An unsuccessful return of the poet
In spite of the proclaimed humbleness that an old sculptor tries to honor a great but unjustly forgotten poet with, he can not resist to honor also his own self as he is creating a much longer lasting creature. So very soon the images are showing two different poetics – one of the dignity, of an art that for sure was at the first place meant to enrich the people, but it somehow just can not find its way into their lives. As the art can soon start to feel superior (and maybe not by its own fault) towards commonly living (in this case) Armenian people. And this is the subject of the second parallel story which also the camera itself distinguishes with more realistic (momentarily even frontal, face en face) approach, occasionally giving the impression of a documentary. But the abyss between old sculptor's need to provide a higher meaning to his brief existence and sometimes even bloody rituals on the other side in no way prevents the spectator to notice the link between material, platonist idea and a (simple) human being. Not to mention the creative artistic process where one can feel the mud on fingertips because of the sound. While the highlight of the film is a different kind of storytelling – as the story itself is of no importance anymore.
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