THE PHENOMENON
Da fine al capo
(monodrama)

Most honorable ladies and gentlemen,
Since this is the first time I will be examined as a witness, and not as a psychiatric case, with my utmost respect, I hereby declare: I swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth!
I have grasped that the goal is to avert an upcoming event: I’m going on the nature of the testimony you’ve asked of me. Also, the exceptional measures taken to insure secrecy hint at the significance of this undesired (and most probably terrorist) act. That is why I will tell you all what I remember about my last life.  So, let’s start at the beginning. Or rather, at the end… 
Most honorable ladies and gentlemen, 
The day I appeared in the world, ladies and gentlemen, was a very sad day indeed. I was almost a hundred and was coming back from the beyond. And what did I see? A hospital, doctors, nurses: just like when I had left, only this time things were getting better by the minute. By the next day, things were even better still. By the third day I was even better and they took me home, but the ambulance was driving backwards. If you still haven’t figured it out, I’ll give you a hint: things were happening backwards and time was going in the opposite direction. I’d been to the beyond and now I was back. In the beginning I felt really terrible – what could you expect at ninety-something? But after a few years I hit 90 and was already getting on into my 80s. I was filled with hope, since in just ten more years I’d be 70, and after that would come 60, 50, 40 and so on. I was looking forward to wonderful ages and my whole life was in front of me. And not just for me – that’s how it was for everyone. 
But what, ladies and gentlemen, had actually happened? 
Time had reached its end point and had started going backwards. I didn’t quite get exactly how this came about; I’ve never been able to wrap my head around all those cosmological concepts of time. Scholars talked themselves blue in the face trying to explain how the whole universe had done a 180 and how perfect and amazing the cosmos was, attaining infinity through reverse repeatability. How the world had now entered a new Megachronos, with time going in the opposite direction and so on and so forth. But, as always, everything in science is just hypotheses. The important thing was that life was filled with hope and everybody was getting younger and younger. Lord knows I still wasn’t feeling any real urges to speak of, since at ninety it’s pretty much the same difference whether you’re getting younger or older, but still, I knew that death was already behind me, and that’s no small thing. It’s a whole new ball game, believe me. Incidentally, in that backwards life nobody died. The day would begin with dinner and end with breakfast. They’d drive whole herds of cattle out of the slaughterhouses, flocks of birds flew right up off the broilers. And how we ate isn’t exactly a tale for aesthetes, but then again, every Megachronos has its own aesthetic… 
Other people from my generation reappeared – friends, cousins, but also the likes of Michael Jackson, Madonna, Mick Jagger … Everybody came back one after the other, but I’m only naming the celebrities, since it’s all the same whether folks like me come back or not. The world anxiously awaited the return of one of the era’s most brilliant minds in physics, who had even foreseen all of this, supposedly. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? Am I talking about…? Yes. That’s precisely who I mean, yes. (Continuing.) So he showed up in a wheelchair, just like we remember him, but in any case he didn’t manage to explain anything. At first he came up with some theory of the pulsating universe. Twenty billion years ago the universe was born out of a cosmic black hole thanks to the Big Bang and started expanding. Over the course of those twenty billion years, the energy from the explosion petered out and the expansion stopped. That’s it. It started contracting and from that moment on, time started going backwards and the universe started getting smaller. And after twenty billion years of contracting, it’ll shrink back down into a black hole, which will give rise to a new Big Bang and life will start all over again from the beginning.  That’s how things stood, supposedly.
And one more thing: the cycle would keep repeating itself eternally. So nobody knows how many times this world has already existed and how many times it’ll come around again; that is, in other words, the idea of reincarnation turned out to be right. Even all those suspicions about predestination were confirmed, too, since once created by the Almighty, the cosmic model would just keep repeating itself in space.  
The great scholar would’ve perhaps said some other things as well, but he was getting younger by the day and his knowledge was steadily decreasing. The media, however, kept hounding him and in the end he started pumping out fantasy fiction for teens and all sorts of nonsense. 
So they kept saying that things would become clear once and for all with Einstein’s reappearance in 1955. However, skeptics argued that every explanation was pointless. Even if the great Einstein were to explain something in far-off 1955, only a hundred short years later nobody would even know that Einstein had ever existed, let alone wonder why history was going backwards, if, in fact, anybody even noticed it at all anymore. But getting on with my story…
***

Hordes of people came out of the graveyards and they just kept coming. My appearance came right at the beginning and everything still seemed unusual. They greeted us festively: fanfares, angels, white nightgowns… A whole industry cropped up around it. Agencies offered angelic choirs, wreathes, movie stars playing the role of God and Lord knows what else. Just imagine the idiocy: you reappear in the light of day, barely managing to keep body and soul together, and they greet you with a cake and sing “Happy Birthday!” And then they make you blow out, say, 99 candles. The next year you blow out 98 and so on until after 99 years you’ve blown them all out. Of course, those last few are blown out by your mom and dad, since a babe-in-arms has already lost interest in blowing. But gradually the ritual turned into a bureaucratic formality and became a humdrum, I daresay even tiresome, affair. “Hello, I’m your aunt. Hi, auntie, rise up and live… But I’m coming back from… We know, we know, we’ve all come from there. But I’m just so overjoyed… You go ahead and rejoice, but you’re not bringing any inheritance back with you” and so on.  And that was honest truth – nobody brought anything back, just as they hadn’t taken anything with them. Everybody returned to take their legacies back and it was quarrels and squabbling all over again – those tedious stories keep playing out no matter which direction time is going.
***
Naturally, the Church came out with a stance on all this, too. Two theological theses arose: 
Thesis Number One: The Creator was not satisfied with the world, so he sent it back for corrections. This thesis, however, would violate the idea of the infallibility of the Great Creator and so the Church subsequently rejected it, replacing it with another one: God was giving us our lives back so that we’d have a chance to get them right. The return would continue back to Adam and Eve and Original Sin. In short, there wouldn’t be anymore sex and the world would then follow a righteous path. Pure hogwash! Who’s going to be doing the following, I ask, if there’s no going forth and multiplying? (To the Inquest.) This, I suspect, is not of interest to the Inquest and at your leave I would suggest we skip over these – how shall we call them? – oxymorons? Would this be acceptable? Thank you. 
***
The world, ladies and gentlemen, was already going full-steam ahead, albeit backwards. Some of the more quick-witted folks in show business started selling tickets to Christ’s crucifixion in advance. They sold out immediately and by the next day had doubled in price. ,r’krThey were mostly bought up by Jews, what with them being the best wheeler-dealers, so most of the spectators were expected to be Jews – which, by the way, was just how it was back then; you can’t change history. 
Euphoric sci-fi writers described the return of Hitler, Goering, Stalin, Lenin and so on. A huge Jewish demographic boom was expected after the Holocaust, which even the Jews themselves were not so happy about. Without the Holocaust they’d immediately fall out of fashion, ‘til finally after a couple thousand years, they’d end up right back in Egypt, enslaved, just like it says in the Bible. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? No, I’m not an anti-Semite. I would like the proceedings to reflect that I have never been a member of an anti-Semitic or Nazi organization. That thing about the Bible, I just said that because that’s really what’s written there. They wrote it themselves, not me. But from now on I’ll talk only about myself, so as not to offend anyone. (Continuing.)

I was still old, but I wasn’t complaining: I had my pension and most importantly – I was getting younger. I made it through two strokes and was impatiently awaiting the third, so I would be completely out of the woods. I was already 75. I started watching ballgames: they would go backwards as well and always ended in a 0-0 tie, but you got used to that, too. I even had a romantic fling with a 60-year-old, but the thought that even younger chicks would be coming along gave me the strength to rise to the occasion. (To the Inquest.) Enough of this nonsense! The world’s going backwards, and here I am wasting your time with nonsense. I suppose I should just skip over the personal stuff? Pardon? Ah yes, I see. You’ll decide what’s important. Fine. So we’ll just continue on now, shall we? (Continuing.) So where was I? Ah yes, things were getting better and better for me… Now look, to be completely frank, there were some downsides as well. The whole reverse motion thing hadn’t quite stabilized, so there were some surprises. Sometimes the universe would switch back to its previous direction and keep going like that until the Almighty or whoever it is up there set things to right again. Saddam Hussein, for example, came back to power twice. I won’t even go in to what happened to the guys who tore down his statue. Whereas other times the cosmic mechanism would get jammed and change directions three times in an hour – talk about irritating. One guy I know in Zagreb had the same tooth pulled three times. They say that it was exactly during this time that the terrorist Bin Laden died and was resurrected three times, but neither of these stories has been confirmed. But little by little the cosmos settled down, the gravitational forces reached equilibrium and life went on, just like it always had before – terrorism, war, political scandals, and the like. 
***
And so we backed our way into the twentieth century. In 1998 Frank Sinatra came back. Then came Mastroianni, Fellini, Freddie Mercury, Salvador Dali, John Lennon… (To the Inquest.) Need I go on, or shall I stop? Thank you, I’ll leave it at that. (Continuing.) Incidentally, nobody was amused by it anymore: everything had already happened once, just in the other direction. Everyone could read in the old papers what was going to happen the next day. Everything to come was already known in advance. This made life meaningless and gave rise to the “Predestination Complex.”
(To the Inquest.) 
Ladies and gentlemen,
When I say “complex,” I’d like to distance myself from any eventual associations. What I’m talking about here is a mass phenomenon, and not a deviation within the individual psyche. I must also insist on calling to mind the medical experts’ conclusion that attests to my complete sanity except for… except for these memories. No, I cannot, in fact, explain their appearance. However, the fact that I am not the only such witness shows that you are entertaining the possibility that this could be a biophysical phenomenon. Or else perhaps that the upcoming event is so frightening that in desperation you’ve turned to folks such as myself and them. I saw them in the lobby: a Balkan clairvoyant and some crazy Russian who does TV-hypnosis. The Russian is definitely a charlatan, no doubt about it. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? Yes, yes. I’ll go on… So as I was saying, everyone could read what would happen tomorrow in the old newspapers… We already went over that… Yes. And so the “Predestination Complex” arose. Yes, exactly. Everyone already knew their future, ladies and gentlemen, hence life became boring and pointless. 
There was no escape from the already known future. 
Nobody could change the day of his birth – which was now the day of his disappearance from the world. To know when you’re going to disappear is ominous (to say the least). A death sentence, any which way you look at it. Your “execution” day was known from the maternity ward records, municipal records, military files and so on. But nobody wanted to know when they would disappear. A mass fear of information set in. People ran off to communes in the mountains, but information is an infection that’s passed from person to person. Even in those communes, everyone’s biography was a public secret and in the end you could always someone find to tell you. This despair was made worse yet, thanks to the impossibility of suicide. And so it was, all the way back to “The Day of Release,” as birthdays were called then. 
I took it all stoically, I even met with Kate, since we had a thirty-year marriage ahead of us. I introduced myself. She wasn’t too enthused about me, either. But we promised to love each other when the time came. A flicker of optimism amidst the hopelessness… 
The apathy of informedness turned into aggression, and aggression into mass destruction – although furtive and hidden at first. The first stage began with late-night vandalism of graveyards. They called it “The Date-of-Birth Uprising.” At first, we just erased the date of birth from the headstones. For obvious reasons. However, the despair grew and led to the total destruction of tombstones, so a comparison of names from city records wouldn’t even be possible. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? I didn’t catch the question. Whether this what…? Whether this had an anti-Semitic character? Most definitely not. Please, ladies and gentlemen, I already made a declaration. And quite a categorical one at that, I believe. Yes, it is possible for there to have been such a movement somewhere. But it was an act of compassion, not racism. Pardon? Did I ever participate in such an uprising? Never in a Jewish cemetery. As far as the others are concerned, I can’t recall… But even if I didn’t participate, that doesn’t mean I didn’t agree with them. The moral presumption behind such vandalism was the fact that all the dead are the potential living and they will all be resurrected someday, headstone or no. Yes, it was going a bit far, I admit! Still, the tombstone was a basic document. Identification was based on which grave you’d come out of. The Church was in a panic over how it would identify the Forty Holy Martyrs when the day came. Without a gravestone, how would they know whether they were the forty martyrs or the forty thieves? 
***
But this was only the beginning, ladies and gentlemen. Because the Second Stage of the Uprising then began, with open insubordination and widespread autos-da-fe. We banded together in huge crowds, stormed official institutions and burned the archives. We attacked military offices, but there we met armed resistance and the sorties snowballed into bloody clashes. 
After the state archives, the public libraries were next in line. Everything that had been printed and which contained information was burned. I mean, it was written right there in books: William Shakespeare, b. 1565, d. 1616; Leo Tolstoy, 1828-1910… After all, they would reappear some day, too, and would automatically be deprived of the will to live as well. Now those were some autos-da-fe, let me tell you! (To the Inquest.) No, there were no Nazi slogans, if that’s what you’re going to ask. Thank you, I’ll continue. (Resuming his former pathos.) Now those were some autos-da-fe, let me tell you! The bonfire in front of the Peking Library was an unbelievable spectacle. The flames were higher than the building. Dozens of bulldozers shoveled in classics, parchment and papyrus by the ton, while across the street dozens of fire trucks struggled to contain the gigantic blaze. They weren’t there to save the books, but rather the building itself from the flames. The most desperate among us threw themselves into the fiery vortex, passing through the flames from one end to the other, clambering up the blazing ridges like the mythical salamanders, but alas – no one could die before his predetermined day and hour and so he was left with only suffering. In the end, the Air Force put out the conflagration with carbon dioxide bombs. 
They say that Krakow was almost entirely burned to the ground during an auto-da-fe of medieval manuscripts soaked in sulfuric fumes from alchemists’ ovens. Even the ruins of the Babylonian Library were not spared. The ancients had the great foresight to leave written inscriptions on thousands of clay tablets. So we’re not talking bonfires here, just a serious smash-a-thon. We ground tons of tablets down into red pepper with the help of rock crushers from all over the Tigris-Euphrates region.  

And then it was the historical monuments’ turn.   

So we started in on monuments to Beethoven, Goethe, Pushkin, St. Joan of Arc… Our slogan was “Respect genius.” As an act of homage, we prepared a meaningful future for them.
We finally were left with the pyramids. We started moving the huge stone blocks. Each one of them weighed two-and-a-half tons. We managed to peck away at a hundred or so of them – but there were more than three million blocks in Cheops alone. That’s twice the number of all the stones from all the cathedrals in the world, including the ones that have been destroyed. Even with the most cutting-edge technology, just Cheops would take us 700 years, and there were 80 more pyramids to go after that. This meant that there wasn’t enough time left in human history and that the pyramids were indestructible. 

Man can only destroy that which was made by man. The pyramids obviously were not. 
That left St. Peter’s Cathedral. The pope appealed for restraint. The Holy Father had lived through communism and still had not lost his presence of mind. In his Sunday sermon Urbi et Orbi, he argued that the church preserved only the dossiers of saints, and that the saints are martyrs by calling, thus the painful knowledge of their lives in advance would only elevate them further. “Let’s give the saints what they deserve!” he exhorted. And the Holy Father added yet another argument, far more substantial and logical: “With or without you,” he said, “this cathedral will disappear in the 16th century, when its foundations were laid. All shall be ashes to ashes and dust to dust even without our interference, so let’s leave what is God’s to God.” And so only St. Peter’s was left looming over the ruins of Rome. 
(To the Inquest.) Yes. Please, go ahead. Did I personally take part in the plot to destroy the basilica? No. I didn’t take part, but even if I had, I wouldn’t tell you about it, because you wouldn’t understand it from the point of view of the morality of that Megachronos. But since I’ve sworn to tell the whole truth, I will answer “yes.” (To the Inquest.) What was that? No! Definitely not. I have never been a member or supporter of any Islamist groups. I mean, I’m still Christian after all, even though I’m agnostic. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? How were we planning on destroying it? We were going to blow it up, of course. (To the Inquest.) Who put together the plan for the bombing? We were a team, but when we went to plant the explosives, we realized that somebody had already done it – that is, more than enough explosives had already been planted there. All that was left for us was to set them off. My job was to plant the fuses when the time came. But three days later, on Sunday morning, when I went to plant the fuses so they’d be ready for the explosion on Monday, the explosives weren’t there anymore. And after the aforementioned Sunday sermon by the Pope, as you already know, we gave up on this plan. And that was it. Shall I go on, if there are no further questions? Yes? Thank you. (Continuing.) And so we destroyed almost every famous building except for St. Peter’s, but it was all for naught: eventually some building that had stood there before would crop up on the site of every ruined one. The archeologist Professor Daud Rendley had the following to say on this question: “No one can destroy everything. There is no place on earth where buildings have not existed, not even in the jungles of Africa and the Amazon. The number of those who have lived before us cannot even be uttered. This number is written as 6 x 10 to the 15th power and means that every one of us has two million deceased direct ancestors.” 
Humanity is an iceberg. The living are above the ocean, while the dead swim beneath it. 
After about 30 or 40 years, the link of direct memory had been severed. New generations appeared who didn’t have any way of finding out about themselves and little by little this revolution died down as well. People came to their senses and as after every revolution, they began to regret the destruction. That’s how it was. Yes, that’s how it was… 

***
Ladies and gentlemen,
I’ll admit that before these memories started coming back to me, such a thought had never even so much as crossed my mind. I mean, come on now, really, how would time start going backwards? What – would we start talking backwards, too? Enough of this nonsense! 
O, sanctus simplicitas! How great human ignorance is! 
And yet there were always and are always signs of it. I can immediately point to the symptom known as “déjà vu” –  when for a split second you feel as if you’ve already seen whatever is happening to you. It turns out that you really have seen it. A momentary memory from the previous Megachronos, gleaming through the cracks in the Cosmos. 
And what about the case of Michel du Nostredame, better known as Nostradamus? He even foresaw the hour of his death. How could he have known it? How do I know my own? How else? And what else did he say: and the day will come when the dead will come out of their graves, earthquakes will rock the world and the Great Cheops Pyramid will split in two - all these natural disasters are completely possible during a change in the direction of cosmic rotation. Of course, from the point of view of his own time, he explained it with the appearance of the Anti-Christ, even personifying him as a real individual: a Muslim, born in Palestine in 1962. And what about all the other clairvoyants? Yes, most of them are crooks, but still, there’s been some universally accepted cases, right? Or at least some disputed ones. I can quote from the Bible as well, since there it says: “You made heaven and earth. They shall perish, but you shall live on. They shall all grow threadbare like shirts and you shall change them like garments.”  
Umberto Eco also foresaw the repeatability of the universe in Foucault’s Pendulum. 
And he’s not the only one. Man has a pretty good idea of everything that goes on in this world.
(To the Inquest.) You have a question? Pardon? Which western countries did the Palestinian visit after 1962? What Palestinian? Oh, you mean Nostradamus’ Anti-Christ? I’m sorry, I don’t know that. So let’s continue, shall we?... (Continuing.) Hmm, again I seem to have forgotten where we were. Oh yes. The Uprising of Destruction? Well, that’s all there was to it, the Uprising of Destruction. Nothing special. We destroyed things, and time kept marching on, albeit backwards, of course. Lots of things that had disappeared reappeared, and lots of existing ones disappeared as well.  

The countries of Ukraine, Croatia, Macedonia and Kazakhstan disappeared. 
The Chunnel disappeared.
Indiana Jones and Harry Potter disappeared.
There wasn’t even any Star Wars anymore… 
On August 31, 1997, at one o’clock in the morning, after a fatal crash in the Pont d'Alma Tunnel in Paris, the 36-year-old Lady Diana returned to the world. Newly resurrected along with her boyfriend Dodi Al Fayed, they went back to their dinner at the Hotel Ritz, secretly delighting in their love. But her charmed life didn’t last long – only a few months later she went back to her awful marriage to Prince Charles. But Charles kept getting younger and more agreeable, the relationship kept growing stronger and ended with a grandiose royal wedding like in the fairytale “Cinderella.”
Life isn’t a fairytale, however. From 1990 onwards the slow but sure restoration of communism began. Gorbachev reappeared from oblivion to speed up the process. In 1989 the Berlin Wall was reassembled from thousands of fragments brought back by tourists from all over the world. Squadrons of Soviet tanks rolled back into the GDR. The reestablishment of the wall, you may recall, ended with a spectacular concert by Pink Floyd, with the striking participation of the Orchestra of the Soviet Army. By God, what a concert it was! Another brick in the wall …

All in all it was just a brick in the wall

All in all it was all just bricks in the wall

Brick by brick, brick by brick… The wall kept growing higher and higher and less and less could be seen and heard beyond it. That’s how it was, ladies and gentlemen, that’s how it was… But life went on, even behind the thickest of walls. The world was still having a good time with the young Michael Jackson, Madonna and Benny Hill. Computers disappeared, thank God. The future now belonged to typewriters, and the most avant-garde writers, so they said, were already using fountain pens. 
The Vietnam War began in 1975. The Vietnamese gathered up napalm from the jungle and tossed it back onto American warplanes, which carried it back to the States. There they recycled it into oil, which they returned to the Arabs and took back their billions of dollars. America always comes out ahead. 
In 1963 in Dallas, Texas, John F. Kennedy came back to life – as did the great Marilyn Monroe the following year. Rumor had it that they were together the whole time in the beyond and had gotten sick to death of each other, so that’s why their relationship didn’t last long. A few years later Kennedy was no longer president and Marilyn redirected her feelings towards the writer Arthur Miller. In 1946 she, too, disappeared from the screen, changing back into the world non-famous Norma Jean Baker. But this gossip-packed intermission was just a breath of fresh air before the fateful events to come. 
On May 9, 1945, Germany surrendered and the Second World War began. The Russians lowered the red flag over the Reichstag and with heavy street fighting began retreating from demolished Berlin. Nine days later, like a phoenix arising from the ashes, Hitler came back to life, shook himself off and slowly began pushing the Russians out of Europe. One after another, the ruins of Berlin, Cologne, Hamburg and Dresden recovered their former glory… The Russians were once again shoved back into Siberia and Germany was exultant. Lili Marleen could be heard in every corner of Europe. But after Stalingrad, the tables turned. The Russians began their blitzkrieg and on June 11, 1941, they kicked the Germans out of the borders of the Soviet Union. The Polish cavalry took over from there. Galloping backwards, in two short weeks the Polish cavalry managed to chase German tanks off holy Polish land. Knocked to their senses, the Germans soberly retreated home to Germany and Europe took on its idyllic pre-war landscape of one-story houses and cow-dotted fields. 
The Führer, however, continued screaming at rallies of thousands. His fame was at its peak. Millions screamed along with him and dreamed of touching him. Many made notes in their diaries to meet him once he became unknown and approachable. I did, too. Not that I’m a fan of his or anything – I’d like to emphasize that and ask that you please make a note of it – but he interested me as a phenomenon. He kept on hollering for another ten years or so and ended up as an unknown amateur painter. Nobody remembered him at all anymore, which just goes to show that the curse “May Herostratus be forgotten” is also a memory from the reverse Megachronos and not the present one, where interest in arsonists is as strong as ever. 
Millions came back to life along the frontlines of World War Two. Crowds of living skeletons poured out of the concentration camps, but they quickly fattened up again and got right back to the good life. The anticipated crisis due to the post-Holocaust demographic boom didn’t come about, since the Jews had money, and where money is, crisis is not. The Jews went back to their money and once again took the world into their own hands, as usual. 
Ladies and gentlemen,
Wars during this Megachronos were not frightening. Wars during this Megachronos did not kill, but rather resurrected. They didn’t destroy, but rather constructed. The Great Destroyer, ladies and gentlemen, was something else entirely… 
The most terrifying destroyer was Time.  

That cruel archivist erased everything from the earth the moment it was created. It kept an exact record of everything. Cathedrals, bridges, buildings and monuments systematically disappeared on precise days and hours, in accordance with the schedule of their construction. The destruction went like this: first, everything kept getting newer and newer and as soon as they cut the ribbon at the opening ceremony, the next day things would literally start disintegrating in the order in which they had been built. The faster something was built, the quicker it disintegrated, and vice-versa – something built over centuries took centuries to destroy. The deconstruction of the Cathedral in Cologne would take about 200 years, whereas Gaudi’s cathedral in Barcelona started falling apart before it was even finished. 
We used to think that knowing the future in advance was our worst problem. It turns out, however, that there is worse one still. The harshest blow came not from the future, but from the past. Or more precisely, from the lack of a past. The dark cosmos was shoving us back into history and swallowing up everything behind us. It would eat up every yesterday and literally wipe all memory of it from our brains. The word “memory” even disappeared, since such a concept didn’t exist. Yet man cannot live without memories. We suffered in advance for every inevitably and irretrievably lost moment. Every day something else disappeared before our eyes. That which had disappeared was instantly forgotten, but we suffered for the things whose turn it was to disappear. Everything was doomed, ladies and gentlemen. A wave of mental disorders ensued. The most common syndrome was a vision of time as a black horde of rats that filled up space. This vision was so unbearable that people blinded themselves en masse (unsuccessfully, of course).     

In ’55 Lolita took her leave, too, with The Lord of the Rings tucked under her delicate arm… 
Another branch of philosophy argued that the mind, freed from memories, would reorient itself towards new creative spaces. And where exactly are these “creative” spaces, might I ask? Discoveries weren’t being made, discoveries were disappearing. Novels weren’t being written, paintings weren’t being painted… All day long artists were soaking the paint back up with backhanded brush strokes, until in the end only the bare canvas was left and the model put on her clothes and left. 
In ’52 we saw Waiting for Godot for the last time. Day after day the human spirit was melting away like an iceberg in the bottomless ocean of the cosmos. 
In 1605 Don Quixote would die as well.
Some works had a long life. Romeo and Juliet wouldn’t bite the dust anytime soon, since the plot had been lifted from a Sumerian myth. The legend would have lived on, with or without Shakespeare. The same goes for Hamlet, which was taken from Scandinavian saga. Legends would remain part of history, even without Shakespeare’s help. Religions also wouldn’t be dying out anytime soon, since their roots were lost in the depths of historical memory. What has progress really given us?
Just one fragile and unhinged knight from La Mancha. 
What could I have done for you, sir knight?
Ladies and gentlemen,
matter is indestructible – that much is clear. It merely changes over time – no matter whether the latter is moving forwards or backwards. But the spirit was disappearing! And it is precisely the spirit that gives meaning to matter. Meaningless meaning – but the only one there is.  

I shared my anguish with the great thinkers of the time: Sartre, Heidegger, Jaspers and Lord knows who else… All the geniuses were busy trying to make sense of the absurd; that is, they, too, were struggling to find meaning in the meaninglessness. Finally, in 1967, I reached Albert Camus, who had just come back to life after crashing his car into a tree. The car, an extravagant Facel Vega, instantly regained its sleek shape, the newly resurrected wise man thought for a bit, shook his head and said: “There’s nothing to be done – the absurd is ubiquitous.” That’s what the genius told me.  
In 1926 we lost Winnie the Pooh, too.
General Vladimir Ilyich Lenin appeared in 1921. His brain had gone soft, but it gradually firmed up again. History firmed up as well. The cavalry once again took the lead, steel rang out on the fronts. Russia was painfully returning to its imperial grandeur. 
At 5:30 a.m. on November 7, 1918, a group of armed sailors and civilian outsiders stormed out of the Winter Palace. With a loud “hurrah!” they scurried away and melted into the foggy Petersburg night. Lenin got back onto the streetcar he had arrived with and went back home to the cozy warmth of his apartment. And that was the end of communism. 
However, in 1913 I dreamed that I found a note in my diary: “Meet Adolf Hitler…” Who the heck is this Hitler? A distinguished personage, most likely, since I’m dreaming about him. I found around 20 people with that name. They were all ordinary burghers or sausage-makers who clearly had never been famous. Only one young man was strange: thin as a rake, in a tight black jacket. His eyes glittered with hunger and hurt pride. He looked like a black wasp as he removed stroke after stroke from his painting with a brush. 

“Are you Adolf Hitler?” I asked.  
He looked frightened. “Who wants to know?”
“I dreamed I had to meet you.”
“Are you a Jew?”
“No.”
“Thank God.”
“Why?”
“They were the only ones who bought my pictures and now they’re returning them and demanding their money back. God save us from the Jews!”
His room was ten by ten. Tomes of Nietzsche, Kant and Hegel lay on the shelf. An old poster for Wagner’s Parsifal gazed despondently down from the wall. A forward-thinking young man. A fat woman was standing near the door, getting ready to leave. He began to stretch the canvas off the frame, where before there had been a wonderful house.
“You paint beautiful houses, perhaps you were an architect?” 
He began to yank the creaking nails out of the frame and suddenly burst into tears. 
“I’m a miserable wreck! I dreamed of making history, but it up and started going in reverse. I don’t remember a thing.” 
I thought to myself that here the words of Charles Bukowski would be fitting: “Almost everyone is all born a genius and buried an idiot.” 

“You’ll make history, don’t you worry. There’s still time,” I comforted him as one comforts the dying. 
“When? It’s now 1913. In 24 years I’ll disappear forever.” 
The woman looked around the room as if for the first time. 
“Interesting place you’ve got here!” she said and left for good. 
“An annoying one night stand. Since I didn’t play my cards right back then, now all sorts of head cases keep popping up.” 
And thus Adolf Hitler, too, passed away in his ripe young age. (To the Inquest.) My apologies, I went on a bit of a tangent there. Pardon? Yes, I understand. You’d like to go back to the case of St. Peter’s? Very well. You question was…? Yes, exactly. When I went to plant the fuses for the upcoming explosion, the explosives were no longer there. 
(To the Inquest.) Pardon? So does that mean that the moment when the explosives disappeared in that Megachronos is actually the moment they were planted in this one? Following the force of logic, I think that’s so, yes. (To the Inquest.) Pardon? Can I remember the date? If some important event took place on that date, then I perhaps could… Pardon? I mentioned earlier that the pope had lived through communism? Yes, but they went through at least three or four popes during that period… (To the Inquest.) What? The Inquest is retiring for an emergency session? Very well. I understand. Please, there’s no reason to thank me. In that case I can leave the hall, too, right? Excuse me? Oh, the psychologist wants to continue. (The wail of police sirens can be heard from outside, which continue, growing softer and louder, until the end of the play.) 
Fine. I’ll go on, but to tell you the truth, I don’t understand your concern. Yes, those explosives may actually still be there, but if an explosion is coming up in this Megachronos, then I should remember it from that one. Forty years have passed since my resurrection until the present moment. That means that for the coming forty years no explosion is immanent at St. Peter’s. Unless this memory file has been damaged somehow… 
(To the psychologist.)
And now, my good sir, let us continue back, as we would say then. Only this time with something a bit cheerier. In 1912 we all looked forward to the most romantic disaster in history. During the night of April 15 the two smashed halves of Titanic triumphantly emerged from the depths of the Atlantic, came together with a crash and thousands of the drowned clambered up on deck. An apocalyptic sight! Thousands clung to the ropes like bunches of grapes and the signal flares lit up the indescribable sight. The orchestra played non-stop until day finally came and everyone retreated safe and sound to the warmth of their cabins. The Titanic sailed back to the port it had come from. Final tally from the gigantic tragedy? 1,500 resurrected. 
In 1904 we watched the last Cherry Orchard.
(To the psychologist.)
My dear sir, 
now that we’re alone I can share with you my own opinion on my case. I know that to you, I am merely a medical case study. And I certainly am just that, indeed. Since the Creator, be it Nature or who knows what, did not intend for memory to stretch between the Megachronoses, I am most probably a mistake, a breach or a deviation. Sometimes even God makes mistakes and afterwards has to tweak his designs. Man is just such a tweaked design – he was designed to live in Paradise, not here. 
Everything was disappearing from that Megachronos, and even if something were to remain, after the million-degree heat of the new Big Bang not even smoke would be left, to say nothing of memories. 
Yet nevertheless, perhaps something did remain somewhere out there in the endless expanses of the universe, only to flash through the mind of some semi-literature soothsayer or to pass through her mouth to reach the ears of those who might make sense of it billions of years later. The ways of the universe are wondrous and illogical…
In 1903 the last Harley Davidson sputtered out.
Civilization was disappearing, my good sir. And nothing could be done about it. But still, prepared for even the most unbelievable of events, I finally found myself in front of the pyramid. The Great Cheops Pyramid of Giza. 
Everyone is afraid of time, but time is afraid of the pyramid. At least that’s what they say… and that’s what I was counting on, too. 
Napoleon also spent a night in the Great Pyramid. No one knows what he saw, but when he came out he said: “You won’t believe it.” But whatever he saw, it sure didn’t help his fate. Or else he didn’t listen to what they told him. I was ready to hear any and all advice. 
A desert storm cloud glowered over the stone giant. Its cold womb swallowed me up. I reached the chamber of the dead. Mythical arches enclosed the space and the cold pierced through to my very brain – I had been buried alive. Outside the storm sighed and eternity groaned in the hundred-yard-long ventilation shaft. At midnight I felt something strange and a voice invited me to lie down in the sarcophagus. 
“A dead man has never lain here,” the voice said.
“Then who has?”
“Those who wish to know more than the others.” 

I lay down and felt a lightness. I rose slowly. I looked down: there I was… 
“Ask!” I heard someone say.
I looked down again, towards myself, and said: “What is the meaning of this destruction?”
“There is no meaning.”
“But doesn’t Kant say that everything which exists has meaning?” 

“The meaning of everything that exists or doesn’t exist is one and the same.”
“Namely?”
“Namely none at all.”
In the morning, numb with cold, I went outside. The storm had passed. 
I looked around – a millennia-old civilization, built by millions of dead. They would come back to life, while it would die. I glanced over at the pensive statue of the Sphinx, who knew every secret, and was struck by the realization: people die, but civilization lives on, and vice-versa – people don’t die, but civilization disappears? Death is that which creates, while life is the price of this creation.
So what happened to me?
I was already entering my childhood, so I could care less where life was headed – the important thing was that it existed. I would wake up in the evening: I had a whole wonderful day ahead of me until morning. I had left worry about the world to the grown-ups who came after me and lived out my days in the happiness of childhood. 
One day, fully helpless and almost blind, daddy drove mommy and me to the hospital. Mommy and daddy were the happiest people in the world. At the entrance to the maternity ward he gave us flowers and mommy and I went inside. A few days later I left this world with a cry and sank forever into the warm darkness. I could only hear the beating of my mother’s heart. 
No, they didn’t forget about me right away. For nine months mommy and daddy talked about me with excitement and trepidation, until one day they suddenly forgot about me for good and I sank into the darkness from whence I had come. The darkness known as eternity. Nobody knew how long time’s backward march would continue, but I was certain that one day, even if it were billions of years later, I would appear once again, thanks to the eternity of the universe. 
An explosion. He crosses himself.
Glory to the Almighty, or whatever it is up there. Let His will be done, since he desires it to be so. 
Even if he is wrong, he is still right…
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