The death of the poet and the land that never changes.
160 years have passed by, but the dead poet Serob Levonian returns to Armenia to realise through an old artist's eyes that almost nothing has changed. The church is still a fundamental part of the way to think, while their buildings reunite with the earth. This folk, this land comes into picture like the origin of the Christianity. Hands forming the soil to create life and to raise food, to play instruments and to prove their power in fighting games. It is a patriarchal culture showing its powerful atmosphere and its everlasting attitudes. In the town the people suffer as if they feel displaced, torn away from their roots and their origin. And as modernity gets stuck and is forced to a standstill, also the stone figure of Serob Levonian remains somewhere, nowhere, ashes to ashes and dust to dust, waiting to molder.
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