.
With impatience of uncertain situations, I rang the bell at the door on which there was a notice, which said: “Attention, the dog bites”. I did not notice that there was an interphone under the bell and I heard drawn - out voice:
· Yes please.
· I am looking for Mr.- I did not even succeed in saying the name and already heard:

· Wait, I'm coming.
After several moments and for me moments last long, I felt that time kept passing and passing, there appeared a corpulent figure.
The man opened the door with a smile on his face, which to be honest, I did not expect. I knew from the experience that people who install alarms and other devices to protect themselves from the surprise of any kind are most often suspicious and unpleasant. I felt this was an exception. I did not even manage to explain the reason and purpose of my visit, before the old gentleman had already led me into the semi-darkened part of the house. Everything in the room had a tang of obsolescence and yet it all seemed so new as if it had just been bought from a store. My story was naive but it has long been proven that such stories are best believed. Gabriel's story was not naive and that was why nobody believed it. I introduced myself as one of the custodians of the City Museum. I did not know whether such a museum existed in the town. I believed that the man who was listening to me carefully did not know either. I said that I was responsible for finding unusual and interesting samples, for establishing contact with the owners and offering them cooperation. I added that my duty was also to invite them to various exhibitions whether of paintings of sculptures. In this case, I said, we found out that he possessed one of sculptures and that because of preparing the catalogue we needed some basic facts about the sculpture: its size, material and the year in which it had been made. I was also interested in certain other facts about the author of this sculpture, if the owner had any.
The host had an interesting face on which curiosity was even too clearly marked long before he actually revealed it in conversation. He listened patiently to my story till the end; had I by any chance been in his place, I would have already riddled the visitor with inquisitorial questions. I finally stopped talking, which gave him the possibility to say something himself. He explained that he really possessed such a sculpture in his collection but he was not aware of its value. He was terribly sorry about his wife for she, the poor thing, he said, was no longer among the living. He could have proved to her, that he had been right when despite her objections he had nonetheless bought the sculpture of the then still unknown artist, about whom, at that time, and also now, he only knew that his name was Gabriel. Since then he had not heard anything about him, he admitted.
- I'm afraid, I'll have to disappoint you - he continued - although my disappointment will be even greater after your visit - he paused, as if weighing whether to continue r not.
- The sculpture has almost no value any longer - he concluded sadly.
The  confused  expression on  my  face  made  him  hasten  to  give  me  an explanation.
- Some time ago - he said - perhaps twenty or more days have passed since then, you know I have no one here - he spoke slowly making a pause between each breath. - Since my wife died I live on my own. My daughter is married to one of our people, a composer, she is a dentist, they live and earn well, they've already been in Gotherborg for seventeen years; if you ever need anything in Sweden just look them up; 97 Foreninsban street, write it down, tell them that I sent you; you certainly travel on business to other countries as well. They have three children, the youngest son Marko is nine. While playing and running away from his older brother, he pushed the sculpture you are looking for; it tumbled down along the stairs and was almost completely broken off. The exposed parts, arms and legs were damaged. The left arm was broken in several places. I glued the sculpture and brought it almost to its original state, but both I and particularly you as an expert know that now it is only valueless wreck. You cannot imagine how beautiful it was, as if it were alive. I can show it to you, it is upstairs in my bedroom, there I tried to put it together but there was no one to help me to put it back to its old place and it is as you see, here near the stairs leading to the attic.
I gave up the idea of going upstairs, not because it would be an additional effort for me, for my leg had already become used to the strain of standing for a long time, but simply because I did not feel like seeing one of Gabriel's first figure in such a state.
I asked the gentleman if he could remember the date when the sculpture had been broken, and after some thinking, he did. Later, I compared the dates as to make sure that everything fitted. The sculpture had been broken the day before Gabriel was brought to the room in the hospital where I lay. I thanked him for his kindness and hospitality. I promised to come again soon. During my visit to his house, though I automatically looked around several times, I did not see the dog about which the warning had been hung on the door. Not knowing if the man would be of any help to me in the future, I did my best to end the conversation on a more intimate note...
I asked about the dog to which the warning referred. The man smiled again and said that from the moment his wife died, less than a year ago, he had removed all living beings from the house. His wife loved cats and he really knew how many of them they had. He had given them all away to people he didn't even know. Two parrots, one of which knew how to say “ hello” to guests or either swear at them were taken away by his daughter when she left, so that he was now completely alone, and the  warning about the dog was there to frighten off the thieves and buglers and it had served its purpose most successfully.
The man obviously longed for conversation but I did not have the time for it. I took leave of him in a congenial way, and rushed back home to Gabriel's notes. The link between Gabriel and his statues had now become fully revealed to me, and in the face of these new proofs, all traces of doubts vanished.
In the bundle of notes and documents I more and more often came across empty sheets of paper, and I could find no answer as to why that were there; it was as if Gabriel had wanted someone who would have the whole of this material before him, to put down his own observations, but this was only one of many possible assumptions. Perhaps the emptiness on the papers, of untarnished whiteness, symbolized some of his inner states, his personal emptiness, his desolation, a possible form of dissatisfaction.
There must have been a meeting, for with Gabriel- and I was becoming more convinced of it - nothing was ever fortuitous.
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…Like a child with a new toy Gabriel diverts himself with his solitude. He contravenes the laws of gravity, hovers in his enclosed space like a soap bubble, like a thought that floats aimlessly, and with no difficulty he bears and suffers his wilderness, takes pride in it, offers it up as signs of recognition. In return for a reaction, the people who look after him arouse in him an obsession with lies and vapid speech made up of sheer shamelessness. Whatever he does or says contradicts the Gabriel he is. He bears the consciousness of what he does like fickle options of fate whose condemnation to his misfortune, he is unable to eschew. The idea about the total worthlessness of the horror of ultimate truth, enunciated at the moment of inception, stretches across the axiom of immutability up to what at a single instant may be termed wonderment. Perhaps, what is at stake is misunderstanding, impersonal anxiety caused by weakened impulse by the blindness of fate enclosed in the profusion of the lust for life. There is therefore plenty of leeway for real suffering. Balance is established between power and powerlessness, between fortuity and adversity, between elation and reasoning and what one must do is enter the sacrificial order 

...Gabriel has not only entered it, but is a headman of it with its seal impressed upon his flesh. The remaining days or perhaps hours of his life he spends deprecating every intimation of ecstasy. Life can be tolerated or hated in the rhythm between senseless flights and anticipated downfalls; but the strongest argument in favor life is concealed in the fact that there is nothing tragic in anyone's death, lest of all in one's own. A monument should be erected to the hour of inevitable extinction, to that glorious moment of liberation, a monument of stone; one of clay and mud is sufficient for life.
In the garbage of time, in the center of this worldwide Pandemonium to whichever side you turn, dust and sacrificial ash will whirl up, and apart from eulogies to sludge and vapid observance of profanity, there will be no clear signposts to show the way to passages through time, passages to dreams, to purity. In a world of nameless light, ribald irony, vulgar laughter and heinous joy. Gabriel's last thought, without a trace of mercy, floats the void spaces of the firmament.
In the hospital milieu when he is assigned the role of walker, his shadow crawls along the graveled pats, sways and then breaks at the level of the knees against the concrete enclosing wall; his feet get stuck to the whiteness of the gravely soil, and for long, wonderingly follow Gabriel's return to the starting point of his mapped out path..
From time to time Gabriel delivers to the hospital staff a definition in written form, of the essence of being spawned in a single instant, by the inexpressible experience of nothingness. He admits to no weakness, except his bodily one, he is at the height of purification predicated by faith sufficiently strong not to submit to either God or man; rejecting superstition, he is still capable of finding the necessary arrogance and strength to walk upright and when he feels like it, to spit in the faces behind the masks. Consistent in his downfalls along with a feeling of revulsion to all high-faluting eloquent wiseacreing, having lost confidence in inspiration and greatness, Gabriel draws ultimate conclusions by plunging into vice, and then helplessness impels and endows him with the secret power of being able to perceive the unperceivable and nothing will ever more prevent him tired spirit from soaring above the spaces of tragic existence.
In rare moments of wakefulness, Gabriel becomes preoccupied with himself and in that state he cannot rid himself of fear of the void, and it is then that darkness reigns in him and around him, follows and harkens to the call of the primeval, progresses through time with the black halo of a warped dream in which he still believes, although he knows: there is no beauty on the journey to death… 

XII

…Once again, I was making the same mistake. I had not visited Gabriel for several days because I was ending my researches believing that I would be able to make up in this way for the time I had not been with him. I was getting more and more preoccupied with that strange man, and was slowly beginning to forget about myself. I had pushed  my own problems into the background and all that had put up then been meaningful to me and had taken up much of my time, was simply vanishing into spheres out of which, it seemed, it would never again be able to emerge and take the place it once had. No matter how relaxed I was, I felt that the state which had taken hold of far greater import. I foresaw the consequences at the thought of which I would shudder from time to time though I was unable to explain to myself what was the cause of this apprehension.
From the moment I set my eyes on him Gabriel never uttered a single word. I noted his cries, followed and learnt his thought written down in his diaries, but his voice I had to imagine. I decided that I would very shortly visit the other owners of Gabriel's works. The list of names, by miracle as it were, had not disappeared. I wanted, no matter how foolish that may have sounded, to tell them and warn them that any brutal handling of Gabriel's sculptures would be reflected the artist's life and apart from the admiration and respect they may have for Gabriel's work, they should also bestow upon it the attention, tenderness and love which the artist himself obviously lacked during the whole of his life. Any unseemly behavior towards the sculptures they possess could be fatal to the artist himself.
The one before last page in Gabriel's documents was a death certificate, properly recorded, but only the name and date of the death of the deceased were missing. The data entered in the certificate were of a general nature and could have belonged to anyone. I decided that at my next visit to Gabriel I would, in addition to certain questions already impressed in my mind, also ask him about the death certificate. I hoped that he would finally begin to speak. I grew to believe that only I, who was slowly beginning to perceive Gabriel's secret, would be able to help him, to promise him that I would go to Paris as soon as I recovered, and that I would step into his real dream, find Julienne, or the Nameless or whatever his name was, and take the statue away from him, even by force if necessary, the statue which had ruined Gabriel's life. I hesitated.
Late I realized that during those few days, everything seemed to have turned against my intention. I was not able to visit Gabriel. The unpredictability of what was happening to him, and tagging after him, sustained my dread, which grew into fear and profound anxiety as soon as my thoughts turned towards him. I confess that I begin to give more thought to the owners of Gabriel's sculptures. What kind of people were they, was it by chance that they had come to possess part of Gabriel's legacy, or had they been chosen antecedently?
While looking for anther owner of the statue I found myself in a blind alley. I was startled out of my deliberations by the juicy oath of the taxi driver whose car had very nearly collided with another car, which had cut across his way. Perhaps, he had deliberately driven me around to increase the fare. However, seeing the impatient and nervous expression of my face he brought me in a few minutes to the house I was looking for.
After ringing for a long time, when I already thought that I had come in vain, the door was opened by a middle-aged woman with a surly expression on her face. I did not allow myself to be put out. With carefully chosen words I apologized for disturbing her and then explained in detail the reason for my visit.
- You are certainly looking for Topchikovs. I am Mrs. Eugenia Blum.
It was actually yesterday that we complete dull the final formalities regarding the exchange of flats. They have gone to Zagreb, and I have moved here. They took away all their things yesterday.
- What really interests me - I admitted - is the figure of a woman carved in marble. The story about the custos once again sounded convincing - they own it, you see, perhaps they did not take it with them - I added.
The woman finally opened wide the door and stepped into the threshold. Suspicion and caution had disappeared. She probably thought that a man interested in statues and not in people, was not dangerous.
- Of course, I have seen it, - she said and then added hesitatingly - You know, that statue was the only cause of the unpleasantness we had over the matter of the flats. Otherwise, they were lovely people though, I must say rather careless for they hired students to move their belongings, students' wages being the lowest, but that did cost them dearly. There are some occasions when one should not try to save. While loading they dropped the statue over the edge of the truck and my impression was that they did not even try to catch it and stop it from falling. And so it crashed onto the pavement just here behind your back, and split into a thousand pieces. I simply could not believe that nothing was left of such a fine sculpture, can you believe it, we swept the remnants away with a broom. I still find it hard to understand how stone can so easily be turned into dust, but that precisely is what happened.  At that moment Eugene started swearing and storming and I felt most embarrassed. Finally, his wife calmed him by saying: “My dear, it's well when something gets broken. The people here believe that it brings luck”. And true enough this appeased Mr. Eugene completely”. Does the statue have great value”, she continued, “it certainly does since a museum is interested in it, what a shame, a great shame, isn't it Mister?”
Her words simply petrified me, I had a premonition of something terrible, and so I hastened to say good-bye and limped hurriedly to a taxi, asking the man to drive as fast as possible.
- Where? - he asked.
I explained in two words.
Completely out of breath, I rushed into the room, which Gabriel shared with other patients. His bed was empty. The man who was lying next to Gabriel's bed looked at me reproachfully and lowered his eyes down to his feet, which peered from under the sheet. The other patient turned his head to the wall.
- Where is Gabriel? - I asked.
- Gabriel died yesterday - were the words I heard from the third patient whom I had not seen upon entering the room for he was lying in a corner, behind the door.
- Died, how? - I asked, suddenly overcome by weakness and shivering. I sat down on the edge of the empty bed.
-All of a sudden, in bright daylight, he died in his sleep, I think he asked for you the day before, I did not know your name, he simply asked, and the next day his heart burst, it exploded like a bomb, we heard it up here, and he never even uttered a cry.
I looked at him in amazement, trying to find in the eyes of the other patients confirmation of the truth of what he was saying.
- That is what the doctors also said - muttered the man unable to offer any other explanation of the event he had just described.
- When did it happen?-
- Yesterday, at about this time. 

I left the room without a word.
I did not manage to get the medical report of Gabriel's death from the doctor. They knew me in this place and the stories I had made up about my kinship with Gabriel could no longer hold water. Nevertheless, I tried though unconvincingly, and I was told that there was no legal ground for meeting my request.
I made a round of all the known cemeteries. At every one of them was shown a list of those who had recently been buried, but Gabriel' name was not on any of them.
- Are you sure the man's name was Gabriel? - one of the clerks asked me while closing the huge book of the deceased.
- All that I was left with was Gabriel's legacy: documents, papers, notes, photographs and various other objects which I decided to keep in a safe place. For days, I avoided all contact with the new few acquaintances I had. I spent most of the time between four walls; I rarely went out. I could not read. I bought no newspapers. Music made me nervous. From time to time I would switch on the television while at the same time turning down the sound. I would them as though a mist watch the figures and numb images, which fled across the screen like ghosts. I even pulled out the telephone plug from the wall.
I waited for Gabriel to die in me as well. From time to time, I would pick up his documents and ponder over certain passages for long, endeavoring to put them in the order in which Gabriel had intended them to be. When I had first gone through these papers I had mixed up some pages and that bothered me. Sorting out the pages for the umpteenth time, my attention was once again drawn to the death certificate. I was struck by the thought that Gabriel had actually chosen me to enter the necessary data in his death certificate. To my great surprise, I found that all the data concerning Gabriel were carefully written down in the certificate: the date of his birth. 1936, and not 1938, as was written in that more recent birth certificate; the year, day and hour of death; the place and date of the place, which had issued the death certificate, had been entered earlier.
In the night that followed, while dreams drifted along their designated paths, and human darkness mingled with the darkness of the night, I was awakened by a terrible pain in my pain. It seemed to me that I had, in just a second before that, heard the lash of a whip and then a violent blow across my body. The skin burst open as if struck by a blade. I felt the shirt sticking on the skin of my back. Trying not to cry aloud, I felt the raw wound on my back with my blood-covered hands. The repeated lash of the whip, made me realize that Gabriel in his departure had bequeathed me his cruel illness.
Perhaps all that may seem so when dream moves into the real, perhaps that is how it detaches itself from the dreamer and gliding into other spaces leaves behind a burning pain. Had the dream escaped me or had I fled from the dream, I could not tell. And that had happened was new and unknown. Had there been no pain and blood I might even have felt quite well, but traces of blood followed my hasty steps to the hall. I turned on the light.
The large wall mirror flashed and pulled itself out of the darkness; the reflection of the face that looked at me was not mine. Instinctively, I raised my hand to my face and was taken aback by the traces of fresh scars upon it. By touching them I wonted to prove to myself that I was no longer dreaming. And, true enough, I was not dreaming. I was wide-awake. The transformation, no matter how unexpected was complete and unbelievable. I felt faint and began to tremble. Agonizing fear shook me. My former self was no more. I no longer existed. The harrowed face that followed my dragging movements, was Gabriel's, the body too, was probably his.
Fear and bewilderment slowly abated and apart from the fear already deep-rooted in the body, a wave of pleasure engulfed me at the thought and knowledge that I had become, that I had, in fact been Gabriel.
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