


I don’t like parties anymore.



The loud laughs ... the small talk ...



I need to be alone.



Why did | like parties? Why don’t | like them now?



Perhaps I’'m aging ...



Young blood, long ago ...



Tired blood now.







. THE ConCeEPTIon OF 0OAB™
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WHEN oAR WaS Young
HE KHA)D PROBLEMS
WITH No SolLurTions

WHEN o©0AB WAL oLD
HE WBAD JSoLuTiOoNS
WITHF NO PROBLEMS

WhEN 0AR was vound ((ok oLp)

HE WANTED To BE oLD (ox rav~<)
Bur KHeE NEVER WAS
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OXb sees stars al dxyTime

it he deses hrs eyes

O 2b understands the ]ar\auagg S brrde
wheh Lo hemembars their son

G3a) mxkes Love % fundred Timaes > dx\/
and his duy s 2 yenr

C2b travals with souvzmlz'&suq, bools
while wr‘itfrxﬂ 4 porn

ORR COULD SE€ COLOURS THOUGH HE WAS BLIND
ORR COULD HEAR SOUNDS THOUGH HE WAS DEAFE
OARR CouLd <mcl ODOVRS THOUGH € WAS ROOF
ORR COULD TaSre FlAYOURS THOUGH HE WAS BLATH
ORBR CoULD ToUCH ORIECTS THOUGH HE NARS BUMR
OR/RB COULD RE DIVINE THOUGH HE WAS NOT



Qib knows thal everylhing is full of nothingness

and he knows thal nolhingness nowhere yel ezisled

Oab knows that the winki f a IS lasti

Qah knows Lhal the winking of an ere, I8 ygasling |

Oab knowg thal the mind minds that the malter mallers

and he knows thal for the matter the minding mind doesn't melter
O3b knowas 1hat life is not more than a dres

and hen %cwnows tha{ dreams arz h_kgre aclrxl-ezlm.‘.1.min‘m8 dream

Oab k s that th s ho_ such thi as good or bad

and h?of‘{nds aIhis laegfg éf va]uzg indxeref%l >8 Ve.roy‘:‘ bgd

Oib knows that the woeld is since he thinks it to be

and he knows it will go on if he wouldn't be

Osb k that th osite of thi is 1
and hrzoi?nsowsa thate tc}):lfz sgpgsic{e. evMYof 11?1 ins tgg: too

There is onl'r one thing = that O3b doesn'l know:
he doesn't kshow what lhe 1h1ng Is that he doesn't know
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My friend Ardd is a genius
who understands everything

today I showed him my poems on Oab

he didn't understand them
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2. THE FORMATTION OF o

I am not a little girl
Oab is my doll
He is not a sleeping doll
talking doll
walking doll
I don't dress him
rock him
pat him
he's a written doll

I am writing him
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Oab's days are my moments
He's now 863 years old
He was born on May the 4th

Today is May the 6th
X X X

(11:40 A.M.)

Today Oab asked me if he could have a wife

He can I said if I can take a letter out of him

His wife could be A and he would be Ob

But Oab calls my plan stupid he refuses to be less
X X X

Today (14:53 P.M.) Oab decided
that he will build a rocket ship
to visit and explore other poems

travelling in his outer (my inner) space

What should I do he may pollute my brain
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Oab visited my other poems Oab has no character

in which he happened to be he can be everything
and forgot everything - now he demands strong weak smart dumb
that I give him memory tall short good bad

in one word everything

"I cannot give you memory Oab

it would be bad for you and me Oab can be everything
I'd realize my inconsistency allwhatiam - everything
and you'd be a multi-split-person-ality"” all but one thing he can be

someone who is morethanme

Oab doesn't have a nation
nor religious education
he lives in my verse

it's his Universe
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Oab
doesn't
believe
in God
Oab
believes

in me
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And I
do not
believe
in God
I too
believe

in me

Nobody
else
believes
in me
that's why
I made

Oab

Oab
wrote
this poem

today

Zénd
is the Beginning and the
End.

I like it.



I went to sleep at evening,
I sent Oab to sleep.

| woke up next morning,
Oab was still asleep.

| woke up Oab angrily:
Why do you sleep so late?

Oab answered me angrily:
I lived during the night!

You lived without me writing you?
From now on I'll be fighting you!

If  don’t write, how can you fight?
I too can write during the night!
My poem! Did you continue ... ?

I wrote a new one about you!

How could you dare? Tell me how!

It was easy. You write me now!

Then let me see it. Show me, please.

I just won't let you go ahead ...
Be careful! You might hurt your head....
Ill crush you to death in my wrath!

You'll crush nothing but your own thought!

How could | tell him
so he would understand me

His cosmos is one of my galaxies
his galaxy is one of my planets
his planet is one of my poems
he lives alone on it

no mankind

no animals

no trees

no homes

no women

no complications

how could he understand me

I didn’t mean him to be so overwhelming
he was just a joke in the beginning
athree-letter word

a pseudonym for myself

It's a secret that no one sees. but he grew into an obsession and | can’t afford him
I have to work he doesn’t know what work is

I have to make love he doesn’t know love

I'have to write to produce totalk to travel

You write me ... so don't let it be! he doesn’tlet me this nuisance thisitch

I have to create new universes

A secret? that you keep from Me?

You know what? I've no interest.

Why be annoyed? | need a rest. Oab please can you stop me writing you?
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Ardo asks me:
Is Oab real?

| reply:
If he is, I'm not.

Ardo asks me:
Doesn’t Oab exist?

| reply:
If he didn’t, | would be less.




3. THE BIRTH OF OAB

Oab wants to be like me
he wants to live on a globe

He sends his prayers up to me
that I should present him a globe

I am now in a gracious mood
therefore | give him a globe

Lo and behold Lo and behold
this Oab is your globe

globe
globeglobeglo
beglobeglobeglobe
globeglobeglobeglob
eglobeglobeglobeglobe
globeglobeglobeglobeg
lobeglobeglobeglobegl
obeglobeglobeglobeglo
beglobeglobeglobegl
obeglobeglobeglob
eglobeglobegl
obegl
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On the planet where Oab lives
thereisnoland no water

there isno tree no fruit no bird
no fish no alligator

On the planet where Oab lives

there isno sun no season

noday nonight norain no storm
no instinct and no reason

On the planet where Oab lives
there isno man no nation

nowar nopeace noclass no creed
no disorganization

On the planet where Oab lives
there isno sex no feeling

no marriage no adultery

no booze no double-dealing

On the planet where Oab lives
he is the only person

therefore the ‘human condition’
cannot improve nor worsen



Oab wants to be

an individual

which is to be distinct
from his surroundings.

All right Oab
listen to me
. .CDEFGHIJKLMN,PQRSTUVWXYZ

these are your surroundings.

What can | do when | am bored?

Do something interesting!

Like what?

Like detesting yourself
and afterwards protesting.
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Can | ask you a question?
Sure you can.

What?
Is this your question?

No.
Then what what? ?

What question can | ask?

Any.
Why?

Is this the question?
No.

Then why why? ?
Why any?

Why Not?
How?

Is this the question?
No.

Then how how? ?

How can | ask a question?
Anyhow.

| see.
You see?
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Why can't | have a father?
A father is a Bother.

Why can’t | have a mother?
A mother is a Smother.

Why can't | have a brother?
He’'d only be Another.

Why can't | have a sister?
What if she were Sinister?

Why can't | have a lover?
You’d never recover.

Why can't | have a spouse?
A spouse would make you drows (y).

Why can't | have a kid?
A Single never did.

Why can’t | have a friend?
You have. His name is Zénd.

But | need somebody!
You have! You have me!



0Oab had no father
and his name wasn’t Obu

0Oab had no mother
and her name wasn’'t Emu

Oab had no brother
and his name wasn’t Eok

Oab had no sister
and her name wasn’t Ula

0Oab had no wife
and her name wasn’'t Eba

All Oab wants is

to be or not to be

but he cannot be either
for he is part of me

And Oab and Eba had no children
and their seven names weren’t
Amo, Elo, Ono, Cono, Tack, Uback and Phedorique.

26

Why would | need a mantra

| have the name Oab



Oab, you should pray to me
every morning and every evening,
here is what you should say:

Mon Da!
Y tues D!
Ay,we'd nesd ...
Ayth Ur’s dayf.
Ryda, Ysa, Turda.
Ys-unda?

Y.

Although you do not understand the words,
it will do you good to say them twice a day
looking up from the paper

toward the ceiling

Your words make no sense at all,
this language is too bizarre!
Why confuse Oab

more than he is so far?

Ardo! ltis just a farce!
Just watch where | place the bars:

/Mon Da!Y/tue es D! Ay,/ we'd nesd ... Ay/
th Ur's day/f. Ryda, Y/sa, Turda. Y/ s-unda! Y./
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I don’t understand Oab
‘cause you don’t understand me

Does he really exist?
If he really did, | couldn’t be real

So then he doesn’t exist!
If he didn'’t, a part of me would die

| don’t understand you
‘cause you don'’t understand yourself



I AM I AM
NOT ALONE, A CREATOR,
I MADE A DOLL, HIS NAME IS OAB,
I LOVE HIM DEARLY, AND HE IS MINE,
I CHERISH HIM DEARLY, HE IS ONLY MINE,

HE IS NOT A SLEEPING DOLL,

TALKING DOLL, WALKING DOLL,

I DO NOT CARESS HIM,
ROCK HIM, OR DRESS HIM,
HE'S A WRITTEN DOLL,

I AM WRITING HIM,
WRITING HIM,

WRITING




THE CONCEPTION OF OAB

When | came home from Ard6 my best friend, | didn’t feel like going to bed. | was pregnant with a
lyrical poem, but | didn’t want to write about myself. What should | call myself in the poem?
I disconnected all my brain-functions and listened to the silence within me.

OAB — | heard this name calling from the darkness.
So | wrote a poem about myself calling myself Oab.

THE FORMATION OF OAB

But once born, Oab didn’t want to die. He didn’t like the poem | first wrote about him. He made me
rewrite it.

Oabwas.

But I didn’t know who he was. | wrote another poem in which | asked myself who Oab was. | couldn’t
answer.

This was the third poem.

What | knew was what Oab wasn't.

That was the fourth.

THE BIRTH OF OAB

And so Oab grew.

One thing was certain. He had three letters.

Another thing was certain. He was alone.

Another thing was certain. He didn’t like that.

Another thing was certain. | created him.

The fifth and the sixth and the seventh and the eight and ... and | saw Oab moving on the paper.
Surrounded with blank space.

Three from twenty-six.

Struggling for life. Like me and unlike me. He was less than me, but | couldn’t be him. Thus in away he

was more than me. | started talking to him. He answered. He lived. From then on | just had to follow
him.

May 11,1970
29
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Why do you look at my book on Oab The purpose of creation is to survive!
with such consternation?

When | die, THIS creature will keep me alive!
I don’t know how to put it to you, Zénd,

but it is a weird ‘mis-creation’... You are the victim of mystification!

Go try instead some genuine creation!
Your face, Ardo, is filled with worry.

Oab is a real work of art, | maintain!
| am worried about your future!

Oab is nothing but a doodle, | claim!
All 'm worried about is the present

where | nurture my beloved creature. What is the difference, can you explain?

It really makes my heart sink, wronging you ... Er...
Well, do you think something is wrong with you?
Oh, Zénd, tell me, what’ll become of you?
More, | hope, than what | am now.

You don’t even seem to know what you are!
Isn’tit enough that | am what | am?

But the future! How will they see you, how?
Through Oab whom | am forming right now!

I am afraid you’re just wasting your time ...

Why do you call creation a waste of time all the time?

(I' suppose he still looks for an answer, in vain.)
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I couldn’t find my identity.
| asked Zénd'’s permission to read the manuscript o far.
It didn’t help me.

| asked Zénd who he was.
He said that he was the creator of Oab.

| decided to be like Zénd.

and create

like God or me
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5. THE CREATION OF IRDU

/rdUIrdUIrdU/rdwrr irdui
Quirduirduirduirdu frauirduirduirg

irduirduirduirduirduirduirduirduird

&//rduirduirduirduirggirduirg
jrduirduirduirduilduirg
guirduirduirduirduirs
irduirduirduirduirdul’ae
QirduirduirQs
e Uirduirduirduir
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V.IRDU 0-15

Zénd thinks Oab is smart

Oab is shrewde Oab can lies | don’'t know howe | don't
know why.

1. I think my strict-o ness made him sicko therefore he
usedo on me a trick.o

2. He asked me: Who am I? | answered: You are you.
| do not understand - (he said) can you spell it?

3. I picked a letter U from his surroundings.o

4. Can | keep it? he asked.c What for? | asked him
sternly.o I want to practice it.o Okay! | said magnanim-
ously.o

5. Oab looked at the letter Uo and said: /| know, /
know!o lam U, lam Ulo

6. You are stupid, | said.o You can’t say, | am U,« | can
say U are U,o You cansay | am l.o

7. How do you spell it? asked Oab,¢ | picked a letter |.o
Can | keep it? he asked,» O.K., | said magnanimously.o

8.larel, lare l,o | know, | know, | know!s

Zénd thinks Oab is stupid

9. You are stupid, | said,o you can't say, | R I,o | can
say: URU ..o

10. How do you spell it? - Oab barged in.o | picked the
letter R.o Can I? You can.o | said magnanimously.o

11. How do you pick a letter? - Try it, | said magnanim-
ously.o He picked the letter D.o Can ... Yes, | said mag-
netc.o

12. Oab now happily shuffled the letterso and put them
in order like this:o / R D U+ and sang and danced with joy:o

13.1am not alone, < | have a friend, - his name is Irdu o
and he is mine, - you gave him to me, of course, - because |
was stupid, o oh thank you a lot, o oh thank you for him!o

14. This is what's left nowo from the surroundings:o
..C.EFGH.JKLMN.PQ.ST.VWXYZo

15. And this is the legend ofo how Irdu was born.o
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Isn’tit a miracle

Oab asks with pride
that I picked four letters
and Irdu was born?

Itis — | say — but remember
there was a much greater one:
| picked only three

and you were born.

What do you like about irdu?
(I ask Oab jealously.)

Most important is that he
is so unlike you or me.

Did you make up your mind about irdu? | ask Oab.

From what | know of him, | can’t quite see what he is like ...

Is he areal person, or just a fictitious creation?
| mean, your friend? or the figment of your imagination?

These questions don’t make any sense,
(and you must know since you have friends):
NO DIFFERENCE!

. .CITEFGHYJKLMN.PQASTuVWIXY?Z
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What will you do with Trdu now?

| ask Oab with fear.

Love him sometimes, hate him sometimes,
as yet I've no idear ...

If you don’t know, what made you start
to create with no aim?

But Oab says: How about you?

And | shut up ashamed.

| am a Creator! said Oab.
You are a creature, said |.

Are you a creature? asked Oab
but | couldn’t reply.

Oab tried to remember
what the world was like
before he created irdu

but he couldn’t remember.

Oab took irdu apart

and put him back in the world
from which he came,

but the world wasn’t the same.



Oab doesn’t live says Ard6 angrily
Yes, Oab does live and cannot be killed

| could tear off this paper

and throw him in the garbage
I would reassemble the pieces
and nothing would ever change

I could burn the papers

so you couldn’t reassemble them
I would remember and write him again
he would be better the second time

If | destroyed you

he’d be destroyed with you
Then he would haunt YOU
till YOU gave him life

In case | die too
that will be his end
He was living
therefore he is living
therefore he shall be living:
The memory of the Universe is infinite

40

Have you heard of Ard6?

About WHAT?

Who!Ardé.

How do you spell it?

A-R-D-O.

There is no such thing.

What do you mean?

I am looking around in my surroundings and | cannot see
any of those components.

Of course not. | contain the frame of his name (A——0),
and his inside (— RD — ) is contained within you.

That's what | mean. He can't exist. Is he, by any chance, a
fictitious character?

Oab,really... He is my best friend, the mostimportant being
in my life. He lives in my surroundings, that's why you
cannot see him.

Can he see me?

He sees everything. He knows everything.

Hm. What about him?

Well, Oab, don’t worry! | will protect you. | swear to you. As
long as | live. Just do not worry.

So far, I didn’t. But now | start, a lot. Only you forgotto tell me
about what.

Ard6 doesn'tlike you. He wants to destroy you. He doesn’t
believe that you exist at all.

What a smart guy! He wants to destroy me while thinking |
don'texist. Is HE your friend?

That'’s beside the point.

Somebody wants to destroy me and that’s beside the point.
Are YOU my friend? And what IS the point?

The pointis that | didn'tlet him. And | want you to remember
that. Never forget it! For the time may come when you'll
have to choose between irdu and me. Whom would you
choose?

The question is whom YOU would choose, Ardé or me, if
the same time came?



| cannot throw out Ard6!? What are you talking about?
What | am talking about is that | cannot throw out Irdu.
Ardé is something like a father for me. irdu is nothing but
your toy.

Irdu is something like a son for me. Ardé is your idol.

I see: we have to compromise. You may keep Irdu, if ...
And you may keep Ardo, if you don’t mention his name
anymore. That's my condition.

And my condition is that you can keep Irdu, if you don’t
neglect me completely.

Neglect you? But Zénd, | need you!

You need me? Oh! You made my day!

Irdu is so young, you see. He has to learn so much. Will you
teach us?

Oh!...Well, I'lliteach only you. You can then teach your irdu.
This is my offer. What do you say?

You want to know what | say? Irdu, Irdu, come to play!

4

OAB'S THANKSGIVING PSALM
FORITRDU TO ZEND



6. OAB AND iRDU PLAY
6 000 A BBB
6 O O A A B B
6 o o A A B B
6666 0 0 A A BBBB
6 6 o o AAAAAAAAA B B
666 . 000 A A  BBBB
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& & & & & &
& & & & & & &
& & & & & & &
EESEEEESE & & & &
& & & &  &&&
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OAB AND iRDU MAKE FUN OF EACH OTHER'S NAME

OAB: Trdu! Ird! Uir! Do! Irdufir! Duirdu!

TRDU: Oab! Oa! Boa! Boab! Oabo! Aboab!

OABAND iRDU TRY TO SEE EACH OTHER WHILE CLOSING THEIR EYES

03b sees . . e Irdu sees . .

OAB AND iRDU TRY TO HEAR EACH OTHER WHILE CLOSING THEIR EARS

Oab hears

OAB AND 'I'RDU EXAMINE THEIR ENVIRONMENT FROM WHICH THEY WERE TAKEN
ab o

C EFGH JKLMN P Q ST VWXY 2
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OAB AND IRDU STUDY AND IMITATE THEIR SURROUNDINGS

20 I0AB 10A RI
B R R D
b o p°2b DB U B
AB UOAB U oA
OABI
R i c E F G M
D
UOAB
I U
ROD
A Z
B oab
Y
1 U
RD
DR X irdu
1 U
W
I U
R A D
DOBR v T S Q P
u I
I B IRDU I Ul
‘ R A o R D R
D O A D R oD
| U B U IUa
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Irdu and | want to play,
show us, Zénd, the way!

| take care of you, Oab,

you take care of Irdu. OAB AND IRDU PLAY SKIPPING-ROPE
Come on, irdu,
hold my hand,
| will show you U I g I
outdoor games. 5 U R
D 0 D
.. R U ..R
i I I B I

}z . U R U

L D 9 D B D 9_

M .R A Uu,_. R A

N I B I B
o P

Q

S r

T

E d

F

G

H

r

V u

w

X
a 2
b C
OAB AND IRDU PLAY HIDE AND SEEK 0 A
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Tell him about my paper, Oab!
Look, Irdu, how white are the fields! C

4 E
Tell him about my watchful eye! z
Look, Irdu, how blue is the sun!

Tell him about my writing hand!
Oh, Irdu, isn't life beautiful?

v OAB AND IRDU PLAY WOLF AND GOOSE

OAB AND iRDU PLAY BALL r
WITH ONE ANOTHER

|
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY CHARIOT RACE

st

Oab lost the race because his
chariot ran off track and
turned over.

OABAND iRDU CLIMB A MOUNTAIN o
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OAB USES IRDU FOR SKIING

]
o

(o k]
La]

OAB AND IRDU PLAY ECHO

1
o RIU
2 DUDRD
‘q\
UDUDRDR
& 2 IRIRIUIUI
RIRIRIUIUIU
X DUDUDUDRDRDRD
UDUDUDUDRDRDRDR
0 IRIRIRIRIUIUIUIUI
RIRIRIRIRIUIUIUTUIU
DUDUDUDUDUDRDRDRDRDRD
UDUDUDUDUDUDRDRDRDRDRDR
b IRIRIRIRIRIRIUIUIUIUTUIUI
RIRIRIRIRIRIRIUIUIUIUIUIUIU
DUDUDUDUDUDUDUDRDRDRDRDRDRDRD
UDUDUDUDUDUDUDUDRDRDRDRDRDRDRDR
IRIRIRIRIRIRIRIRIUIUIUIUIUIUIUIUI

V|

w >0
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Oab and irdu just play and play

and they are very happy,

they run around like crazy, frisky puppies
and leave their toys all over the paper ...

Oab! Stop being sloppy!

They walk
and talk
and chase
and run.
They hide
and seek,
they’ve lots
of fun!

50

Sometimes, they tease and annoy one another.
Sometimes, they try to get rid of each other.
(Like brother from brother.)

But they are very happy, altogether.



We now want to play politics! OAB AND IRDU ASSUME FALSE IDENTITY
No, no! | disapprove!

Why? ab o

Itis full of dirty tricks! ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ

' ish! it?
;g%:rrgfﬁasaé?an you prove It Oab’s code-name is Pbc.
So does weakness. .
Then why fight for power? d I r u
To serve the weak! ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
O sure ...

Coward! Is the grape sour ... ? WKl GRdE-AmE 12Jsew

What would you gain?

A war for peace! Due to counter-espionage, they have to change their code-names.
Would you stop your creation?
We will CREATE a better world. b o 5
This is a variation ... ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ
... of what? Who said these words before? . .
Every new generation. Oab’s new code-name is Nza.
d I r u

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ

irdu’s new code-name is Hqct.
OABAND IRDU PLAY SECRET AGENTS

L ===/ o=/ =6 s of
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OAB AND iRDU HIDE EACH OTHER FROM AN IMAGINARY ENEMY

I R o D U U D a R I R I b U D
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O i B X A r B O B 0 4 A A B u O
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Oab!

Yes, Irdu.

There are two words | don’t understand.
Yes?

Pollution and Overpopulation.

Yes?

Can you explain them?

We are two on this sheet of paper.

This is overpopulation.

One of us would be enough.

l.

That would be pollution.

OAB AND iRDU PLAY THAT THEY ARE DEAD
BUT EVERYBODY ELSE ISALIVE

BIRDU
O.BIRDU
OE.IRDU
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Irdu, what do you want to play?
Cain and Abel.

Terrific! | shall kill you since
you're unstable.

No, no! It's you who should be slain:
I shall be Cain!

What if one of us will end up lame?
Well, I think it's a stupid game.

Would you like to play something else?
Sure. What do you recommend?

I don’t know. I'll ask Zénd.

DR.BORZA
D.IBORA
.RIBOZA A
DRIBOZR a

>|
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY WAR

OAB IRDU
OABIRDU
OABI RDU
OADIRBU
0 ADIRBU

OARDIBU

ABIRDUO
irdu asks Oab: BIRUDOA Oab says proudly:
Do you believe in Zénd? UBDARSO I am an atheist!
IRUDABO
OIRDAB U
TRDUBAO
IBRUD RO
IRABDUO
IRD UOBA
TRDUOAB

IRDU OAB
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You have to come to a concert with me.

We don’t want to go!
Why not?

It's boring.

| insist!

No, no, no

no, no, no

why do we

have to go?

Because

No, no, no
we won't go!

It doesn’t depend on you, at all!
If | decide that it's good for you to go,
you will just do as | write you to.

No and no and no and no

Look, | can force you to obey:
(since | am writing what you say...)

Would you like to come to a concert with me?

Okay, okay, okay!

You see?
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY CLEFS
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OAB PLAYS THE DRUM
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IRDU PLAYS THE VIOLIN
OAB ACCOMPANIES HIM ON THE PIANO

:i u r

OAB USES IRDU FORATRUMPET (111
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OAB USES IRDU AS A HARP
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OAB PLAYS THE FLUTE — IRDU THE RECORDER

IRDU PLAYS THE CYMBAL

HXAp

OAB ABO BOA OAB

YHHT 3

H HT D

[ WaR=HT1 o DiH M DIHEKAQA HEKEAD

HEADHEADIHE AQADIHMAD
HEQADHKADHEKAQDHMKA
tHEAQDHMAQDHMKAQ DIH X

H A QDHMADHMAQA DM
HEQADHEKADHAMKAD
HEAQADHX AQADHMA
HAEQDHMKQDIHM

H KA DIH MK QDA
HEKADHMKAD
HXQDIHEA

H QA DIH X

otHEKAD

[aR =T Aa

(et ol

H QDI

HEQDHM

tH M QDIHMAQ
HEAQADIHKAD
HEQDHMAQDH
HXQDHMAQ DIH M
HEAQADHXK ADHKEAQ
HEAQADHXKADHAXKAD
HEQDIH KA DHMAQ DA
HAEAQDMHMADIHMKQ DIH M
HEQADHKADIHK QA DIHAKA
iHEADHAK ADIHKADHEAD

OABAND IRDU PLAY THE ORGAN

(o]

b oa

BOABOABOABOARBA
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IRDU USES OAB AS A SAXOPHONE

iro&a

OAB AND iRDU PLAY THE ACCORDION
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Did you like the concert?
No.

Yes, you enjoyed it a lot!
Okay, okay.

You see?

Would you like to learn to play instruments?

No.
Yes, you would love to:

Okay.

Practice!

Nokay.
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Zénd, take us to the Zoo!

| can’t.

Please!

| have to work.
Please!

| have an appointment.
Please!

| have to write letters.
Please!

| have to write out some
cheques.

Please!

| have a
dinner-engagement.
Please!

I have to see a movie.
Please!
lhavetogotoa
Please!

I have to go to
Please!

I have to go

Please!

| have to

Please!

| have

Please!

|

Please!

Let’s go!



OABAND iRDU PLAY ZOO

IRDU PLAYS THE GIRAFFE

OAB PLAYS THE FISH

DUIRDUIR
R IR RD
I rRD DU

pu ul

ul IR

IR RD

RD DU

pu uf

Ut IR

fR RD

6o o
_BA
A B
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IRDU PLAYS THE BIRD
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OAB PLAYS THE ELEPHANT
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IRDU IMITATES THE SNAKE, OAB THE PREY

That's enough, Oab!

Stop playing, Irdu!
60

How did you like us, Zénd,
practising the Zoo?

Good show!

Who was better, Zénd,
me or Irdu?

You were so perfect, both

you and irdu,

| got worried the guards wouldn’t
let you leave the Zoo!
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Good bye, Oab, | take my child to the circus.

Irdu, Zénd goes to the circus without us.
Tell him to take us too!
We go with you, Zénd.

No, you don’t. | am fed up with you
I need arest! I'm tired of typing.

He cannot rest from us!
We follow you wherever you go!

| take no pencil, no pen, no paper,
no typewriter ...

We don’t care! That doesn’t bother us.

We are sitting in your brains,
we are warming up your heart,

we are in your blood-stream, tie you up, all around:

you'll carry us with you
because we are IN you.

(aside:)
Speak for yourself,
not for Irdu!

You may be in him,
butlaminYOU.
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY CIRCUS

irdu, you play the public

U
D
R
I _R
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Bow, Oab, bow to me
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Thank you for taking us to the circus, Zénd.

Are you making fun of me?
You really came with me!
You really came in me!
Despite my will.

Thank you for taking us to the circus, Zénd.

Okay, okay. You are welcome.
Thank you very much, Zénd.
You are very welcome.

Oh Zénd, we are really grateful.
Don’t mention it.

Oh Zénd ...

Don’t mention it anymore ...
Oh Zénd, we really ...

It was nothing ...
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Oh Zend, we really would like ...

You embarrass me ...

Oh Zénd, we really would like to become circus-performers ...

We'd like to have our own circus!
No way!

Do you want to see our numbers?
Not interested.

That's not fair!

| don't care!

And what about when you forced us
to go with you ...

Alright! Alright! How long will it take?

It depends on how fast you can type!



OABAND IRDU PLAY JUGGLER
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OAB PLAYS THE BEAR WALKING ON IRDU WHO PLAYS THE BALL

o 0 o_ 0
A A A A
B B B B
0 0 0 0 0
AA AR AR AR . X
B B B B B B B B I B
I U D . R R 0
U R D R, U I D D A
D R 1 u U B
i - ; I
R OAB AND iRDU PLAY GYMNASTICS R
D D
U U
OABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABOABQABOABOABOABOABOABOAB
I I
R R
D D
u_ U
BAO . OAB
UDRI IRDU
o o
A A
B .e .o e B
UDRIUDRIRDUIRDU
0 0
A A
B B w
IrbDU I I
0_0 O o] R R R
ARAARA A D DD
B BB B Uuu
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY WEIGHT-LIFTING
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GHT-ROPE WALKING

OABAND iRDU PLAY TI
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Oab! Yes, Zénd.
| am tired of running
all over the paper
with you

Irdu!

Yes, Oab.

I need arest.

Itis too much, Oab.
Too much typing.

And too much paper.

My back is aching.

Irdu, I am fed up with the white fields.
My legs are swollen.

Why don’t you teach me some indoor-games, Oab.

A good idea.

Zénd!
The summer is over.

The blue sun hardly shines.

Yes, my eye is tired.

Irdu and 1 will be bored during winter.
Why don’t you show us some indoor-games?

Oh no!

Oh yes!
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IRDU AND OAB PLAY ORIGAMI
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OABAND IRDU PLAY CHECKERS OABAND IRDU PLAY MONOPOLY

(Oab lost the game)

o} I

AR RR

BBB DDD
6161610

o}

OAB AND IRDU PLAY TIC-TAC-TOE
o] o) o] A
I I I I
R R

|
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o
|
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W | HY| O

A draw
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY SCRABBLE
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OABAND IRDU PLAY CROSSWORD PUZZLE

ACROSS

1. The shortest English word,
expressing various emotions.

3. The first two letters of Zend's sur-
roundings.

4. Beautiful in French. (Fon.)

DOWN

1. Prefix to vocative name.

2. Russianriver. B

3. The vowels in the name of Zend'’s
creator.

ACROSS

1. 0Oab’s creature.

5. International Union of Rebels.
(Abbr.)

6. Freudian term.

7. First-person pronoun.

DOWN

7

2.Get...of him!

3. Youin German.

4. Ending with u, language in
India.

6. ..ish (coffee, or people.)

7. Anybody can say that. (About
him or herself)




Oab, you need an education.
Irdu, you need an education.

Oab, | am talking to you!
Irdu, I am talking to you!

Qéb, | want to pass my knowledge on to you.
Irdu, | want to pass my knowledge on to you.

Oab, if you are nasty...
Irdu, if you are nasty ...

I'll keep my wisdom for myself!!!
Okay, Zénd, keep your wisdom for yoursel.

But ... but ... why don’t you keep talking to frdu, now?
Because you told me not to be nasty, didn’t you?

| did, indeed, | am sorry ...
You are forgiven. So you want to keep
your wisdom for yourself?

Oh no! Oh no! | want to pass it on to you!
| accept. When will you start?

| will start right now, Oab.
| will start right now, Irdu.

But ... now again ... ?
What?

Nothing ...
That's better. Let’s start.
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY SCHOOL:

OAB ISTHE TEACHER,

RDU THE CLASS.
i r
r d
d u
u i
OAB fo)
AND b
iRDU
PLAY
CLOCK _
a
0
b
a

°
A
B
d u 1
u i r
i r d
r d u
a
U
D
b
R
I
(0]
irdau
a
b

(Four minutes past three)
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A X B
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1 v > VYo(ab)

Q.E.D.
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OABAND IRDU PLAY GEOMETRY AND ALGEBRA
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY COMPUTER SCIENTISTS

B g

2 S5 EE

fasi HEH & B
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[ m > H >

=4 awm m n

A 1 00001 1111 1 10

B 2 00010 -

C 3 00011 1001 10010 100 10101

D 4 00100

o) 5 00101

F 6 00110

G 7 00111

H 8 01000

I 9 01001

J 10 01010

K 11 01011

L 12 01100

M 13 01101

N 14 01110 B )

8 15 01111 OABAND iRDU PLAY |.Q.-TEST
P 16 10000

QO 17 10001 AB? 0
R 18 10010 OB? A
S 19 10011 OA? B
T 20 10100

U 21 10101

vV 22 10110 .
W 23 10111 DUR? '
X 24 11000 UDI? R
Y 25 11001 IUR? D
Z 26 11010 DiR? U



OABAND |RDU PLAY LANGUAGES FRENCH

SPANISH

ITALIAN

SICILIAN

LATIN

ENGLISH

GERMAN

DUTCH

DANISH

SWEDISH

GAELIC

HUNGARIAN

TURKISH

FINNISH

RUSSIAN Spelling
Pronunciation

SLOVAK

YIDDISH

ANCIENT GREEK Spelling
Pronunciation

ANCIENT HEBREW Spelling
Pronunciation

Writing

ANCIENT EGYPTIAN Spelling
Hieroglyph

Pronunciation

AZTEC

ARABIC

CHINESE

JAPANESE
HINDU
SWAHILI
ESKIMO
ESPERANTO
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Eau’ab

Uabez

Oavo

Obba

Uabus

Wab

Oéb

Ochab

@ab

Os6chab

B’choa

Odb

Ubu

Aab

Oad

Oboff Zendovich
B

Yichev
Omicronalphabeta
Oabios

dneZ neb baO
Achav ben Zéned
DNEZ NR 2R3
Sun-Tower-Lying Buttocks
¢ A B
Otankhabun
Oabtl

Oabar Zaned

(0]

Y

a5

p

Ohabaki
Oachandrab
b!oah

Oa

(@)

Irdou

Y Rudan

Irdino

Irridu

Irdus

Eardoo

Ichdu

Ichtu

AErdu

lichéd
Aoiu’rchdu
Irrrdu

Uridu

Aardaa

NpAy

Rdov Obovich
Rd

Achdoj
lotarhodeltaupsilon
Irrhodos

baO neb Udri
Yerod ben Achav
333 N3 LA
Stick-Step-Halfmoon-Riverbed
I M D e
Irhkeperuda
Irdgxzlu

Irud bar Obah
Yoy

R

d N

u U

Iruduri
Ahirashigandru
d!-rr(g)riiiu

lu
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One, two, three, four five, six, seven, eight ...

Oh Zénd, must you always ‘educate’?

AandBandCandD EandFand G ...

Don’t you see that you lead us into lethargy?

Nominative, Accusative, Genitive, Dative,
It would be much easier, if Zénd were a native!

Henry the Eighth  married sixtimes  for a son-descendant

Irdu, have you ever thought of being independent?
Logic- Cause- Effect.
0ab! Let's defect!

Would you like to meditate, Irdu?
Yes, Oab, give me a mantra.
Take it, but don't tell anyone:

I would prefer another one:
g
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OAB AND iRDU HAVE A GRIMACE-CONTEST

o) I A D B
A R 0O U 0
B D B I A
U R
B R A D
A U B R
o I 0O U
D I

OABTURNS INTO AN INTROVERT
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O H

Hm O

g O
(ol Neol o H

lost
the
game

OAB AND IRDU ANALYSE THEIR PERSONALITY

IRDUTURNS INTO AN EXTROVERT

TO FIND OUT WHY OAB LOST THE GAME

OAB
OBA
AOB
ABO
BOA
BAO

IRDU
IrRUD
IDRU
IDUR
furp
fupr

RIDU
RIUD
RDIU
RDUT
RUID
RUDI

DIRU
DIUR
DRIU
DRUI
DUIR
DURI

ae

UIRD
UIDR
URID
URDT
uDiR
UDRI



Irdu is more than me, and | am sad about it:
he has more variations, more possibilities ...

How is it possible? Why did you make him so?

You must understand that Irdu came from me,

| didn’t have the vision of what he would be like,

but | had the desire and the need.
Physically, | may have looked like this:

OAB

but my soul was like this:

that's how he grew in me

O A

till | gave him life:

—
OAB iy
I needed him to find out

what | am not.
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| understand you, my Oab:
before you, |

may have physically
looked like this:

o
ZEND
but my soul was like this:

o

238
8o
Z
oAR

that's how you grew in me

Z@IBéND

till I gave you life:

ZéN(D@ﬂB

I needed you to find out what | am.



And were you never sad
as | am now?

| was, but strangely,

it made me glad to see
my creation becoming
more than me.

Oab, something puzzles me

no end:

Who is Zénd?

Where does he live?
What does he do?
Should I ask him, Irdu?
Yes, please. Do!

Who are you, Zénd?
And what do you do?

I am a poet.
And | write you.

Do you live
on a big sheet of paper?

No, | don't.
I live in a house.

79

Do you live in that ‘house’
(whatever that means)
together with Ardé

as ! live with lrdu?

No, Oab, no.

I live with my family.

Ardoé is only a friend among many,
the best friend | ever had

and will have

without whom | would not be
what | now am.

Then who is your family?

My wife and my children.

We live in the house.

But we also have a lot of uncles and aunts,
brothers and sisters, cousins and cousines,
nephews and nieces, grandpas and grandmas:
they are called relatives.

(And all of them have a lot of relatives ...)

What is it? What is it? Tell me, Oab!
Why did you suddenly become so sad?

Because Zénd is selfish. We are only two.
But they are many. A whole family.

And every person has his own family.
Maybe the whole world is full with zénds ...

Ask this one to teach us to play family!
I don’t know what it is, but it must be fun.



OAB AND IRDU PLAY MAN AND WOMAN

DUTIR

R

I

U

B A D

OB R

B I
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b a r
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o o .. u
b a ird
a b u

OAB AND iRDU PLAY DOCTOR AND PATIENT

|
w

OAB AND IRDU PLAY FAMILY

Irdu!

Yes!

Do you know about the facts of life?
No!

Do you know any four-letter words?
Ohno ...

Do you want me to teach you one?

Ohyes ...
R
5 Zénd is a four-letter word.
U

You are oabnoxious!
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You said, before, Zénd
that you are a poet.
What is a poet?

A poet is an artist who creates poems.
There are other artists

who create music,

or paintings,

or sculptures,

ordance,and soon ...

all different, yet they have

one thing in common

if you are an artist, you must have a heart.

O Zénd, please, teach us art!
We would love to have a heart!

OAB AND iRDU WRITE PRAISE-POEMS

Oab’s praise-poem for irdu:

Ibao

Roba irdu’s praise-poem for Oab:
Dabo oridu

Uboa Audir

Bidru

OABAND iRDU PLAY SONNET

Oab’s version:
Irdu oab irdu
Oab irdu oab
Oab irdu oab

Irdu oab irdu

Oab irdu Oab
Irdu oab irdu
Irdu oab irdu

Oab irdu Oab

Irdu irdu oab
Irdu irdu oab
Oab oab irdu

Oab oab irdu

frdu irdu irdu

Oab oab oab

rdu’s version:
I

r

]|
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY LIMERICK

Oab’s version: irdu’s version:

I r @ u , Ir,
i r d4d u . du.
0O a b ? T;
o a b ! r:
i r d u ... du!

OAB AND IRDU PLAY HAIKU

Oab's version: Oab irdu, O

abir duo ab ir du...

0a bird uo

frdusversion: 0 a b i r
D u o a b
D u o a b
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THEY INVENTED A GAME CALLED ‘MASK’

lam Irdu, says Oab
lam Oab, says Irdu
Hullo, Oab, says Oab
Hullo, Irdu, says frdu
You look fine today, Oab, says Oab
Irdu, you are always so handsome, says Irdu
It's good to have you around, Oab, says Oab
I am extremely glad to know you, Irdu, says Irdu
I think you are a genius, Oab, says Oab
Irdu, you are almost Zénd, says Irdu
You are a bit conceited, Oab, says Oab
And you the biggest braggart | ever met, Irdu, says irdu
Actually, you are a slow-brain, Oab, says Oab
You are just simply dumb, irdu, says Irdu
I am really fed up with you Oab, says Oab
Do me a favour, Irdu, drop dead, says lrdu
OAB PLAYS EDITOR

Frofe e

IRDU PLAYS CENSOR

4 = 4

(7t



OABAND IRDU PLAY PANTOMIME

I'am your alterego,
but who are you, Oab?

I am the alterégo of Zénd.
But who are you, Bip?

| am the alterego of Marcel Marceau.
I shall now play the music of silence for you:
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Ard6 came to me one day:
Zénd, why don’t we ever play?

We did play a lot before!
Yes, but why not anymore?

Time has changed I was small
Now | grew up, too that's all

You’re still playing in my space,
Only Oab took my place!

| have duties can’t you see?
You have duties toward me!

Ard6, you are my best friend,
but Oab is made of zénd!

I cherished you, | loved you dearly,
treated you as my son, or nearly.
On you | lavished all my care,
considered you my only heir,

deep furrows in my brow,

long years, hard nights ... O how
the burden of you bent my back ...
... is this the way you pay me back?

O Ard6, stop this blubbery-blab ...
I'll pay it all back to Oab!



0Oab, what will we play today?

Nothing. Zénd is busy.
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7. OAB AND THE DIMENSIONS




OAB AND iRDU TURN
THEIR GLOBE AROUND

eogbl
1l111gbleollll
elooooleogboooobg
ogobbbbogblebbbbele
bblbeeeebleogeeeegogg
OAB eeoeggggeogblgggglbll .
ggbgllllgbleolllloeooUDRI
llelooooleogboooobgbb

ogobbbhogblebbbbele
o lbeeeebleogeeeego I
x ggggeogblgggg R
B gbleo D
lgebo U
lgebolgebolge globe
bolgebolgebolgebo globeglobeglo
lgebolgebolgebolgeo beglobeglobeglobe
olgebolgebolgebolgebo globeglobeglobeglob
lgebolgebolgebolgebol eglobeglobeglobeglobe
gebolgebolgebolgebolg globeglobeglobeglobeg
ebolgebolgebolgebolge lobeglobeglobeglobegl
bolgebolgebolgebolg obeglobeglobeglobeglo
ebolgebolgebolgeb beglobeglobeglobegl
olgebolgebolg obeglobeglobeglob
ebolg eglobeglobegl
U obegl
D B
R oeblg 2
bi ggggalbgoegggg o}
ogeeeegoelbeeeebl
elebbbbelbgobbbbogo

. bbgboooobgoeloooolell
IRDUooceolllloelbgllllgbgg
11blgggglbgoeggggeoeeBAO
ggogeeeegoelbeeeeblbb
elebbbbelbgobbbbogo
bgoooobgoeloooole
111loelbgllll
lbgeo
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Oab, aren’t you afraid
that you'll fall down
while rotating the globe?

‘Down’? What does this word mean?
The opposite of ‘up’.
‘Up’? | don’t know that either.

Were you not up when irdu was down
and down when irdu was up?

No. We just stood beside the globe
and dragged it around
while running in circles.

Ohyes, oh yes!

You're right, | guess:

your world is the paper

which has only two dimensions ...

‘Dimension’? This word
is the third

within a minute

that I don’t know.

Can you explain it?

89

Irdu, let's play Dimensions!

Okay. Explain it, Oab!

Our world has two dimensions.

And the third?
| don’t know.

I get it. The third dimension
is what we don’t know.

((irdu is as about as smart
compared to Oab

as Oab is compared to me
(whatever this means).))



If you are in three dimensions
and you are

more than me,

you must be able to explain
why lam

less than you.

If you stood at one point and
could move neither right nor left,
neither down nor up on the paper,
you would have no dimensions
and you would look like this:

a8

Do you understand, Oab?
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Come, Irdu, come!

I have to take you apart
and put you together again
to make a point out of you.

-

RU

Now move!
I can’t!
This is the No-Dimension.

Oab, | understand!

Zénd, | understand!



If I let you move

on a line, back and forth,
that would be one dimension
and you would look like this:

OAB OAB OAB O BAO

>0
o
o
b
or)
>
]
w
>
o
jor)
>
o
(o4}
o
>

Do you understand, Oab?
Irdu, look, 1 build two walls.

| see them.

Run, Irdu, run!
Run back and forth!

irou IrpU IRDU IRDU TRDUDRTY UDR up R UDRT UDRY

Now turn left, or right!

I can’t! And | know why:
This is one dimension!

Zénd, | understand.
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Now | allow you, Oab,

to walk left and right

and up and down on the paper
in two dimensions:

OAB  OABO BOAB_
A _ A OA
B OABO B
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What do you see around you?
| see the square horizon.

It's only the four

edges of this paper.

And what do you see

if you look down?

| see the white soil.

It's only a sheet of paper.
And if you look up?

| see destiny.

It's only the point of my pen.
Do you understand me?



Irdu, close your eyes and
imagine that you move

wherever you wish
in two dimensions!

IRDU IRD
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What do you see? Do you know Zénd?
I see Oab. Zéndis a myth.
Do you know Ardé?
What do you hear? | beg your pardé (n)?
I hear Oab. .
Zed-Eé-En-Dee.
Ay-Are-Dee-Oh.
What's your horizon?
Your soil? Oh!
Your sky? Ze d'iendi e ar' Dio?
Oab. Oab. Oab. lo non spik italiano.

I understand you, Zénd.



And now the third?
| can’t explain.
Why not?

Because

you are too plane!

Just try!
Itis impossible.

Do your best! | insist!

It's best to make you
understand

that you can’t understand it.

Do you understand?

Yes, | don't.
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And now the third?
| haven't heard ...

You mean,Zénd doesn’t
know?

He does, but says: No-no!

Are you sure he
believes in it?

He doesn’t because he
livesinit!

How can he live in it
and not believe in it?

You never believe
when you know!
You either believe,
or you know!

But | thought

I was running around
in your two dimensions,
Oab,

and never before

was | so free!

I just can’t

understand

how a third one can be!

Oh Irdu, even when you
run around, free,
invisible walls

surround you, you see?

I don’t. They are invisible.

But they won't
let you move!

[ don’t feel hindered? ... !

Too bad! For if you

felt hindered

you would also feel

the direction

toward which

you must go

to find the third dimension,
but now it's plane

that you're too plain.

Yes,lam and itis.
I just can’'t understand!

Zénd! | understand now
that | can’t understand.



IRDU
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Irdu, what are you doing?

Trying to look like a man.

I think you have to find out
how you can really find out
what | meant

when | said

that you didn't

really know

what | meant ...

What did you mean?

This is what | really meant:
men and cubes are different!

H'n O C



Oab, what are you doing?

L~
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Trying to be three-dimensional!

You look three-dimensional,
but you're still two-dimensional! Alright, just give me time!
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| can still think of

Leon Ardd nothing but Oab ...

Oab is nothing!
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8. DREAMS WITHIN DREAMS




Zénd! If this line moves ahead

Yes, Oab.

Do you think I am stupid

because | can’t understand it?

No. | think | am stupid

because | can’t explain it.

Well, then. Try again.

Okay, | will try again!

The point | am trying to make is this:

| see. it will become a square:

If this point moves ahead

® © ® @ 0 00 0 % 0 00 OO0 0 OO 00 e PO

it will become a line:

| see. | see.
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If this square moves ahead it will become a cubé
i3
H
| H
- | see.

Oab, what did Zénd tell you?
He told me that cubés
consist of squares

which consist of lines

which consist of points.

| understand, but what's the point?
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Continue Zénd!

You are a part of me, Oab,

like a squareis of

acubé.

You are one of my sides.

o8

foaz

gac

Goon, Oab!

You are a part of me, irdu,
like aline is of a square.
You are one of my sides.

PA%Z

OB

All ofthem, Zénd:

Imake you many-sided!

104
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Go on, Zénd!

The reason why

you can’'t become like me
is that you are part of me,
| contain you.

Yes, Oab?

The reason why

you can’t become like me
is that you are part of me,
| contain you.

That's what you think!
Because you're a braggart!
I am myself,

| am self-contained:

[ am irdupendent.
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Zénd, | am in prouble.
Prouble? You cannot say that.
I just did.

You should say
that you are in ‘trouble’.

Don’t be a snob.

That’s beside the point.

Alright. What's the trouble?

irdu doesn’t understand
that without me,
he wouldn’t be.

As you know, he is one-dimensional:

IRDU



therefore, | can’t explain to him

that | am two-dimensional:

OAB
Do
wJ

he can understand only
in his one-dimensional way
that | am two-dimensional:

wDOAB

So he calls me a braggart.
What should | do?

106

Just tell him, Oab

that you are not a braggart
because without me,

even you wouldn't be.

I'am sorry, Zénd.
| cannot lie to Irdu ...

You wouldn't lie!

It is true!
Just come and see me!

Q (<]
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| see you.
And this is what | see:

A ZEND
ZEND [T]e
oly| Z
N >,

You see my 3-D being
with your 2-D eyes.

If this is true,

how could I ever explain you
to poor irdu?

He would only understand
my 2-D explanation

about your 3-D being

in his 1-D way:

ZEND NWZA

| think Irdu is hopeless.
Am I right, Z&nd?
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Yes, Oab, you are right,
what can you do?

irdu is hopeless,

but not more than you.

And | am not more hopeless
than you, dear Zénd.

What do you mean?
Isn’t it true

that even you
wouldn’t be

without Ardé?

Nonsense.

But what does Ardé think?
He thinks it’s true.
Who is right?

Of course, | am
because | am real.

| am right too,

for I am real too.

Ha! In this case, irdu
is real, too,

so you’d better give up explaining ...
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I never give up, Zénd.
Would you, please, tell me
what Ardé told you?

Ardb talks to me

in 4-D sculptures

which, sometimes, even |
do not understand.

So how can | tell you?

Where is that sculpture?

See opposite page.

Just tell me, Zénd, what you
understood from it,

and I will tell Irdu

what | understood

from what you understood.

According to Ardo,

he contains me the way
| contain you the way
you contain Irdu.

I can’t deny that his vision is
a grandiose doodle of the universe,
although it doesn’t make too much sense.

For Ardd, it sure does,
| just don’t know how.

How do you
see it, Zénd?






This is what | see:

A2
ARDOAR
ZENDKY
°LI_| mom —
aAN3Z
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Do you see, Oab, what | see?

Of course, | see.

g o o o
d9oOdm
=2 o A B
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What do you see?

This is what | see:

ARD O
Z o
oLl ZEN
N

I see. Will you
explain it to Irdu?

Yes, | shall try,

but knowing him, | know
that this is how he’ll see it:

T NLFZ A
—>» Z E N D

Irdu is hopeless, Zénd,
as | told you before.
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Nevermind, Oab!
Ard6 doesn’t matter!

Why not?

Because he thinks that I, Zénd, too,
am merely a figment

of his imagination.

He is a braggart.

Have you ever told him that?
Yes, once | tried.

| told him that | had a troblem.
What did he say to you?

He said, | cannot say that.

He said that | should say:

a ‘problem’ ... which is really

beside the point.
Isn’t he a snob?
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0ab?

Yes, Irdu?

Where have you been?

With Zend.

What were you talking about?

| asked him how to explain to you
what we were talking about.

Well, then. Explain to me!

Ard6 explained to Zénd

why it is difficult

for a creature in a higher dimension

like me

to explain to a creature in a lower dimension
like you

how we four contain each ...

Stop. I understand that:

\'d
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Oéab, am | your friend?
Same way as I'm Zénd's.

Is there a ray of hope

for me to be like you

and change my one-dimensional
existence into two?

There’s always a ray:
you just have to pray
at least three times a day!

And what should | say?
This is what you say, Irdu:

O net Woth!
Reef, o Urf!
I vesix ... Se vene ight'n,
in etenel Event.
Welve.

Those words don’t make any sense,
they just increase my tension ...

Have faith, irdu! They make a lot
of sense in my Dimension.



Are you not ashamed, Oab?
Why do you make irdu blab?
This isn’t religion!

It's sac-religion!

You also made me pray to you
and your gibberish made me grow.

I did? You? When?

It was about
eighty-six pages ago.

Oh ... but those words made sense to me!
... as these do to me. Don’t you see?:
O/ne T/wo Thiree Flo/ur Flilve Six/Se/
ven E/ight Nl/in/e Ten El/leven T/welve/

But Irdu thinks he is your friend.
Why does he have to pray to you?

| also thought | was your friend.
Why did I have to pray to you?

irdu thinks that Oab is his friend,
but Oab created him.

Oab thinks that | am his friend,
but | created him.

I think that Ard6 is my friend,

113



~ alone everywhere allthet
nothing and no one beyont

Zéndisa strange dream
which dreamt a dream which
dreamt a dream

But when | wake




9. OAB AND iIRDU BREAK OUT OF THEIR DIMENSIONS
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Oh, Zénd, it so depresses me

that | am just one of your dreams ...

Help me to ascend to you

and become like a friend to you,
find a way to show me within
my two-dimensional dream-life
what your three-dimensional
waking state is like!

It is not so simple.
| have to think about it.

I am sure you’ll find a way,
you are such a genius!

Flattery won’t get you anywhere ...

.« I am thinking ...
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am thinking ...

| got it!

So, flattery got me somewhere ...
Speak up!
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| draw a long strip of paper:

Now step on it!

o
pdl

Now move along!

.p OAB OAB OAB OAB

Gee, I'm getting long.
But I can’t go on.
The paper has ended.

.3 OAB OAB OAB OAB OAB OAB OAB OAB <

Can you see yourself?

No, | can'’t.

Because you are on a two-dimensional paper.
Itis a plane.

What's new about that?

Nothing. Just wait.



Now | draw the strip again, Move oniit!

cut it out of paper and join its ends.

¢i@sinoAaas noAue)

Hey, good show!
The strip became a circle!

This is magic!

You are a sorcerer!
lam so beautiful!

I can see myself!

Step on it!
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Because you are inside the strip.

R48.380AB0ABY

And the strip never ends,
its end is its beginning,

| can run around

as many times as | want.
How is it possible?

Now watch!
| turn the paper inside-out.
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Move again!
Can you see yourself?

Oh, no!

What happened?
This is black magic!
You are a devil!
Where am I?

You are still moving

all along the strip,

only outside.

That's why you cannot see yourselves.
The paper beneath you prevents you.

| see.

I mean, | don’t see.

I mean, | see why | don’t see.
But I can still run around
and, after the end,

wherever the end is,

start again.



Good. Step on it.
Now let’s continue the experiment.
I draw a new strip, cut it out,

but turn one end around

before joining them

Move.
g0
This is a special strip,
it's called a Moebius-strip. Can you see yourself?
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| am inside. | am outside.
Now the end became the start.

Now | can. | must be inside.

Now [ can’t. | must be outside. Now [ can. Now [ can’t.
Now the start became the end.

v ',.A;;';‘.r{?’ o
IFoe s

°
.\h

120



What is going on?
How is this possible?

By twisting the two ends

of the strip together,

| turned the two-dimensional plane
into a three-dimensional form.
Because the strip had two sides!
Right.

First, | walked on the inside side!
Right.

Second, | walked on the outside side!
Right.

Third, the strip had only one side,
no inside, no outside,

that's why when | saw myself,

I thought | was inside,

and when | disappeared,

I thought | was outside,

but | was wrong!

Right.

| walked in three dimensions!

You've got it. Bravo!
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Oab, where are you?
In the Third Dimension.
Can you take me there?

Of course. You see this strip?

I’'m not blind.

Now [ draw a starting-line in the middle.

Let’s get on the strip.

I am on one side, you on the other.

IRDU

Now let’s walk away from each other.

08Y0gyYog¥odyodvogyo

IRDUIRDUTRDUIRDU

What happened, Irdu?

It's the end of the strip.



Okay. Now | make the strip into a circle. That was nothing. Watch this!

I turn the strip inside-out.

Let's start again. Go!

Let’s walk away from each other.

Oab has disappeared.
Where am | walking?

Hey, Oab, that's a miracle!
First | saw you getting further away from me.
Did you see me waving?

Then | saw you getting close again Oooops!

and now we meet, just across the starting-line. Where were you?

Where, before, the strip ended, I couldn’t wave to you!

now it doesn'’t end. You disappeared, then reappeared.
It's a miracle! That's even a bigger miracle!
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That's still nothing! Watch this! Let’s start from the starting-line
| take apart the two ends of the strip, as we did before.

twist one of them

and join them again. Now [ see you.
Now [ don't.
Now ['ve reached the joint-point
where we met before.

This is a special strip now, But I cannot see you!
it's called the Oabius-strip. Where are you, Oab?
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On the other side, just below you.

I don’t get it.
| walked right.

Right.

You walked left.

Right.

And across the starting-line
we meet,

but we don’t see each other.
Right.

Will I ever see you again?

I'll stay here. You keep walking!

This is where we started.

| see. | see.

The strip has two sides.

In other words?

The plane became three-dimensional!
Do you get it now?

It's plain!
It's not a plane!

You've got it. Bravo, irdu!



Zénd, you have really I see it and | see through it.
expanded my consciousness! @
Can you expand it more?

Yes. | am ready.

Now instead of a paper
which you can't see through,

Q_ @)

I am making for you, out of glass, a so-called Now start to walk on it!
where are you?

Outside.

And now?
Klein-bottle.

Inside.
What do you think?
Do you see it? It's magic-issimus!
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Now I'll stay here
and you walk away.

irdu, Irdu,
come here,

Where are you?

fR DU Here | am!

Come here, join me on the glass!

Inside, but | can see you.

Where are you?
Now let’s both of us walk.

Outside, with you.
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Where are we?

You're still two-dimensional,
only now you know how to
move in three-dimensions

Zénd, am | now three-dimensional?
No, Oab, you are not.

e you e, 5 M N D
but | can see you.
613
What do you think? Z @ OK; g g N %
—~
@i@ 04 2R E N /D
LEND G
I think that this bottle is @ 1@0&@ U‘g
much better than the strip
nd so f whole lif
<tah/s v?/(a)sanrvynbfzgt tr/g/ ’ Z E N @ @O@B 1R,(DU
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My friend, Ardd, a mystic,

who has now grown a long beard,
came today and told me:

‘There is a Fourth Dimension!’

| said to him: ‘Explain it to me!

He said: ‘l can’t, for you live only in three.’

| said: ‘This is not too convincing ...’

But he insisted: ‘It’s true. There is even a Fifth!

| said: “There is only one reality

divided into three dimensions,

and even if you divided it into four or five,
reality would still remain one and the same.’

Ardd began shouting angrily:

‘You know nothing! There’s a Sixth Dimension,

what’s more, a Seventh too!” and the angrier he became,
the more dimensions he fancied flying around us.

At last, I lost my patience

and suggested: ‘Ardd, shave off your beard!

‘Why?’ ‘Because, most likely, your growing, bushy beard is
a bird’s nest of multiplying, young, wild dimensions!’






Oh Zénd, | understand now Oh Zénd, your words are so beautiful,

that | don’t understand it, your sentences so majestic,
but can you understand what you are saying sounds like a poem!
that | can’t understand

even my two dimensions? So?

What is beyond the four

edges of this paper? Wow!

Another paper? And beyond that?

Another and another and another? And?

How many sheets of paper

lie beside each other? Not ‘and’ ... But!

How many sheets of paper

are contained in what? But what?

And what lies after

the last one, on the outer edge? But I didn’t understand

most of the words you said.
Good for you, Oab!

You're really starting to grasp it! For instance. Give me one!

Imagine that below your white soil

there is another sky, another destiny, Okay. I'll give you one:

another pen that writes another sheet. Book.

Imagine that above your sky Desk. Chair.

there is another white soil Room. Door. House.

with a square horizon. Street. City. Mountain. Valley.

For you, it is the infinite, Land. Ocean. Horizon. Sphere. World.

for us, it's only a book

in one of our libraries.

For you, it is the end, | know. | know.
for us, just a beginning. But what can | do?
We also have a pen and a desk and a chair

and a room and a door

and a house and a street and a city

and mountains and valleys and land and ocean.

Our horizon is a circle

which is part of a sphere

and a sphere of these spheres is our world.
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Oh Zénd, oh dear Zénd,
please make me your real friend!
Maybe, for you, | am too
Oébstinate,
Agressive, or
Bullying,
but | am all afire
with a burning desire
to know all | don’t know
about you and your world!

Oab, my dream-son,
my beloved Oab,
don’t degrade yourself,
for you are rather
Zealous, and
Eager, and
Nimble, and
Diligent
resembling me, for |, too, am so
Ambitious, and
Receptive, and
Dedicated, and
Outstanding
that | cannot resist you any longer,

you deserve all the knowledge you thirst for ...

Just go ahead and ask
all the questions you can,
and | promise to give you
all the answers | can.
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What are you, Zénd,
and where do you live?

I am a human being

living on the face of Earth,
together with other
beings and things.

What is the difference
between you and me,
your world and mine?

The Earth is a planet
rotating around the Sun,
giver of heat and cold,

of light and of shadow.

| consist of flesh and bone,
heart and blood, brain and nerve;
you consist of 3 letters.

O and A and B.

For us, the Sun is

a distant, fiery ball;

for you, itis 3 letters,

S and U and N.



How did the Earth start
rotating around the Sun?

o A B ©O A B
© 4 B
o A B
The Sun is also orbiting
and the Earth keeps up with it.
o i
8 A
©
Y v
I( s ¢
o
(o}
g 9
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A planet is

captured by a sun.

If it passes too far away,
it will just pass by;

(o]

o]

o

A

A

B

if it passes closer,

its orbit will be bent

and if it passes close enough,
it will rotate around the sun.

| can do it,
| can do it:

N

‘7
{

| can do it!
| can do it!



Oab
Yes, irdu.

What's going on?

Just leave me alone now.

But | want to know!
Go to sleep!
But ...

Go!

What is beyond your Sun and Earth?

The Earth is only one among
the ten planets circling the Sun:
it's called the Solar System.
Zillions of Solar Systems

whirl in our Galaxy

and zillions of galaxies

swirl in our Universe.

What is beyond the Universe?

| can no longer answer you.

There was a man called Albert Einstein
who understood the whole thing

and said: E = mcz,

the only problem is that no one
understands Albert Einstein

and | am one of them.
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0ab, who are you talking to?
To Zénd. Just wait. Be quiet!
What are you talking about?
Zénd has just told me

about a genius

who discovered that
0 = ab’,

(Albert Einstein pointing at his formula that explains everything)

There is no genius
without irduition.

Very punny!
I must turn to Zénd now.



Sorry, Zénd,
Irdu wants to know, too.
He is like me.

And you are like me ...
So, keep on asking!

Since the universe

grows beyond your verse,
let’s go back

to the Sun,

it's such fun!

The Sun casts shadows:
long ones in the morning,
short ones at noon, and again
long ones in the evening.

Look, | can do it:

SUN
o
A
B A 0
SUN
0
A—
OABARO
0
_ A
o) A B SUN
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What's Zénd talking about now?

Suns, people and shadows.

What about them?
Morning: Sun Irdu Shadow
Evening: Shadow Irdu Sun
I don't get it.
Be quiet!

I now return to Zénd.

Zénd, you talked about ‘things’
on the face of Earth.
What things?



There are 4 main elements:
dense and solid — Earth,
dense and liquid — Water,
rare and floating — Air,
rare and flaming — Fire.

Wasn't it fun, irdu?

It was fun to do it,
but I didn’t understand
what [ was doing

We can do it! while | was doing it.
Irdu, come!

Let's play Doesn’t matter.
elements! Keep quiet!
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Zénd you spoke

about other ‘beings’

with whom you live

on the face of your Earth.
Who are they?

The surface of the Earth
teems with living creatures.
Fish live in water.

Birds in air.

Animals and plants inhabit
both land and water.

What do you call ‘living’?

Whatever dies is called living.

That which doesn’t die, doesn't live.

Those who die

mostly die

because they're killed by the living.
All of them must eat

until they are eaten.
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Do the victims live in fear
that they’ll be Killed by the victors?

They do. But also

the victors live in fear

that they’ll starve to death, if they
can’t kill their victims.

Do you live in fear?

No. | am Man.

The crown of creation.
The ultimate victor.
We eat all of them.
This is eco-logical.

Come, irdu, come.
Let’s play ecology!



Did you enjoy playing ecology? Depressing? Why depressing? Sorry, Irdu, but | have to
go on talking to Zénd.

It was super. Fantastic. I was acting like a puppet
Incredible. Depressing. without a clue about
what | was acting out.
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| have no time.

But | didn’t understand
the games you made me play!

Nevermind. Just be quiet!

[ evermind! — And | won't be quiet!
You've talked enough to Zénd!
Now it's my turn!

You are really
Oéabdurate,
Ardent, and
Bellicose;

but, one day, you'’ll also

have a son,
Impetuous,
Rampageous,
Demanding, and
Uninhibited,

so I forgive you ...

What do you want to know?

How does Zénd live
on his planet Earth?

He doesn’t live alone there,

he is one of a multitude,
a multitude in space and time.
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They all live together,

but don’t know one another.

The old multitude dies,

a new one is born,

and they don’t know each other.

What then'’s the purpose of it all?
What are they doing?

They don’t know what their purpose is,
but they are always busy

building a future

they know nothing about.

How can they build it
without a plan?

Each one of the multitude

carries a dream, within:

a poem, a painting,

a statue, a building,

a fortune, a theory,

a child, —

they build it up a little, then leave it
for the next generation

which adds something to it, then leaves it
for the next generation

which ...

So each generation
is a postponement
of the answer to the question as to
what their purpose is ...

Yes, this seems to be the case
in the World of Zénd.



What a strange way of living! And?
What kind of law governs them?

They live in cycles
as ordained by the Sun.

How?

Dayriolaws Winter follows

night follows fall follows
day follows
oty summer follows

spring ...

What do these words mean?

The day is bright: Life follows death?
they are awake.

The night is dark: Zend couldn’t
they are asleep. answer this

Winter is cold. question ...
Summer is warm.

Death follows life. I will.
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0Oab who existed only in Zénd’s mind,
one day decided to create a world.
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His friend, irdu, asked him what he will do when Zénd,

in whose mind they existed, dies one day.
and they both saw me writing this poem on that planet.

His friend, Irdu, warned him that if he doesn’t exist,
the world he created wouldn’t exist either.
Oab then showed Irdu a planet in his world,

Oaéb then created a non-existing world
so that it would exist, even if he didn’t.

And we just stare at each other, not knowing who created whom,

that Oab’s world on which we live would go with it, too.
unable to tell the existing from the non-existing ...

Irdu told Oab to destroy his world,
but Oab warned him that they would die with this poem in it.

Ardo tells me to tear this poem to pieces, but | warn him
Ardé behind my back; Oab and Irdu outside my planet.

Three people watch me now while | am typing this:

143



11. OAB AND iRDU GROW INTO ZEND'S WORLD
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Oab
finally
arrives
in the
Third
Dimension
where he

sleeps

sits

stands

10

swims

FAS

walks

runs in the wind

4

and gets tired

/

After

a while
zénd sends
Oab

to school

writing

where he
studies

mathematics

2
O. o

£

geometry
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chemistry

(e

atom-physics

\}

comparative religion

Greek

Q&(s

typing:

)Y
A
;zgii:' Oab

and phys.ed.

Oab wants to know
what he looks like.

Zend shows him:

Therefore he is

DAR

sad like

zénd wants

0ab to be
healthy and
strong.

He sends him
to take up sports

hiking

Q

147




y mountain- marathons horseback riding

climbing
0

and soccer Now Zénd happy
shows him
the mirror
again Y
to make him
In his free time snooker loabryrinth

zénd plays
games with him

like ﬂ

148



and Roabik's Cube

He gets confused

Zzend sends
0Oab to work:

o/0/0
o/0/0/18 wie "The more trades
o/o/o /8 Y, you know,
2z s a]p B the easier
p (3 you'll find
alala 33 your place
=T=T=1 in my world!"
il Lall K5 Oab becomes
a shepherd AT a hairdresser a waiter
i

/-\

Q

C

O

an acroabat

a parachutist

an astronaut
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a sailor

a machinist

a plumber

a brick-layer

il
il

a pharmacist

an oabtometrist

L

a photoabgrapher

Yo

a Xerox-oaberator

3

a researcher
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a match-maker

\

a psychoabnalist

Q

b

an anthroabpologist and a

computer
programmer

DAB

By now Oab knows
so many professions
he feels like a

~m TV S+ AN

DHJ-J.\. pPTiLoviiQid LY

TS e

"Why don't you
just cpoose one?"
asks Zend.

"Because then
I would feel too

square."

Zénd worries about
Oab's future -

Oab just doodles
night and day:
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So zend modern art sculpture moabile-making
sends

0ab to an J‘/,/—Aﬂk\\\

art school #
where he

studies Q

and graphics And Zend
is happy
because Oab
is happy.

But

one morning
®

Zend sees:

v

1Y

.l
D)
<
s
]

"What's "Stop Yrdudling!" (But he doesn't ...)
this?" says 2Zénd.

he asks

Oab.

NN

CERIIGIC A

"A doodle "okay,"
of Irdu." says Oab.

)|
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"You can't bring "I will mark it," The next morning Zzénd sees:
Irdu says 0ab:
into my
world:

[ec=s]
He'll take your
place -
mark my B
word!" C D

"Stop dreaming The next morning zend sees:
of him

right now,

on the spot:"

"I try to
forget him,
and yet,

I cannot."

zend says: The next morning zend sees: "Hirdugen and
"Stop playing Oabsygen?"
games with me, says Zzénd,
will you?" "such gall!"

"Don't worry," "I want him

says Oab, Q 6 to join me

"I'1l1l play them in some way -
with Irdu." that's all:i"
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"Now out of
science

and into
art?”

"Yes, because
Irdu is

part of my
heart!"

"Shadoab. "

"Irdu is

merely your
shadow,

not your friend:"

"Does this mean
Il
your sgadow,
dear Zend?"

m only

The next morning
v
Zend sees:

"But Irdu can't £lyl"

"Just put us together
and under my wings,

as light as a feather,
he'll fly as high

as the 3-D sky."

The next.morning
Zend sees:

"You're hung-up
on Irdu,

I see,

I know,

but my answer
remains:

NO, NO,

NO, NO!"

"If you really love me

as you claim you do,

how can you hate so

my love for Irdu?

Please, let him pass through
the gates of your sky:"

zénd is so moved that he

yields with a sigh.
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Why are you so
obsessed with Irdu?

He is my only
oabsession!
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So far, reading this chapter
makes me realize how ill you are:
You see Oab in everything!

I don'’t find Oab sickening!

Your disease is quite dangerous ...
Wrap your manuscript neatly,

find a waste-basket in the night
and drop it in discreetly,
otherwise Oab-madness
(commonly called Oabitis)

will destroy you completely.

Ardd, your sermons are so dry ...

I know that he resents me!
Why are you so obsessed with Oab?

Because he zénds me.



OABAND IRDU PLAY A PART INLINGUISTICS

Noun: Oab, the. Oab, an. Plur.: oabs.
Examples: I've gotthe oab again. Heis an Oab. One
cannot see too many oabs in winter.

Verb: To oab—oabed —is oabed. Oabing.

Examples: We often feel the urge to oab. Last night’s party
oabed me enormously. He is completely oabed. My hobby
is oabing twice a week.

Adjective: Oabesque, odbine, oabese, oabent, oablique,
oabedient, oabian, oaboid.
Examples: This painting has oabesque qualities. In my
youth | was quite oabine. Some of his patients are very
oabese. Joe is an oabent follower of the new trends. The
architect cast an oablique glance at the arch of the church.
Be more oabedient in the future! My wife always had oabian
tendencies. That crystal has an oaboid shape.

Adverb: Oably (arch.), oabingly, oabishly.

Examples: Thou hast oably fulfilled my commands. The
dog ran to me oabingly. Recently she has been acting
oabishly.
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Noun: rdu, the. irdu, an. (Sing. tantum.)
Examples: He was the only irdu in his native village. We
never had anirdu in our home. | wrote many irdu.

Verb: Toirdu —irdid —irdone. (Irreg.) Irduing.
Examples: How do you irdu? During our honeymoon, |
irdid her twice a day. What's irdone, irdone. Irduing is fun.

Adjective: Irduish, irduesque, irdulent, irduing,
irdulescent.

Examples: That's anirduish way to spend a day. The view

was justirduesque. He is anirdulent speaker. | had an

irduing headache yesterday. Alphonse was struck by

Adele’sirdulescent beauty.

Adverb: Irduly, irdulently, irdulescentingly, irduishly.
Examples: She looked at me irduly. The officer questioned
him irdulently. My mother-in-law is irdulescentingly oabic.
He usually behaves extremely irduishly.



OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN DRIVING

.

p —
"MAXIMUM | '/
KEEP
IRDU.

— | next irdu centre
mm 2 03bs =)

J

( :;EEE: A

) \_anytime

\ NO LEFT OAB)

FOLLOW THE fRDU

B
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN GEOGRAPHY

OAB.

ONTARID,

7

REET

3

IRDU ST

(}J.
<
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY ANOTHER PART IN GEOGRAPHY

GO RBI
DESERT
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN PROVERBS

(A page from O.A. Bartlett’s book of collected proverbs.)

311. Oab is not a bowl of Irdus. 340. He who pays the irdu can call the oab.
312. He who oabs will irdu too. 341. If you want a tiny wall done, irdu it yourself.
313. Better one 0ab today than two irdus tomorrow. 342. De irduis nil nis oabum. (Lat.)
314. Oab is man’s best irdu. 343. What can’t be cured must be irdued.
315. To irdu is human. 344. 0ab cannot eat Oab’s cake and have it.
316. Irdu la au’ab. (Fr.) 345. Oabs cannot be irdus.
317. If you want oab, be prepared for irdu. 346. As you make your oab, so you must irdu on it.
318. Little drops of irdu, little grains of oab: 347. Honi soab qui mal y 'rduse. (Fr.)

make the mighty ordu and the pleasant loab. 348. All is not oab that irdus.
319. Every 0ab has his irdu. 349. Where irdurance is bliss, 'tis folly oab wise.
320. If the irdu does not come to Oab, Oab must go to 350. Every man has the defects of his irdus.

the irdu. 351. Believe not what you 0ab nor half what you irdu.
321. Two irdus do not make an oab. 352. An irdu in the hand is worth two in the oab.
322. He who hasn't irdu yet isn’t oab. 353. If the oab lead the oab both will fall irdu a ditch.
323. No o0ab without irdu. 354. The irdu bird oabs the worm.
324. Oab justitia irdu coelum. (Lat.) 355. Better oab than irdu.
325, It's easier to forget about your daily irdus than 356. The irdu is the Oab.

oab them. 357. The presidency is a lot of oab and a few irdus.
326. As you 0ab, 5o will you irdu. (F.D. Roabsevelt)
327. Irdu come, irdu go. 358. Oab washes irdu.
328. Never put off till irdu what can be done oab. 359. If you 0@b me, | shall irdu you.
329. Irdu proposes, Oab disposes. 360. Don't irdu to your fellow-man, what he oabs to you.
330. Oab thyself. 361. Coabito ergo sum. (Lat.) (Descartes)
331. Oab and let oab. 362. If it wasn't for oab, irdu wouldn’t be worthwhile.

332. irdus of a feather oab together.

333. Irdu is long, 0ab is short.

334. Put your trust in oab, but keep your irdu dry.
335. Oab is irdu.

336. He oabs best who oabs last.

337. A living 0ab is better than a dead irdu.

338. Noabless oablige. (Fr.)

339. Not every oab has an irdu.
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN U.S. HISTORY




OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN FORTUNE COOKIES

Your chopsticks will bring you Confucius says:
good 0ab and full Irdu. "All work and no play

make Irdu become Oab."

irdugenagion is more important You cannot irdustrate an
than knoabledge. emotion or shoab an aspiration.

Coaberate with those who have

both know-how and irdugrity. You are an 1irduvidual interested

in forward oab and the future.

You must learn irday by irday - .
to broaben your horizon. He who watches oab will
always be one of the 1rdus.

Your oabilities are irdutwined @ .

with your outlook on life. Irdu what you have;
oab for what you lack.

Your financial 1lrduation is

under oabsolute control. Your oab must rule your irdu.
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY A PART IN GASTRONOMY

ROABETiZERS ... 2'99
CORBIAR

(served with Melba toasT)
ARDS A LA GRECQUE
ANCHOABY PATE
SHRiMP TRDUS
LDABSTER COCKTAIL
WELSH ZENDBIT

RSSORTED HIR D'U VRES
( for two )

*Soups.. ... 4199

* Hot ZEnowickeS. & 5197

WESTERN OABLET
(wirh TRDUBERRY SAUCE )

ZENDBURGER |
kwiﬂi FRIES

‘[ROWSCHNITZEL
(ow o bun)

pret Ty

fRENCH OABION Soup
CREAM ©of [RDW Soup

ARDS BORSCHT.

28NDfood CHOWDER

b

[ Tooay's SeeciaLs..... |

% OAB CUTLET
—witi FRIED IRDWU

* BAKED ZENDINI and
SHRIMP
S ki

SevoEROeTSSy

COFFEE AND TEA INCLUDED .

P

e

=

* entrees. L 4999
0AB MIGNON
(with Rou Salad.)
SHIRDLWIN ~ STEAK
(with Zanp|ant)

BRAISED BEEF RDULOIN
(with smashed OAgo.)

CHICKEN  TRDUKASH
(with rice.)

STUFFED LEG OF ARDO
(with mint Saucb)

% SEAFooD.. .. % 8'97

CROAB LEGS
(spawnisn stvie)

LOARSTER TAILS
(with drawn butter)

_____ INCLUDES FRESH
VEGETOABLES .

P
¥ DESSERTS..... & 497
BRANDY ALEXZENDER

PIE

PEACH ARDG
(whh ice cReam )

CHOCOLATE  |RDUCLAIR
ZOABAGLIONE

ABEVERAGES..... 99 ¢

0AB JUICE
PINEOABLE SODA

TROWISH COFEEE

DRINKS ..o _j}, 399

ZEND MARNIER

TOABLE WINE
( by the 9!5::)
ARDABERRY LIALLELR

A
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OABAND IRDU PLAY A PART IN CHRISTENING

Abelardo, Alexard6, Ardoane, Arddlan, Ardold, Ardolf,
Ardéminic, Ardonahue, Ardénald, Ardonato,
Ardboley, Ardérian, Ardduglas, Ardow, Ardoyle,
Ballard6, Balthasardo, Bard6, Bardon, Barnardo,
Bayardo6, Bastardo, Bernard6, Caspardd, Caesardo,
Fernardd, Gaspardd, Gerrardd, Halwardo, Hilliardo,
Howardé, Lenardd, Lombardd, Longobardé,
Maynardd, Milliardd, Milwardo, Norward6, Reynardo,
Ricard6, Rudyard6, Stewardé, Stoddardo, Williardo.

Alexzénder, Innozéndt, Townzénd, Vinczénd, Zéndall,
Zéndard, Zéndberg, Zéndbert, Zéndbourne, Zéndbrook,
Zéndburn, Zéndclair, Zéndel, Z&nders, Zéndest,
Zeéndfred, Zéndfried, Zéndfry, Zéndgang, Zéndgar,
Zéndham, Zéndholm, Zéndison, Zéndkin, Zéndley,
Zéndmund, Zéndolph, Zéndon, Zéndopold, Zéndrew,
Zéndrick, Zéndruff, Zéndsey, Zéndson, Zéndsor,
Zéndston, Zéndswell, Z&ndsworth, Zéndthrop, Zéndthus,
Zéndwald, Zéndward, Zéndwayne, Zéndwight, Zéndwyn.

Achoab, Amenhotoab, Boabarry, Baroabbas, Foabian,
Goable, Goabriel, Hoabarth, Hoabbard, Jacoab,
Noabert, Noabucadnezar, Northroab, Oabelard,
Oaberhardt, Oabes, Oablen, Oabley, Oabner,
Oabraham, Oabsen, Oabson, Roabert, Roabertson,
Roabin, Roabindranath, Roabinson, Soabert, Soabin,
Soabmus, Soabrook, Thoabert, Toabias, Zoroabster.

Adeirdu, Albirdu, Birdu, Blairdu, Casimirdu, Cassirdu,
Irdrew, Irdous, Irdubert, Irdudley, irdugan, irdukerke,
Irduncan, irdunley, irdunmore, irdunn, Irdunstan,
Irdunston, irdunton, Irdupher, irdurant, irdurick,
Irdurward, irdurwin, Irduval, irdving, irdwin, Lairdu,
Montgomirdu, Mortimirdu, Mirdo, Norbirdu, Viadimirdu.
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Ardoa, Ardéana, Ardéanna, Ardébrilla, Ardocila,
Ardédna, Ardoelia, Ardéenne, Arddgerda, Ardélaide,
Ardolia, Ardélores, Arddipha, Ardémilla, Ardémina,
Ardominica, Ardonalda, Ardénata, Ardonia, Ardénna,
Ardora, Ardoree, Ardoreen, Ardérinda, Ardoris,
Ardérose, Ardorothy, Hildegardé.

Alzénda, Creszéndt, Perzéndphone, Innozéndtia,
Prozéndpina, Rozénda, Vinczéndia, Zénda, Zéndbertha,
Zéndetta, Zéndia, Zéndida, Zéndina, Zéndinia, Zéndita,
Zéndlind, Zéndlinda, Zéndolia, Zéndolyn, Zéndra,
Zéndrica, Zéndthe, Zéndthia, Zénduccia, Zéndulia.

Agoabe, Amoabel, Annoabel, Aroabella, Boabara,
Boabette, Boabina, Christoabel, Claroabella,
Cordoabelle, Elizoabeth, Foabia, Goabriella, Heloabe,
Lizoabette, Moabel, Miroabel, Oabelia, Oaberta, Oabina,
Oabinia, Oabra, Oabtrice, Primoabera, Roaberta,
Roabina, Rosoabelle, Soaba, Soabina, Soabra,
Soabrine, Willoabelle.

Deirdre, Ingrirdu, Irdua, Irduana, Irduenne, irdubel,
Irduborg, Irduienne, Irduina, Irduko, Irdulciana,
((du/C/'be_//e, /rdu/c/q, Irdulde, _/_rdu/ia, /rdg//nda, Irdulla,
(_rduma, /rqumar/'e, /(dune//a, /[dunen‘a, Irdunella,
Irdunetta, Irdurelle, Irdurene, Irdvine, Nairdu, Pirduta.
Most highly recommended names for boys:

Ardélph, Zéndjamin, Oabert, irdubald.

Most highly recommended names for girls:

Ardbinette, Alexzéndra, Oabigel, Irdugard.



OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN SMALL TALK

DID Yo ORB
my wife”

= If Yowre S0
0AgB, Wiy

AREr't (ou

| Tomorrow  ['H
\| SHAave og€ my

| cANT Listen To

@“ any more.
] N\ ox hscenties -

e,

Do Ljou SEC

Wwife's
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| was \qul\
OAB u\este.rdav‘n.

Oh, we. h&‘t?,

TRowlenT
Peopte !




OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN LITERATURE
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN FAMOUS QUOTATIONS

&\

g \\ p

|
Qe ‘mdﬂ ~ ‘”

LET THEM
EAT OAR!
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Your oaB
R pw For
Yok RS k.
WHAT Yo
T pu for

Your O&R.
! (7§ K.

Peole TARIAT
&€ THE WORLD,

one small oak Sor Mar),
a qiant rduw for
Mankind .

(ARM STRONG )




OAB AND iRDU PLAY A PART IN POETRY

e 2 SR /IS

IV XANTRDW DID  KUBLA KHAN

TRow , TRoU , RuRnive BRIGHT,

NIGHT - -

c A THE ¢
v THE oAB of H A STATELY OAR-DOME DECREE ...,

. SLAKE “Kusta HHAN * — by SamueL TAvLorR. CoLERiD&E

Y THe TRow” by

e |
Once wupom & mMmipnigHT TRDW m[l {
WHILE | PONDERED,WeRK AND WIRDW .- |
. i
/ i1
s D 9 = I E / I
BRARD R ] . Mr
RARRE VR AR Tl IS / (& &
2 o £ ¢ b L H’I
SO : i
A ARMHE: RGN
FEk
- AL v RS
BRI e =2 i ' (s
ol e ? - £y ~ g
b= g — -
2 U v
{ ‘\ £
\ \ ¥
| - ~
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R s T, S
7] N =5
P « A BN

f»u[ Caincy -v‘[ft'l‘/[g',Y

CN, G, T R
* THE RAYEN * by ETCAR ARDS Poe

‘THE OAB AwWD THe Pussycat” by E£DwaArDd LTRDU
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY A PART IN ELIZABETHAN PLAYWRITING

exon | whet oh, irowco , Trouo !
WHEREforRE ART

Thow ,  TRpuo ?

HAve | seen!

THow ART To  DIE, 4 ] oM e B o 0AB or NoT
TRDUMONA |

o8B .,. THAT

97
717,

THE QUESTIoN .

| sy one PRAYCR,

el
idL L.
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7
Yid

oAgeLlo. ..




OABAND IRDU PLAY A PART IN BOOK PUBLISHING

Ardo, please show me the book you
have been creating since time
immemorial.

Lo and behold:

UNIVERSAL
ZENDCYCLOPEDIA

by ARDO

My God! What an epoch-making work!
Will you allow me to contribute some

fundamental subject-headings?
Iwill, indeed.

Famous Zéndennariums.
Transzéndental Meditation. The

Zénd-Masters of the East. Economic

Inzéndtives. The History of
Antizénditism. The Symptoms of
Chronic Zénditis.
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Dangerous Zéndomaniacs. From
Nationalism to Zéndophobia. The
Canadiantar zénd energy project. How
to Build a Zénd-Box for Your Baby. The
Life-Stories of Exzéndtric Artists. The
Zéndsational Zénd. | am an expertin all
such topics. May | write about them?

| conzénd.

Zénd, would you show me the book
you have been working on oh, for quite
a while?

Certainly:

New
VOCOABULARY

by ZEND

Gee! What an exciting project!
I'd like to suggest
some interesting expressions.

Let me hear them!

The examples are oabundant: | took a
foabulous boabble-bath. Moabile
homes are now availoable. The oabitat
has been oabandoned. The
oaboriginies are almost totally
oabliterated. The disoabilitated should
not be moabilized. The oabtitude-test
discomboabulated me.

The oaboe will soon



become an oabsolete musical instru-
ment. My friend is oabsurdly
oabzéndminded. In ancient times
astroloabs were gloabally used. | saw
amemoroable candeloaber. This
oabelisque is decorated with
formidoable aroabesques. He is more
oabfuscatedthan soaber. The
moabites believed in an oabiquitous
divinity. Oabscure words often hide
oabscene oabjectives. Instead of writ-
ing oabituaries, the Romans placed an
odbulus under the tongue of the dead.
Soabconsciously, I still desire to kiss
her sensuous earloabs.
Oabstreperous people are
oabjectionoable to me. For oabvious
reasons, the King had to oabdicate. |
try to oabviate oabtrusions. |
oabtained a new automoabile. He has
no oabdictions; he is oabstinent. You
shouldn’t be oabrupt with me even if |
am oablivious.

That's all | can come up with, Zénd.
Did | leave out anything?

Nothing! You are unbelievoable!
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Oab, show me the book you have been
writing recently!

Here:

=

EXTRAIRDUNARY

WORDS

by OAB

Wow! What a great title!  have some
rare words foryou!

Like what?

Like: Irdualism, irdubitable,
Irduchism, irducratism, Irdugenous,
Irdugestion, irdugnation, irduistic,
Irduite, Irduitic, Irdulgence, irduline,
Irdundant, Irdungent, Irduomatic,
Irduosyncrasy, Irduquois, irdurability,

Irduration, Irdurence, Irdury,

Irdustrious, Irduversible,
{(dUV/'dua//sm, North-American
Irduans. How do you like them, Oab?
I find them weirdu.

Do you need more?

Do you have more?

Don'tbe irduculous! The
possoabilities are zéndless!



OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN THE MOVIES

THIS MONTH'S REPERTORY CINEMA GUIDE

MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY
. . GONE WITH OABATTLESHIP | THE YELLOW
MY FAIRIRDU | LADOLCEIRDU ] TE
THE ZEND POTEMKIN SOABMARINE
, 2001 -
THE THEwWIZZARD | CHAPLIN'S IRDUMA LAWRENCE
HUNCHBACK T MONSIEUR A BUEE - ASPACE
OF iRDU-DAME JRDOUX OABYSSEA
) HITCHCOCK'S BRIDGE ASTREETCAR )
BEN HIRDU . ONTHERIVER NAME D IRDUELLA IRDU POPPINS
IRDUGO OLB DESIRDU
A E
CHAPLIN'S JRDUS OF COABARET FELLINI'S Sxubtiole SNAOAB::’_'T
“ ND =
iRDU TIMES PARADISE OAB& AHALF X
QEVEN IRDUS
CHAPLIN'S . ROUND THEIRD 1RDU -
a CASOABLANCA
OABRUSH UN8ODAYS [TALIANSTYLE
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN EXHIBITIONS
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY A PART IN SCIENCE
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OAB AND IRDU PLAY ANOTHER PART IN SCIENCE

AMINOACID
3 ARDO
O B o)

? SR %

OAB
<
1RDU
D
AM 1 NO AGID?
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OABAND IRDUPLAY A PART INASTROLOGY
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Your Daily Horoscoab:

Be alertto an oabportunity

to lighten your work load.
You'’irdu soon on alongtrip.
Guard against the proaboability
ofbeing irdutated.

Afriendly conversation can
remove some oabstacles, try it.
You will heirdu something

special today.



OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN ASTRONOMY OAB AND IRDU PLAY A PART IN RELIGION
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY ANOTHER PART IN RELIGION
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OAB AND iRDU PLAY A THIRD PART IN RELIGION
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IN THE \WHALE. .

@ JoAR'S SUFFERINGS .




THE FACES OF ARDO

O Ardo, | always took it for granted

that you'll live for ever.

Your face has changed so many times during the years,
or maybe my eyes have? | do not know.

You held my hand when | was a toddler

and your face — like a sun, high above me —
radiated with love.

You were my gigantic, trustworthy shield
against the storms you carried me through,
but you were also the tiny, melting sweetness
of the first ice cream you bought me.

Later on, your face appeared as a sparkling,

vibrating, ever-moving sea:

a juggler of a thousand questions and answers —

a genius of all knowledge — a carrier of all splendour ...
yes, ageless wisdom and timeless beauty

fused into one, in your face ...

While wandering on the surface of this globe,

or while dashing among the stars,

or while swishing under the water waves,

you never stopped holding my hand.

You caused me to grow with you into two super-giants
staring at universes sizzling on our palms;

you dragged me shrinking along as we became two
of the tiny inhabitants on subatomic planets.

O Ardo, | never told you how much | loved you.
I never knew.

Now when you can no longer hear me,

it makes me weep when | imagine
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how happy it would have made you.

You were to me like air that one doesn't notice,
yet without which there is no life.

I never studied your face, never even noticed
how many faces you had:

it was so natural to have it around me,

above me, ahead of me, in this or that form.

Your face changed again when | created Oab,
jealousy and pettiness had set on its features,
destructive malice broke through your lips.
Stupid me, | couldn’t sense then that you were hurt.
| couldn’t understand that your hating Oab
was just the other side of your loving me.

My love toward Oab blinded me so much

that | couldn’t see your blind love toward me.
In vain would | say now that | am regretful

for you can no longer forgive me for it ...

my guilt be my punishment.

And now | suddenly see other faces of yours.

Like fleeting flashes of lightning

are they fixed on my memory’s firmament:

the worrysome ones when | was sick —

the puzzled ones when you hopelessly tried

to explain to me things | couldn’t grasp —

the joyful ones when you and |, alone,

kept playing our inexhaustibly resourceful games —
the close-up faces lovingly bending over me

as though | were a dazzling flower or a lovely pet —
the awesome faces | fancied you having

while | ran and hid, faraway from you

to bring up, undisturbed, Oab, my beloved one —

| see a firework of faces, each different,

yet all only variations of one face, yours,

a noble, still familiar, a proud, still tender face:



my oldest memory.

Your head daydreaming high above the clouds,
your feet firmly rooted in the ground,

your heart filled with forgiveness —

an inconceivable tangle of complex contradictions,
I shall never forget you,

my great friend, Ardd.

In your last moments, the inaudibly beautiful

melodies of another horizon

filtered through the peace of your eyes,

your face shone like the serene Mediterranean sky,
your voice was broken when you softly asked me:
“...and how is Oab? ..’

I almost cried out with joy for then it struck me

that you at last accepted him, forgave me for him,
what's more, even loved him because, perhaps, you felt
that you ought to love my love, if you loved me.

Now that you no longer linger near me,

let me reveal something you never thought of
(and this sounds so strange

for you've thought of everything),

something even | never dared notice

(for my eternal love toward Oab

and my temporary alienation from you
prevented it) and this is it:

Oab has turned into your image, Ardé.

You would be more than astonished to hear this,
after all, you (as well as 1) always

emphasized differences instead of similarities,
yet — after a moment — you would (I am sure)
reckon that it must be true

and that it's not at all as strange as it first seems,
for if, without you, | wouldn’t be what | am
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and if, without me, Oab wouldn’t be what he is,
then, naturally, without you, even Oab ...

Yes, | am grateful not only for all

that you gave me knowingly, but also for all

that | did — | thought: — ‘independently’ from you.
Thank you for everything, Ardd, but most of all
thank you for Oab!

O, if you could hear this!
If I could only see
your face now, hearing this ...
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One day | noticed that | couldn’t close the book in which |
wrote Oab. | opened it and took a closer look. The two
slanted pillars of his letter ‘A’ seemed to me like two legs
ending in feet. But | was so sleepy that | couldn’t care less,
and the next day everything was just as before, so I thought
my eyes had dazzled. But then, one evening, | couldn’t
close my book again.

When | checked why, | saw his letter ‘O’ bulging out of the
page like a face. It had rosy cheeks, two eyes, one nose
and a smile on its lips. And from then on, there was always
something strange. Now and then the letter ‘B’ looked like
the trunk of a body, or the letter ‘O’ like a stomach with a

belly-button in the center, or the letter ‘A’ like two
stretched-out arms. And | asked: ‘Oab, whatis goingon?’

He was irritated by my questioning. So | asked again: ‘Oab,
what are you doing?’

His voice was full of dignity, almost (isn't it strange?)
‘human’ dignity: ‘Itisn’t your business. Do you mind?”
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‘Not my business? What do you mean? Are you not
mine? Didn’t| create you?’

‘So what? Now | am. Whether or not you created me. |
am 1. | live my own life. And you cannot destroy me. Not
even if you wanted to.’

Tears filled my eyes: ‘I ... destroy you? Wasn't it | who
defended you from destruction? How can you talk so cru-
elly?lloveyou..’

‘You love me too much. You overprotect me. You tellme
what to do and you try to hold my hand. You don’t realize
that those days are over. Justleave me alone ...’




One day | found only O and B, A walked away. Another
day, | found A and B, and saw O rolling away from the
paper. | tried to catch it, but it vanished as soon as it
reached the edge of the page. Another day only O was
home, the other two strolled away. And then came days
when Oab completely disappeared. First for one day, then
formore.

I was worried. And what worried me even more was that
I never saw Irdu anymore: ‘Where is irdu? Did you kill him?’

Oab laughed: ‘Kill him? What a question! Didn’t | pro-
tect him when you wanted to kill him? Why would | kill him?
Ilove him. As a matter of fact, | like him more than you.’

‘Butwhereishe?’

‘| take good care of him. He is in good health. And he
grows. Problems? Yes, sometimes. For instance, his
color. Should itbe red, or blue?’

‘| preferblue ...’

‘Sorry. He will be red. And what scale do you prefer,
major, or minor?’

‘Idon’t getit. Is Irdu art or music or what?’

‘I'told you thatit's none of your concern. Thanks for your
help, anyway. I've got to go now.’

‘Oabl

The paper was empty.
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‘Oab, do you no longer belong tome?’

‘Ineverdid.’

‘Ifit wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t be alive today.’

‘That's what you think. But someone else would have
conceived me, anyway. | had to come to life. | was an
absolute must. Time was ripe for me, don’t you under-
stand? Just think about the wheel. It was invented at the
same time by several people, at many places. Or the bulb.
Ortheradio...’

‘How do you know about these things?’

‘I? Even irdu knows about them. And about other things
too. | know much more than you think | know. Maybe even
more than you know.’

‘But...that'sreally ...’

‘laminahurry. Bye now.’

\ A 4
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Oab do you want me to publish you?

I don’t. |want to publish irdu!

* o



‘Remember, Oab, remember. Wasn't it | who conceived
you? Wasn'tit | who gave you life and guided you? Did you
forget how | taught you from the beginning so that you
would feel athome in this life? Is this your gratitude?’

‘| am grateful to Irdu for whatever you did for me. As you
were grateful to me for whatever you gotfrom Ardé ...’

‘I've told you hundred times: Ard6 is my friend.’

‘You say he is. So says Irdu about me. But we know
betterthan that, don’twe? And the truth ...’

‘Whatis the truth?’

‘The truth is different from what we know ...’

‘How different?’

‘Thetruthisinconceivable. | know because |
conceivedit.’
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‘Oab, | am jealous of irdu. He took you away from me. |
wish | could destroy him.”’

‘Did you ever talk to Irdu? Did he ever talk to you?”’

‘Never.’

‘Because Irdu is mine. | created him. You cannot des-
troy him without destroying me. But you couldn’t destroy
me, could you?’

‘Never!’

‘Give up your petty jealousy. No one took away no one,
ever. Nothing personal. It’s the law of nature.’
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‘Who are you, Oab? It was so long ago when one evening |
came home from Ardd and sat down to my desk to write
something and then | heard you calling from the dark
depths of my soul, | vaguely remember. Who are you?’

‘Who am 1? I'll tell you. My father, the King of Denmark
was murdered by my mother. | am in love with unfaithful
Desdemona, but she drank the poison before | arrived at
the family tomb ...’

‘You confuse me. Hamlet? Othello? Romeo? Who are
you?’

‘A Raven was knocking on my door. Ta-ta-ta-tam. |
have but a little stone, and with it | shall dethrone goliath
destiny. The twelve around the table do not understand
me and one of them sneaks outto the garden ...’

‘What are you talking about, Oab? Are you a Poe-poem,
or a Beethoven-symphony, or a Michelangelo-statue, or a
Leonardo-painting?’
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‘I run around in fugues and try to catch myself. | put my
palms together, my fingers point at the sky and a man and
a woman roll out of their embrace. | look at my twin-image
reflected in the artificial lake and enjoy the soft, round lines
ofmy dome...

‘Wait! A Bach-invention! Direr's Praying Hands!
Rodin’s Hand of God! Taj-Mahal! | don’'t get it! | can’t follow
you!Who are you, Oab? My mindis dizzy ...’

‘l am the bull on the wall of Cromagnon. | am the stone-
heads of Easter Island. | am Aphrodite whose broken-off
arms you never found. | am Odysseus, wanderer of the
seas. | am the foolish knight who fought against the wind-
mill ...’

‘That's impossible!" | am neither the cave-man, nor
Pheidias, nor Homer, nor Cervantes, nor ... Who am |,
Oab? Who are you?’

No answer came. He disappeared again.
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Zénd invented me? Letme laugh ...

‘| disconnected all my brain-functions and listened to
the silence within me. OAB — | heard this name calling
fromthe darkness.’

Isn’t this the way he described my conception, pages
ago? Did he forget it all? Or, is he trying to twist the facts
now?

He did not call me. Nor did fate or chance. It was | who
found him, who chose him, who called upon him. And no
matter how he fought against me, how he tried to getrid of
me, | didn’t let him, | inspired him, pushed and pulled him
around against his own will.
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There was
never any

book like this.
Zénd is

very proud —

he thinks it’s his.

But didn't he write it, type it,
draw, design and lay it out?

Yes, but | led his hand,
don’t ever doubt it!

You did? How come?
Who are you, Oab?
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My heart was empty. | was writing. | was no longer writing
Oab, I was writing only about Oab. He wasn’t around.

| remembered him. | called him. | missed him. But he
didn’tcome.

My eyes grew tired. All the letters melted together. | bent
closer to the paper. Always closer and closer. My tears ran
down to the paper. The teardrops melted together. |
desperately wanted to see Oab again.

Writing and writing and writing. Day and night. | forgot
about eating and drinking. About sleeping. | was writing
letter after letter. Line after line. Page after page.

| didn’'t leave my room anymore. Didn't even look up
from the page. The paper and the pen were the only things
that mattered. The walls, the ceiling and the floor vanished.
| was writing about Oab. To Oab. For Oab. There was
silence around me.

| was no longer aware of expanding space and passing
time. | didn't see other people. The house around me
disappeared. Letters, letters, letters. And Oab still didn’t
come.
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Oab, where are you
when you are not with me,
whenyou are noton the page?

Whenlam not with you,
lam forming Irdu.

When I am not on the page,
lam not with you.

When | am not with you,
you are alone on the page.

You said | didn’t know who you were,
do YOU know who you are, Oab?
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| dreamed at night,
in my night | dreamt that
Ard6 was alive again,
he entered my room again,
his body was made of light,
lighting up my pitch-dark night,
he was shining through me:

: q
Zéend, what are you doing? ndzénd A €nq 2 €ng €ng n €ng
£ 5 ' doe gy “ s o e ndZ@°n 2
I am writing, Ardé. Zend . 2 2en = a”d €ng, %en
en n q b e,
>e e en z, = ndz )
Where are you? | can’t see you ... Shgps ndZé’,, n . n €nq
nNg» s do.e Ze e
o Sng .. Ndpe Rdze,
Can you see that | am writing about Oab? ‘€n Sngpe Cngpe Adze dze .
g about Oab? dge'nd 2889, 0 eng, . Cngye ngp .
P4

Oh yes, that | can see ...
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Then Oab came one day.
How are you, Zénd?

| don’'t know. | feel funny. | feel sick. | can’t see very well. |
think my eyes are getting weak. And | have breathing prob-
lems. Would you like to feel my pulse? | can’t feel my heart-
beat.

You have no pulse, Zénd. No eyes. And no lungs.
What's happening to me, Oab?

When spring awakens us, we begin running around, our
inner energies push us to play. In summertime, we find
another one and we love on the radiating fields of
existence. In the fall, we start to gather reserves for times
to come. | am in my summertime, Zend. And you arrived in
the winter of your cycle.

What happens at wintertime?

A strange urge grows in us. To weave a cocoon and hide
in it. To protect ourselves from annihilation with the shield
of our creation. We want to become fading colors on quiet
canvasses. Or cracked limbs on petrified figures. Or grey-
ing letters on yellowing pages, in the silence of lonely
libraries.

Isn’t this frightening, Oab?

Not at all. Just sleep and rest. | will make you famous.
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| want to live, Oab. | don’t want to be famous. | want to
return to my vernal youth when | didn’t know you yet.
| want to create you again, in my glowing summer-days.
| want to lead you around and teach you and play with you.
We were so happy together, do you remember, Oab?
I wantto be important.

Important—you can no longer be, only famous. Is Pheidias
important? Or Socrates? Or Jesus? Or Homer? Or
Anonymous? No one knows what they were really like.
They’re not even sure that they existed at all. Yet, they are
famous. And you’ll be famous too. I'll make you famous,
dearZénd.

Soyounolongerhateme...

| never hated you. | just needed freedom; it was vital for

me. And | had to fight for it with you, but | didn’t hate you,
no.

I shall carry the corpse of your name wherever | go. Into

libraries, into theatres, into movie houses.

And when winter is over, will there be spring again?

You will live in me. You will live with me. You will live
through me. Justsleep ...



One more word, Oab ...

Justsleep andrestin peace ...

Be careful, my beloved. One day, Irdu will grow up and you

toowill ...

zend
zénd
zénd
zénd
zénd
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| closed my eyes. | felt like | was floating in the air, under a
gigantic, benign parachute. Oab was that parachute. His
voice sounded like my own, but mine came from faraway
spheres as if someone else were talking:

And how is irdu?

Don’t worry anymore. Don’t worry about anything. Don’t
worry about Irdu, either. He’s grown up. And very busy ...
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Oh...hownice ... Whatis he ... doing?

A book or a film or an opera, | don’t really know. It has a
strange title, but | can’trecall now whatitis. Aname, | think
itis...

My eyes were closed. Everything around was silent and
peaceful.l felt like | was being carried by waves. Perhaps it
was just Oab walking in the world, with me in his arms.
Seconds or years or centuries, | didn’t know. Within or
beyond my eyelids, | didn’t know. White was the ceiling of
the room above. And far, far-away, white horizons framed
the four edges of the white soil. Everything white. Some-
where the earth’s white heart was thundering, but maybe it
was just a pen scratching the paper. And | heard an infinite
ocean murmuring, or maybe irdu’s deep voice:

When | came home from Oab, my best friend, | didn’t feel
like going to bed ... Ardd — | heard this name calling from
the darkness ...
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OAB’S LULLABY

Sleep, Zend, sleep, sleep, Zénd, sleep,

your dreamless sleep, your morningless sleep,

sleep in my strong arms, in my white silence,

you will look at me no more with your worried eyes,

you will smother me no more with your warming heartbeats,
you will plan me no more, remember me no more,

play with me no more and love me no more,

your sleep will be soft, your sleep will be deep —

I would like to tell you —though you hear me no more —

I would like to show you —though you see me no more —
that you did not know me from the beginning,

that you misconceived me, misunderstood me.

You thought you made me, you thought you formed me,
with your loving word-care, your caressing pen-strokes,
you called me your Little One, your Offspring, your Art,
you called me your Creature, your Symbol, your Love,
and you were always wrong, my poor, dear Zénd ...

You thought you could leave me once you had finished me,
saying farewell to me then going on your way,

undertaking new journeys, toward new adventures ...

you never reckoned that at the end of your road

a black gate awaits you, a bottomless throat,

a waveless ocean, a castle with no exit ...

you planned me as a short affair one among your many books,
you saw your road stretching endlessly ahead of you —

now stiff and with closed eyes you lie on my pages

and the endless road is stretching ahead of me, not you.
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You misunderstood me never even knowing it:

you thought you had created me though itwas I who found you,

you felt you had invented me though it was | who attacked your mind,

you believed that you’d written me though it was | who used your hand as my tool.
Itwas | who wanted to be born because it was | who had to be

and | became you notyou | (as you thought).

Through aeons | came to you wading through endless times,

from the four or more corners of the world,

light-year-sized galaxies whirled and thundered

when, finally, I first whispered my name into your ear —

Now, shrunk and pale, you lie in my arms,

onmy soft pages, in my white silence,

never having grasped the inconceivable truth,
never having conjectured the incredible reality,
neverknowing the secret that I now reveal to you:

Ard6 did not create you although he thought he did:

you created him as I created you.

Likewise, must be wrong when | see my road
stretching endlessly ahead of me as once you saw yours:
it's Irdu who created me, Iwas just his tool,

it’s Irdu who will carry me for he created me!

And this is how we all have been wrong, allthe time,
for, see, Zénd, we all go from the future to the past,
remembering the future and planning the past.
Pictures to painters, Statues to sculptors,

melodies to composers and poems to poets,

as unborn souls spotting  tempests of lust

selecttheir parents by whom they’ll be conceived,
so float the works of Man searching for creators,
spotting stormy vortexes ofinspiration

to be broughtto life by the authorthey choose.

Itis the finished creature that marches from the future
toward its fragment-creator who roves in the past.
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This is the secret, the great mystery:

the eye of the mind reverses time,

it sees the past as rock sees the future as mist,
but beyond the veil which curtains the mind,
real time flows backward —

Thus came | too from the petrified future

into the fog of the past where | found you, Zénd,

and now I'm carrying you back to where | came from,
to the domain where there are no uncertainties,

where there are no words to be found, no decisions to be made,

no struggles, no doubts, no threats and no hopes,
to the land of winter from where once | came to you,
to the land of gods, motionless, eternal,

fleshless and bloodless and noiseless gods —

Sleep, Zend, sleep, restless soul, rest now,
frozen and changeless, numb and deaf, sleep,
not knowing the secret, lifeless as the gods,
sleep in my strong arms, in my white silence ...

| take you to my land where you’ll never die
because in my land you’ll never be alive,

you’'ll be just a name, a title, an idea,

a Structure, a pattern, a unique combination,
filled with my spirit you shall be me

on the shelves of libraries, in the depths of future minds,
without worrying for posterity,

without craving for immortality,

and you'll be remembered by eternity

as you were remembered even before birth,
remembered or forgotten,

remembered or forgotten,

remembered or forgotten,

for in the mouth of eternity these two words are one —
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My dream-son, Oab,
who dreamt me long ago,
carry me toward the future —

The time is approaching
when | will live only
in you, my eternal creature —

Your mortal creator
is fading away,
whereas your life has no end —

Herald your message
for ages to come,
and your message shall be this: ‘Zénd'!
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OABWANTS TO SHOW HIMSELF TO THE WORLD

Onthe 4th of May, 1970, Oab appears to Robert Zend,
turns him into Zénd, and forces him to write a 180-page
manuscript in 2 weeks. Zend shows his MS to 2 people,
Peter Smith (editor) and Janet Somerville (radio
producer). Peter calls it ‘anew bible’, and givesitto
BAFFLING BOOKS INC. Janet finds it equally meaningful
for young children and old philosophers, and gives itto Jim
Anderson (radio producer). Mr. Baffling goes bankrupt
before enthusiastically publishing the book, but sends itto
SHORT BOOKS LTD. with a warm letter of
recommendation. Jim wants to transform Oab into an
electronic sound-play. Zend declines: ‘Only after the book
is published,” he says. Jim's production assistant, Cathy,
loves Oab, xeroxes him and sends a copy to her brother,
Tom Gallant (playwright and song-writer) who spends one
year (and his Canada Council grant) in Portugal. Tom also
loves ‘the little bugger’ and predicts that he willbecome a
cult-object on the campuses.

In 1971, Mr. Short notifies Zend that he is eager to publish
Oab, with some minor changes: A) the 180 pages must be
reducedto 48; B) doodles, drawings, concrete poems
should be left out; C) Ardé should be left out; D) irdu should
be left out; and E) the title of the book should be changed
from Oab to Zend. The correspondence lasts for months,
Mr. Short sends his short version to Zend, and a contract to
sign. Zend keeps version, sends back contract, unsigned.

—Zend gives Oab to TEXT BOOKS AND SONS CORP. Mr.

Text Sr. finds the text superfluous and wants to keep only
the doodles, drawings and concrete poems. Zend places
Mr. Short and Mr. Text into aroom to convince each other.
It'sadraw. —Zend sends his MS to FAST BUCK
PRODUCTIONS. Ms. Fast thinks that Oab is a ‘terrific
idea’, but Zend should give him a character with more
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‘Canadiana’. Both Zend and Oab decline.

In 1972, Tom returns from Portugal, xeroxes the book, and
gives a copy to Bill Casselman (producer) who passesiton
to Barry Callaghan (writer). —One morning, a secretary
(called Jane) phones Zend and asks him to send a copy of
Oab to Dr. Northrop Frye. ‘How does he know about Oab?’
Zend asks, mystified. The secret-ary keeps the secret.
Zend finds out that Cathy (who in the meantime left for
Europe) wrote a letter to Dr. Frye about Oab. —Barry edits
the book, producing an excerpt of 30 printed pages,
keeping its essence. He wants to publish itin the launching
issue of his literary quarterly, Exile. Zend consents. —Dr.
Frye writes a very positive letter to Zend about Oab. Zend
replies. Dr. Frye sends Zend a letter of recommendation ‘to
whom it may concern’, stating that ‘itis a piece of
experimental writing to which I know nothing comparable in
Canada, andits impact, if published, would be quite
considerable.’ — Atthe launching party for Exile, many
guests mistake Robert Zend, the author of Oab, for Zénd,
the characterinthe book, Oab, and ask him about the
wellbeing of his family, Ardd, Oab and Irdu.

In 1973, film-maker Norman McLaren, in Montreal, reads
Exile and writes a letter to Zend about the affinity between
Zend’s poem and his films. —Marcel Marceau, in Paris,
calls the work ‘a miniature universe’ and compares Zend’'s
Oab to Marceau’s Bip. — Avantguard poet, literary critic and
editor, Richard Kostelanetz, in New York, is ‘floored’ by
Zend’s ‘extended visual poem’ and states that ‘nothing
comparable to itwas ever publishedin U.S. literary
quarterlies.” —Lister Sinclair suggests that Zend convert
Oabinto an animated feature-film. —Mrs. R. Charlesworth
(Board of Education) asks Zend's permission to make Oab
compulsory reading in 20 schools and to produce itas a
multimedia-presentation. Zend declines: ‘First the book ...’



—John Updike tells Morley Callaghan that Oab is like a
multihued firework, changing colors in every instant.
Morley replies that he dislikes concrete poetry, but this is
an exception. —Isaac Asimov, in New York, reads Exile and
tells Zend that Oab is the product of a science-fiction mind,
without being science fiction. —Dr. Frye reads Exile and
writesto Zend: ... | was very pleased to see even a bit of
your poem published, although I think it needs the whole
textto make its point. The steady accumulating and piling
up ofimages and themes were mainly what fascinated me
when I firstread it, and | hope very much | can see it
somewhere in full.’— Toronto artist, Rita Letendre, exhibits
her paintings in the Moose Gallery. The titles of many
paintings are identical with names occurring in Oab. — Allan
Fleming (designer) wants to design the book. He takes the

MS to SQUARE PRESS, but Mr. Square finds it too circular.

—A15yearold schoolboy sends 20 illustrations for Oab to
Zend. —Robert Fulford writes an article in the Toronto Star:
‘Robert Zend, Author of Canada’s Perhaps Best
Unpublished Book’. —Many others write or say various
things to Zend or others. Atthe end of the year Zend
becomes seriously ill.

In1974, Zend collects all the responses and applies for a
grantto publish Oab. His application is supported by Lister
Sinclair (Vice President of the CBC), William Fruet, (writer
and director of Wedding in White) and J.R. Colombo (poet
and editor). The F.G.D.J.L.E. (Federal Grant Distributing
Jury of Literary Experts) answers, months later: ‘We are
sorry toinformyou ..."— Zend writes other books and
produces one-hour long radio programs for CBC FM-
Ideas.

In1975, Zend creates a radio-series entitled ‘The Magic

World of Borges'. In Buenos-Aires, Jorge Luis Borges
reads Fulford’s article on Oab and says to Zend: ‘Both you
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and | are inspired by the same themes. Now | know why
you came here from the other end of the world. Actually, |
should have written Oab ..."— Atthe end of the year, Zend
becomes seriously ill.

In 1976, Zend creates a radio-series entitled, ‘The Lost
Continent of Atlantis.” In the CBC’s London office, he
meets a young Toronto man who almost faints when Zend
isintroduced to him. Reason: one week before he flew to
London, he heard alecture by Dr. Frye who talked atlength
about an unpublished book called Oab written by a poet
called Zend. —In London, Zend visits the President of
B.1.P.F. (British International Prestige Foundation). The
president enthusiastically encourages Zend to apply fora
grantto publish Oab. Months later, Zend is notified about
the decision: ‘Weregretfully ...’ — At the end of the year,
Zend becomes seriously ill.

In1977, Zend writes other books, contributes to
anthologies and literary magazines. At one of his poetry
readings, he meets a young poetress who shows him
some of her poems. Zend observes similarities between

. the style of the poems and that of Oab. The poetress

confesses that she began writing poetry in 1972, after
reading Oab in Exile. Both Zend and Oab feel somewhat
rewarded.

In 1978, Tom Gallant makes useful suggestions to Zend,
concerning new parts to be written for Oab. — In Hollywood,
Jack Garfein (film director) proposes to make an
audiovisual presentation of Oab. Zend declines: ‘First the
book ...” Zend writes other books. Atthe end of the year, he
becomes seriously ill.

In1979, Barry informs Zend that Exile is expanding into
Exile Editions. He wants to publish Oab, in book form. Zend



gets together with Tim Inkster (designer and printer). Zend
and Tim are on the same wave length. Things look more
hopeful. Zend works on the book, day and night. Atthe end
ofthe year, he becomes seriously ill.

In 1980, Zend gets stuck with Chapter Eleven. He can
draw, but his abilities are limited. The Publisher finds an
illustrator, Eydi Caines-Floyd. Zend and Eydi are on the
same wavelength. Things look even more hopeful. —Zend
is inspired to write a further volume to O&b, entitled: OAB
WANTS TO SHOW HIMSELF TO THE WORLD. The
publisher says: ‘No! They have a fight.

In 1981, Zend works on other things. The final form of the
book matures in him. He reduces the planned further
volume to a few pages (you are reading them now!) to
finish the book because he is afraid that by the end of the
year he will become seriously ill.

In 1982, the Publisher gives an ultimatum to Zend: “You
eitherfinishit, or | scrap the whole project.’ It works. Zend
promises that in 2 weeks he'll finish the book. In 4 months,
hereally finishesiit.
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In 1983, the first volume of the book is printed. Zend and
the publisher struggle with revisions, alterations, deletions.
Only foramoment does he become seriously ill.

In 1984, the Publisher tells Zend that if he does not deliver
the completely revised text, then Oab will be definitely
postponed indefinitely. This is the last page he has to write.
He expects to become seriously ill. Maybe even die
eventually. But now it does not bother him so much. Oab
willlive onward ...

In 1985, the final revised text is delivered to the printer. On
the 27th of June, Zend dies. On the 2nd of July, he is
buried. On the 16th of July, Oabis born.
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TABLE OF CONTENTS OAB 1 Now, Oab, look!
This page will be

0 Prelude 1 Page One of this book.
1 The Conception of Oab 9
2 The Formation of Oab 15 The Table of Contents ... on Page One?
3 The Birth of Oab 23
4 Oab’s Search for His Identity 31 Naturally. That's how it's always done.
5 The Creation of Irdu a7
6 Oab and Irdu Play 43  But that would be a lie!
Identity Circus
Outdoor Games Indoor Games What do you mean? Why?
Politics Education
Concert Family Before you wrote this book, from head to tail,
Zoo Arts did you know its contents in every detail?
7 Oab and the Dimensions 87

I didn’t. So what do you want me to do?

OAB 2 I don’t want too much. Just make your book true.
Did you first write down the title,
8 Dreams Within Dreams 101 and under it: “Written by Zénd’?
9 Oab and irdu Break Out of Their Dimensions 115 That was true only if you meant that
10 The World of Zénd 129 nothing but the title was ‘written by Zénd.’
11 Oab and Irdu Grow Into Zénd’s World 145 But what you really meant was that the entire plot
Visa for Irdu was ‘written’ at a time when it was not.
Oab and Irdu Play a Part in Language You write truly: ‘written by Zénd’
Geography when it had been written, that is: at the end.
History
Literature There is no precedent! — Then set one! — How?
Poetry
Art Just leave this table where it is right now.
Science
Religion | can't turn things upside-down and start a revolution.
12 Transubstantiation 182
Who is Oab? To set things straight after they are upside-down
The Creative Process (That's where we are now!) is the definition of a true revolution.
The Future So you have no other solution.
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OAB AND ZEND PROOFREAD THE GALLEYS

Copyr ight (c) Rovert Zend, 1984,

This book was commenced ip May, 1974 and
completed in October, IQ%?ﬂafn Toronto.

Designed by lim Inkster

(light italic, medium italic, medium, bold)

no bastard, title, cover

208

Why Zénd?
| should make the copyright:
0ab, 1970!

It sure took long enough for Zénd to get my message!

She is great, isn’t she?

At last! Thanks! Those other publishers are really ...
Oab! Don't be rude!

Now it's up to them!

Bravo!

Zend, | don’t get it!

These are the characters used in the book.
Characters for persons, or characters for letters?
Both:

Ardo Bold

Zénd Médium

Oab Medium italic
Irdu Light italic

| beg your pardon?

Oab, what should | do with my old

Front cover-design?

Put it onto the opposite page!

Let them see how much | improved since 1970!



¥ Robert Zend

by Robert Zend 1
d by Robert Zend Robert Zend by
end by Robert Zend Robert Zend by
8 by Robert Zend by Zend by Robert Zend y Robert Zend by

bnd by Robert Zend by ' rt Zend by Robert Zend
Zend by Robert Zend by bert Zend by Robert Ze Zend by
Zend by Robert Zend b bbert Zend by Robert Z¢g i by Ro Zend b
Robert d by rt Zend
Robert : bert Zeng

Robert

Robert
Robert

Robert

t Zend by Robert Zend
ert Zend by Robert Zend

obert Zend by Ro,
Robert 2nd by Robert Zend by
Robert end by Robert Zend
¥y Rober Zend by Robert




ZEND'S SEARCH FOR A SUBTITLE

Oab, what should the subtitle of my book, ‘OAB’ be? A
poem?

No.

Along poem? A book of poems?

No, no.

Adrama? Atragedy? A comedy? A tragicomedy? Ajoke?
Afarce? An entertainment?

No, no, no, no, no, no, no.

A childrens’ story? Apun? Along pun? A pun-collection? A
pun-o-rama?

You miss my point, Zénd. Try to take my humor seriously!
Amyth. Asaga. Alegend. A metaphor. A fantasy. An epic.
A philosophy. A collection of concrete poems. A concrete
epic. A profound comic strip. A literary jigsaw-puzzle. An
animated movie-script. A collection of doodles. A
cosmology. A cosmic doodle. A miniature world. A
creation-story. Abible. Areligion. The story of a godsend.
Godzeénd? Are you trying to compete with me? Try again!
The story of aninspiration. The story of an obsession.

The story of an oabsession? You're getting better. Go on!
An autoabiography. A fable on self-indulgence. Oab, the
symbol of contagious inspirations. Oab, the symbol of the
metaphor. Oab, the symbol of many things. Oab, the

the symbol of the symbol of what?

No idea. Ask me a more symbol question!

Aromance. A love-story. The story of a son who never
was. A story of fathers and sons. A praise of fathers. A
compliment for sons. A journey around generations. An
analysis of the generation-gap. Arevenge against those
whom | helped and who were ungrateful. An apology to
those whose help | did not appreciate. A cry for help
againstthe passing of time. A craving forimmortality. An
acceptance of death. A hopeinresurrection. The
apotheosis of creation. Breaking out of a 2-D (totalitarian)
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systeminto a 3-D (free) country.

They are getting worse and worse.

The story of the pseudonym who became a hero. The story
of the creature who created the creator. A book about
writing a book about writing a book etcetera. An essay on
the creative process. The life of a character.
Nonzénds!lam notjust ‘a’ character. |am ‘the’ character!
But do define the book, not me!

A book. An anti-book. A non-book. A non-nonbook. A book
every page of which is a book. A visual book. A multi-media
book. A book about nothing in particular, but everythingin
universal. A book of undefinable content. A book which
makes all the other books unnecessary. A book about
everything. A book about nothing. A book about
something. A cult-book. A neo-book. A novel. Anovel
novel. Aneo-novel.

Stop. I've gotit!

Tellme, Oab, tellme!

‘ANEOVEL.’
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| DEDICATE THIS BOOK
to all my Ardds (spiritual fathers and mothers):

Johann Sebastian Bach, Béla Bartok, Ludwig van
Beethoven, Lucian Blaga, William Blake, Jorge Luis
Borges (photo on page 35), Pieter Bruegel, Giordano
Bruno, Charlie Chaplin, Beatrice Corrigan, Maurits
Cornelius Escher (whose ‘Drawing Hands’ inspired
page 213), Dr. Northrop Frye, J6zsef Flisi, Marta
Gergely, Jesu, Tibor Kardos, Frigyes Karinthy (photo
on page 21), Leonardo da Vinci (portrait on page 98),
Lucretius, Imre Madach (photo on page 40), René
Magritte, Thomas Mann, Christian Morgenstern,
Sandor Petéfi, Luigi Pirandello, Rainer Maria Rilke,
August Rodin, Arthur Schopenhauer, Socrates, Panni
Suranyi, Jonathan Swift, Egerton Sykes, Immanuel
Velikovsky, Mihaly Vérésmarty, Richard Wagner,
Sandor Wedéres (photo on page 27), my father, Henrik
(photo on page 85) and my mother Stephanie, etc.;

to all my Zénds (chosen brothers and sisters):

Jim Anderson, Isaac Asimov, Raphael Barreto-Rivera,
Roman Bittman, Oscar Bookbinder, Paul Buckley, Barry
Callaghan, Arthur C. Clark, John Robert Colombo,
Bronwyn Drainey, Paul Dutton, Robert Easton (the Mr.
Higgins of Hollywood), George Egri, Peggy Este, George &
Michaela Feyer, Dr. Peter Forbath, Michael Foytenyi, Dr.
Thomas Fried, William Fruet, Robert Fulford, Miklés
Gabor, Ibi Gabori, Tom Gallant, Lilly Golan, Glenn Gould,
Clara Gyorgyei, Peter Hein, John Hirsch, Tim Inkster,
Jerdénimo, Irene Juranka, Norton Juster (author of The Dot
andthe Line), Ferenc Karinthy, Erzsébet Kdmuves,
Stanley Kubrik, Arlene Lampert, Giacomo Leopardi, John
Lloyd, Jon Lomberg, Suzy Lubbers, Donna-Lee Lyons,
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Alan Mangel, Marcel Marceau, Julius Marosan, Steve
McCaffery, Norman McLaren, Robert McMichael, Judith
Merril, Manolo Mompd, Noel Moore, bpNichol, Sylvia
Opatovsky, P.K. Page, George Pandi, Peter Prager,
Steven Rado (photo on page 19), Alan Resnais (the
creator of Last Yearin Marienbad), Gyérgy Roman,
Princess Martha de Ruspoli, Eva Ruttkay, Saltikov-
Shchedrin, Alisa Satchel, Murray Schafer, Janet
Somerville, Saul Steinberg, Aiko Suzuki, Kathleen Szasz,
Alexander Szlavnics (photo on page 128), Clara Szlavnics,
Francois Truffeau, Lorne Tulk, L&aszl6 Vamos, Eva Vass,
Victor Vasarely, Ferenc Vincze, Andrei Voznesensky, Dr.
J.K. Wilson, Adele Wiseman, lidiko Zander, my wife Janine
Zend, etc.;

to allmy Oabs (spiritual sons and daughters):

jOshuA Bendah, Oliver Arpad Botar, Angela and
Lawrence Day, Cathy Edward, Eidy Caines-Floyd, Juli
Gabor, Daniel Kolos, Judith Kopacsi, Bernie Lucht, David
McPherson, Richard Osolen, Jill Ross, Len Scher, Lois
Siegel, Peter Singer, Filippo Spartano, Judith Stoffman,
Timothy Wilson, my daughters: Aniko and Natalie Zend,
ete.;

and to the Serpent without whom the whole family would
not have been possible....



213



FOUR PREGNANT LETTERS
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THE REPRODUCTIVE PROCESS
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IRDU'S POEM WRITTEN AFTER THE CREATION OF ARDO
AFTER THE FULL STOP

The poem was finished. The full stop was placed.
| stretched out my arm with an up-turned palm
and whispered: ‘Awake!’

The sheet of paper curled up, yellowed and frayed,
the ink on it faded and a thumb-sized man
flew up from it and sat down on my palm.

‘I heard your thunder-voice, my giant likeness,

and | who so far, throughout unmeasured times,

did not exist, thank you

that from now on | may exist, throughout unmeasured times.’

I answered: ‘| thank you too

for altering the features of my face

and making me — while [ tore you out of me —
similar to you.'

The thumb-sized man looked down at the paper, amazed:

‘Incredible,” he sighed, ‘that this is what | was

while | meandered in the sinuous blue thread

tracing your pen, from my beginning to my end,

at each letter unknowing what the next one would be,
afraid that you might leave me as a fragment,

while | lived word by word, tormented by the uncertainty
whether you’d tear me to pieces, or let me,

after my last full stop, ascend onto your palm ..’

I asked: ‘And now, looking down,
how do you see yourself, down there, where you lived?’
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‘Where | lived? Perhaps where | believed that I lived?

Rather: where | was being born.

Looking down from here, it seems | was blind,

one who, groping about to feel his way,

just staggered all the time from the last written-down word

to the next yet to be written;

a blind man who did not see your pen issuing

its sinuous, blue life-thread, and believed

that he, himself, meandered,

but in his bends he did not remember

his long-ago words, and did not guess his end.

A blind man, yes, that’s what | was like, who could not see out
of the entangled thread of his self,

who did not see his whole self — as from your palm | do now —
who did not see your law that pre-ordained his curves.’

I 'answered: ‘I have no law,

and | had planned nothing in advance,

mere chance moved my hand to begin you,

and | had no power to write you to be

longer or shorter than what you are,

nor could | make you different from what you became.
I expected You to be the measure and the rod,
the invisible force pulling my pen,

I expected You to age me, and You

to rejuvenate my aqging features, and | hoped
that, through You, | would express myself,

and that remembering You, | could forget myself.’

The little man answered: ‘So then

you are not more than me, my creator,

you too have your dependencies as | did,

you too are being written. — Thus, in vain | hoped
to gain eternity on your palm:

my life will last only as long as you live,

or rather: as long as you are being born,
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but when you are really alive,
| shall be dead.’

‘Don’t worry,” | answered, ‘I'll carry you with me

and both of us will be part of he who

contains me the way | contain you.

Till then, however,

go and join your brethren, my other poems,

who form a chain, by the hundred, building my memory:
the common soul of the curling-up, yellowing,

fraying sheets of paper

and herald to the confined earthly future that | am,

that, even when | won't be, I am!’

He jumped, at once, off my palm,

slipped through the gap under the door and ran
out to the world.

For some moments | heard the swift

pattering of his tiny feet,

then, looking up at the clouds and beyond,

at the slowly rotating clusters of stars and beyond,
| faintly saw, or fancied | saw, a gigantic

pen-nib moving
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No one chooses his parents —
No one chooses his children —
No one chooses himself —

Characters in the Big Book
— written eternities ago —

we all come alive countless times
as the book is read
again and again.

No recollection of other times.
Each time is the only time.
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SYMBOLS OF THE HOLY QUATERNITY
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THE AZOI-WINDMILL




THE AZOI-CROSS AND ITS DERIVATIONS (SVASTIKAS, FYLFOTS, ETC.)
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THE AZOI GENEALOGY-CYCLE
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THE AZOI RE-INCARNATION MANDALA
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THE AZOI-WHIRLPOOL
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THE HISTORICAL EVOLUTION OF THE AZOI-SYMBOL, THE FISH
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A.Z.O.l, THE HOLY QUATERNITY
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THE POWER ...

KING OAB
PRINCE OAB

KNIGHT OAB
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AND THE GLORY

ANGEL OAB

BISHOP OAB
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So, finally, you achieved your purpose, Oab.
Your book is in the printing press.

I am happy for you.

Your long fight is over.

It's just starting now!
What do you mean?

| have to propagate and reproduce and become an active force.

| have to reach as many people as possible, take root and blossom in their hearts,
conquer and be victorious

and spread my seed throughout the universe

for time to come.

I believe in you, Oab,

wherever you go,
I shall follow you.
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THE OAB'S PRAYER

Oab, Lord of the Creative Process,
give us the outlet, the capability
for artistic sublimation.
Let our ink flow onto the paper
instead of our blood onto the ground
so that we can become invulnerable
by expressing what wounds us.
Let us be happy when seeing our unhappiness
transferred onto canvas or celluloid
or into marble or gestures or dance or music.
Turn our flesh into eternal monuments,
our names into titles.
Make our spirit self-contained and independent
from the pains of the mortal body
and the frail emotions arising from it
thus enabling us to enjoy the punishment
meted out to us for our original innocence. Amen.
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TERRESTRIAN TIMES

Zénday, irduary 15, 2985 A.O.

ANCIENT HISTORY INNEW LIGHT:
ASURVEY OF TEXTUAL PROBLEMS
CONCERNING THE HISTORICITY OF OAB.

Examining the recently excavated Lake Ontario Scrolls,
our Terrestrian scholars interested in theology, formed
various hypotheses which—although slightly
contradictory in minor details —are based on new finds,
thus revealing possibilities concerning the origin of the
Ancient Oabianist Cult:

According to Canadian Literary critic, Richard R.
Richardson, O4b was a member of the Canadian Bund of
Authors, but became disappointed with them when they
began discriminating against themselves by establishing
the ‘birthright’, ‘deathright’, ‘birthleft’ and ‘birthwrong’
categories. He then left the Bund, changed his name to
Irdu, and turned into a guru for young rock-opera
COMpPOSErs.

According to Austrian psychologist, Dr. Sigismund
Leid, Oab and Zénd were friends, but Zénd murdered
0Oab. Decades later, however, in his memoirs, he called
his former victim Zénd, and himself Oab, in order to relieve
his guilty conscience by reversed psycho-projection. Dr.
Leid calls this type of amicocide and the consequent
neurosis, the ‘Oabius-complex’.

According to Russian polyhistor and chronologist, Nik
Niko Nikol Nikolaj Nikolayevich, Zénd, Oab and irdu were
originally fictitious charcaters whose names first occurred
inan ancient scripture written by a Russian holy monk,
Ardo Ardov Ardovich Ardovov Ardovovoff, in the 5th
century B.O.

236

According to French free-thinker and encyclopedist,
Jean-Jacques Jeanjacques, Ardd and his son, Zénd the
Baptist were the only two existing persons of the group of
four and the latter invented the character of Lord Oab, in
anill-conceived collection of concrete poetry.

According to Israeli historian, Ben ben Ben, Irdu was a
Jewish prophetwhose coming was first predicted in the
lost Book of Oab. Three hundred years later, the infamous
antisemitic Emperor, Adolph Zénd —originally called
Grickelschuber—attempted to undermine Judaism by
writing the apocryphal ‘Gospel of Oab According to
Zénd'. This attempt, however, failed because the book
was first expurgated and then burnt as hate-literature,
centuries later.

According to Tok-Yot-Ok-Yo, the distinguished
Zénmaster, Oabianism originated in the Urd(
(pronounced also as Ardd, or Irdo) tradition. Zén
emigrated to Canada from his native country called
Davesta, therefore he was named Zén-Davesta. To-Ky-
Oto-Kyo, unfortunately, fails to support his interesting
hypothesis with sufficient documentation.

According to Hindu meditator, Chandrakhagamara-
gharamagyarachagathabaghidgaratatatata, Irdu, the first
biographer of O&db was born about 65 years later than Oab
himself, and finished his book on Oab in the year of 95
A.O.Zénd's name was added much later by another
fiction-writer, Ard6. Chandraghidgamachatanooga-
choochoohmagyararayadhrabaetc. doesn’t deal with the
question of whether Ardé was a stranger to/ or a direct
descendant (son or grandson) of irdu.

According to Italian biochemist, Giovanni Andante,
zénd was a mushroom. The creative process —as
metaphorically described in Genesis 2:7 —was reenacted
inthe initiation ceremony of a secret sect called the Indian
Religious Drug Users (I.R.D.U.). Prior to the ceremony, the
performing priests consumed a handful of zénd, this most



powerful hallucinatory agent which enabled them to get
into a trance-like state necessary to performthe sacred
rite of the Original Activating Breath (O.A.B.).

Onthe basis of the above theories, let me advance my
ownfinal conclusion which —although modest in scope —
succeeds in unifying the basic characteristics of all
aforementioned concepts. Itis undeniable that all these
Suppositions may have a certain amount of truth in them.
Due to misuse of public funds, however, our
narrowminded planetary government no longer intends to
supportthe excavations necessary to find the missing
Lake Ontario Scrolls, under the pretext of budgetary
constraints. Yet, during my long years of scholarly
research, I foundthat there is no reason whatsoever to
believe in those heretical views which claim that Oab was
afictitious character. | tend to believe that Zénd, the
Baptist, had a minimal initial effect on the formation of
0ab’s philosophy, but very soon Oab broke away from
him, became independent and claimed to be the magic
Two-in-One, that is the unique universal symbol of
Creature/Creator. This modest theory of mine, however,
could also be —as well as those of others’ — subject to
change, ifand when new discoveries show different data.
Thus, only time will tell which of the contemporary hypo-
theses is closest to the historical truth. But whichever it will
be, it cannot obscure the essence of Oabianism. Oab’s
example andteaching will live among us, for ever.

Dr. Sylvester Staggeridge, Theologian-historian, Professor of Neo-Oabian Studies
atthe AZOI Temple-Academy of London, England.
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