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Synopsis

Two Russian musicians living in Berlin perform in German and Russian texts by Futurian
Russian poet V. Khlebnikov. He lived during the First World War, the Russian Revolution and
the Civil War following it. He was a pacifist and suffered watching so much destruction and
death. Within his poetic works he started up a mathematical research on the recurrence of
historical events at certain determinate lapses of time. Using mathematical formulas, carefully
searching through history the dates of big wars or revolutions he found a kind of algorithme
that could predict the dates of future wars, a hopeful poetic act. He called it “The laws of time’.

In ‘UM’ “Mind’ in Russian-, both performers are placed in a large studio with binaural
microphones. They tease each other and give their voices to the words of Khlebnikov. A letter
to his sister Vera, where he shares his concern about the scorn he suffers about his ideas -
nevertheless optimistic - is performed by the man in Russian. The woman gives a playful
poetic performance on his formulas and ideas about the hidden numeric structures in the
universe, enjoying the sound of German language. The soundtrack is minimalistic, percussive,
though does not make use of regular rhythms, it weaves a transparent sound-net where words
cling.
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SCRIPT ORIGINAL GERMAN/RUSSIAN

SIE und ER: 365 = 3%+3%3%+3%+3%+...
(Sie bort auf, Smalltalk auf Russisch)

SIE und ER: 365 = 3°+3*+3%+3%+3%43%41

ER:  Vera....Vera
SIE: Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt
Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt und glaube
Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt und glaube, dass es jetzt

Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt und glaube, dass es jetzt ebenso leicht sein
wird

Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt und glaube, dass es jetzt ebenso leicht sein
wird, die Ereignisse

Ich habe das Grundgesetz der Zeit entdeckt und glaube, dass es jetzt ebenso leicht sein
wird, die Ereignisse vorauszusehen wie bis 3 su zihlen.

Wenn die Menschen keine Lust haben

Wenn die Menschen keine Lust haben, meine Kunst

Wenn die Menschen keine Lust haben, meine Kunst die Zukunft

Wenn die Menschen keine Lust haben, meine Kunst die Zukunft vorauszusehen

meine Kunst die Zukunft vorauszusehen, zu erlernen, so werde ich in ihr die

Pferde unterrichten.

Vielleicht wird sich das Reich der Pferde als fihigerer Schaler erweisen denn das Reich
der Menschen.

Die Pferden werden es mir danken, sie werden, aufler dem Wagenziehen, noch eine
weitere hilfreiche Verdienstmoglichkeit haben: sie werden den Menschen das Schicksal
voraussagen und den Regierungen helfen, die noch Ohren haben.

(ER stohnt, Sie spielt die Flohte und beide stimmen sich mit der ersten Noten
von Stravinsky’s Fiirlingoper ab)
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SCRIPTENGLISH

SHE and HE: 365 = 3°+3*+3%+3%+3'+...
(She stops, small talk in Russian)

SHE and HE: 365 = 3°+3*+3%+3%+3%43%1

HE: Vera....Vera
SHE: I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time
I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time and I believe

I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time and I believe that now

I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time and I believe that now it will be as

easy

I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time and I believe that now it will be as

easy the events

I have discovered the fundamental Laws of Time and I believe that now it will be as

easy to predict events as to count to three.

If people don’t want

If people don’t want my art

If people don’t want my art the future

my art of predicting the future

to learn my art of predicting the future, I shall teach it to horses.

A government of horses may turn out more gifted scientists

than a government of men.

Horses will be grateful to me.

They will have, beside riding, another supplementary source of income:

they will able to predict the fate of human beings and to aid governments that still have

ears to hear.

(She whistles like a bird,

HE moans, she plays flute and both synchronise to Stravinsky first notes of Rite of Spring)



ER:

SIE:

Die Pferden werden es mir danken, sie werden, aufler dem Wagenziehen, noch eine
weitere hilfreiche Verdienstmoglichkeit haben: sie werden den Menschen das Schicksal
voraussagen und den Regierungen helfen, die noch Ohren haben.

BEIDE: 365 = 3°+3*+3%+3%+3%43%+1

SIE:

ER:

SIE:

ER:

X=3"3"

Ich liege und warte auf eine Zahl wie die Katze auf eine Maus.
Ich liege und warte auf...(sze unterbricht ibn, small talk in Russian)
Ich liege und warte auf eine Zahl wie die Katze auf eine Maus.

(Sie pfeift wie ein Vogel)

Wenn man die ganze Menschheit begreift als eine Saite, vor ergibt die beharrlichere
Untersuchung eine Zeit von 317 Jahren zwischen zwei Anschldgen der Saite.

‘Wenn man die Reihe von 133 x 225 Jahren fiir das Schwingen des Festlands annimmt,
verstanden als flache Saiten, 317 Jahre fir die Schwingungen der Saite der Kriege des
Jahres 317 Tage fir das Leben des Gedichtnisses und der Gefiihle der Tage, 237
Sekunden, 1/80 und 1/70 Teil der Minute, und den 1/439 und 1/426 Teil der Sekunde, so

ersteht vor uns die Kette der Zeiten,: aj, a2, a3, a4 ...an-1, die gebunden sind nach

diesemGesetz: an is 365 oder in 317 mal weniger an-1. Diese reihe Zeiten ist das Gamma

des Budenlan..
(Sie spielt die Flote)

Bepunrpka, 3amHbKal ay!

Jletnre muceMa, Kax IMCTOYKM Oepe30BbIe, HA PYChIE TOJIOBBI JOPOTHX, MTaaiiTe Ha
ouapoBaHHBIX Y Boirm.

ITopa pa3ouapoBbIBaTh 3Meli, TO-TO OyAeT MINIEHNE 3MEVHOT0 LIAPCTBA. DTOT T'Of
6y,ueT I'OZIOM BEJIMKOV Y IIOCJIEIHEN JIPAKU CO 3MEEM.

Bce, uTo B MOeM co3HaHMN: YepPHBIE HOYHBIE OKHA, [IbIXaHVE 3aIIBIXaBIINXCS JIPOB,
TOPOIISIINXCSI CTATh 30JI0M, — BCE ITOIBIMAIO 32 MOIO IT0OE/Iy HaJl 3MEEM.

3a T0 BpeMs 51 BBIKOBAJI IPOT ISt 60pBOBI C HUM — HTO MpeaBUIEHIE OYyIero: y
MEHsI €CTh YPaBHEHMS 3B€3JI, YPABHEHMS I'0JI0CA, YPABHEHNS MBICJIN, YPABHEHMS
POXIEHNSA ¥ CMEPTHL.

4 mepBBIi B301IIE]I HA HOBBIM MATEPUK — IIOBEJIEBAOIIIEE BPEMSI, IIEPBBII BCTYIIVII HA
HETO, 51 OBLI IIbsIH OT PAIOCTH, HO JIOAV BCET A JIFOAY, — U 13 IIEPBOrO CPAKEHIISI CO
3MeeM s BBIIIEJ B LIEIISIX: OT MEHS BIPYT YJIETEIN BCE MO MBICJIN, ¥ MOM
OYaPOBAHHBII MUP IIOKVMHYJI MEHsI, TOYHO 51 M3MEeHWI eMy. Bce Bumenms Oymyiero
BJIPYT IIOKVMHYJIV MEHsI, TOYHO HEHY)XXHOE JEPEBO CTast OTbIXABIINX IOJIyOeIi.

DTO CIIyUMIIOCH IIOCJIE TOTO, KaK 51 B IIOCJIEHMIA Pa3 B )KM3HM IOBEPII JIIOISAM U
IIpOYeJI TOKJIaz B ydeHOM obujecTse mpu yuusepceurere "Kpacnas 3sesna”.
ITpaBna, st yTOHYEHHO MCTSI3aJ MX: MAPKCUCTaM s cO00ImwI, uTo 1 Mapxc B kBazpare,
a TeM, KTO npeamnountaer Maromera, st COOOIIIIL, YTO 1 IPOJOJDKEHNE IPOIOBEIN
MaromeTa, cTaBIIErO HEMBIM M 3aAMEHUBIINM CJIOBO YMCJIOM.

Hoxutan st o3armasu "Kopan uncen”.



HE.:

SHE:

Horses will be grateful to me. They will have, beside riding, another supplementary
source of income: they will able to predict the fate of human beings and to aid
governments that still have ears to hear.

BOTH: 365 = 3°+3*+3%+3%+3'43%41

SHE:

HE.:

SHE

HE:

X=3"3"

I lie in wait for number like a cat waiting for a mouse.
I lie in wait for.... (SHE cuts him, small talk in Russian)
I lie in wait for number like a cat waiting for a mouse.

(She whistles like a bird)

If we conceive of all mankind as a string, then the most diligent and thorough study
reveals that there is an interval of 317 years between soundings of the string.

If we take the series of 133x225 years for the vibrations of continents, conceived as
platelike strings, 317 years for vibrations of the string of war, a year, 317 days for the life
of memory and feelings, a day, 237 seconds, 1/80 and 1/70 of a minute and 1/439 and
1/426 of a second, then before us stretches a chain of time periods: ai, az, a3, a4 ...

an-1, joined according to the law that az is 365 or 317 les than ax- 1. And this series of
diminishing periods is the Futurian Scale.

(She plays flute)

Dear Vera, bunny, yoo-hoo!,

Fly little letters like little birch leaves, over the russet head of the ones I love, fall upon
the enchanted dwellers by the Volga.

It is time to begin disillusioning the dragon, so there will be much hissing in the
dragon’s kingdom. This year will be the year of a great and final battle with the dragon.
Everything my consciousness contains: black night time windows, the hissing of the
breathless firewood as it hasten to ashes, I raise it all to salute my victory over the
dragon.

These past days I have forged a spear for my combat with him, it is a vision of the
future: I posses equations for the stars, equations for voices, equations for thoughts,
equations for birth and death. I am the first to set a foot on a new continent: a place
that commands Time.

I was the first to appear upon it, intoxicated with joy, but people remain people and, I
returned in chains from my first encounter with the dragon: all my thoughts abandoned
me and my enchanted world vanished just as if I had betrayed it. All visions of the
future suddenly abandoned me the way a flock of doves, having rested, abandon the tree
they no longer need.

All this happened after I trusted people for the last time of my life and read a report at
a scholarly meeting at Red Star University. It is true I put them through the most
exquisite torments, I announced to the Marxists that I represented Marx squared, and
to those who preferred Mohammed I announced that I was the continuation of the
teaching of Mohammed, who was henceforth silenced since the Number had now
replaced the Word. I called my report the ‘Koran of Numbers'.



SIE:

ER:

SIE:

ER:

Bor nmouemy Bce Te, ube camoirobue He MOET SajIbliie IOIYYEHVSI CAIlOT B HAarpajy 3a
XOpollee NoBefeHne 1 61aroHaMepeHHbI 00pa3 MBIC/IN, IAPAXHYIIUCH IPOYb U
VICIIyTaHHO CMOTPSIT Ha MEHSI.

Ho Bce-rakm sxpebuit 6poureH, u 3meit OymeT NpoTKHYT B camoe 1my30. [Toxa sxe xmu3Hp

O6BI/ITa €T'0 XXMPHBIM KMBOTOM C MPAYHBIMU y30PpAMU CMECPTU TEJIA U IyXa.

Ho u Ho! moeguuox 6yzmer!

....... x= k+ 3+ 34 (0D G+ 3%+ 38- 365)

Ein Infanterist der Deutschen Infanterie muss der Militirordnung gemif} 81 oder 8o
Schritte in der Minute tun. Folglich tut er an einem Tage 365x317 Schritte, d. h. ebenso
viele Schritte wie in 317 Jahren Tage erhalten sind - Zeit eines Schlages der Saite der
Menschheit. Ebenso viele Schlige tut ein mittleres Frauenherz. Teilt man diese Zeit,
nimlich eines Schrittes, in 317 Teile, so erhalten wir 424 Schwingungen in der Sekunde,
d. h. eine Schwingung der Saite A. Diese Saite ist so etwas wie die Achse der
Klangkunst. Nimmt man einen mittleren Schlag eines Minnerherzens mit 70 Schligen
in der Sekunde an und weiter, dass dieser Schlag ein Jahr ist, fiir das der Tag gefunden
werden muss, so finden wir den Tag in der Schwingung ebenjener Saite A, im mittleren
Schlag des minnlichen Herzen enthaart er 365. Dieses Gamma schmiedet Kriege, Jahre,
Tage, Schritte, Herzschlage zu einer einzigen Klangreihe zusammen, d. h., es fithrt uns
ein in die grosse Klangkunst der Zukunft.

(Klanglandschaft)

(Im altmodischen russischen Stil rezitiert)

Bemep — nenue Wind-singen

Kozo u o uem? Wiesen- Wessen und iiber was?
Hemepnenue Ungeduld

Meua cmamo mavom.  des Schwertes en Ball zu werden
A ymep, 2 ymep, Ich bin gestorben, ich bin gestorben,

CaupeTestb — MOJ HEPAaCKYPEHHBI OKypOK, MOJ opyHOkuii apyr ceitgac. Kerary, s
KypIwI TPyOKy M3 IIYILIEYHOrO IIOPOXa M MMCAI PYYKOI 13 mopoxa. Tak Kak st
PacCCeTHHBIN YEJIOBEK, TO 5 KJIaJI OKYPKM Ha IIOPOX, ¥ OH 3XKUTAJICS U BOCIUIAMEHAJICS,
Torza s Tymma ero naneijamu. Ha nene aTo 6e3omacHo, my1eqHbIii MOpPOX FrOPUT
OYEHb TYXO, U U3 €r0 JJIMHHBIX YEPHBIX TPYOOK BBIXOST IPEBOCXOJHBIC PYIKY IJIsI
Oynaxos (6ymeTiisiH), HO 3By4MUT BCE HTO OUEHH TPOMKO.

Die Oberfliche eines Blutkérperchens
Die Oberfliche eines Blutkorperchens ist gleich der Erdoberfliche, geteilt durch 365 in
zehnter Potenz.

4 npeciieroBas CBOXO OMHOKYIO IIEJIh C MPAYHBIM OXKECTOUYEHMEM, M TOJIBKO TBOE
IVICBMO MEHSI IIPUTPEJIO BECEHHMMM BEIIAMI, U 5T <CTaI> O0ITIMB. Y TBEPXKAAIO, TO 51
ObUT B OTTEIe N U Kar-Kail. Best <MOsi> MpadHast paB/ia, YTO MbI KMBEM B Mype
CMepTH, IO CUX ITOP He OPOIIEHHOI K HOraM, KaK CBSI3aHHBIV IUICHHNK, KaK


http://rvb.ru/hlebnikov/tvorprim/229.htm#%D0%92%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80

SHE:

SHE:

SHE:

HE.:

SHE:

HE:

Which is why those whose self- esteem goes not further than getting a pair of boots as a
reward for good behaviour and loyal thoughts have drawn away from me, and now
watch me with terrified eyes. But all the same the die cast, and the dragon will be thrust
through the very belly. Until that moment, though, life is caught in the coils of his slimy
body and its baleful patterns of the death of body and soul.

And yet, the duel will take place!.

....... x= k+ 3+ 34 (0D G+ 37+ 38- 365)

A foot soldier in the German infantry, according to military regulations, must take 8o
or 81 steps a minute. Consequently in a twenty four hours period he takes 365 x 317
steps, or exactly as many steps as there are days in 317 years, the time of one single
vibration of the string of mankind.

The average female heart beats at the same rate. If we divide this time of one step into
317 parts, we get 424 vibrations per second, or one vibration of the A string. This string
serves as the central axis of the art of music. If we take 70 beats per minute as the rate
of the male heartbeat, and assuming that beat to be a year, for which we are to find a
single day, we discover that day in the vibration of the same A string: in the average beat
of the male heart it occurs 365 times. This scale forges into a single register wars, years,
days, steps, heartbeats. That is, it ushers us into the great sonic art of the future.

(Sounds)
(Declaiming in Russian old style poetry)

Wind is song

Of whom and of What?
Of the sword’s longing

1o be the word.

1 have died, I have died,....

My witness is what’s left of my smoke, my only friend at the moment. I've been using
paper gunpowder cartridges to roll my smoke and then, using the sticks of gunpowder
to write with. But I am so scatterbrained I put the lighted butt down on the powder
and it ignited and caught fire, so I put it our with my hands. In fact it wasn’t so
dangerous, gunpowder burns very slowly, and from the long black cartridges you slip out
terrific powder-sticks, perfect for ‘Futurians’ to write with, only it makes a really loud
bang.

The surface of a blood corpuscle
The surface of a blood corpuscle is equal to the surface of the earth divided by 365 to
the tenth power.

I have been pursuing my lonely goal in a bitter depression, but your letter with its
visions of spring has warmed me up and I feel talkative. I assure you that I have been
thawing out, and drip-drip. All this dark truth, that we live in a world of death, that
death has not yet been bound and cast down a captive, that our enemy is not yet



SIE:

ER:

SIE:

SIE:

IIOKOPEHHBIV BPar, — OHA 3aCTaBJSIET BO MHE ITOJbIMATHCSI KPOBU BOVMHA "6e3
xasbruex'. la, 3mech cTOUT OBITH BOMHOM.

Die Oberfliche eines Blutkorperchens ist gleich der Erdoberfliche, geteilt durch
365 in zehnter Potenz.

31ech 51 He CKaXy, KaK CKas3aJl HEIaBHO, YTO 51 He Oy/y "XOpPOBOIMUTHCS C Py>KbeM ',
OTKa3bIBasICh OCBSIIATH CBOMM COTJIACMEM HTOT CTAPVMHHBIN Y THYCHBIIT OOz,
51 me mory cebe mpocTuTs, 4To 51 He 661 B KueBe. D10 MHE BO3MOXXHO 6BI1<JIO>

caenarsb {1 Torma, MoxeT ObITh, 5TO 6Bl HE CIYIMIIOCH].

Ecnu st muiry ceromsst Tak CBOOOZHO, TO HTO MOTOMY, YTO MOJL CJIOT pa3Oy>KeH Jrydamu
TBOET'0 MICHhMA. 3AKJII0YMM COI03 BMECTE PBATh KMCTY CYHYX SITOZ], OKOJIO IIIyMa
TOPHBIX PEK U MOJIKPAIBIBATHCS K 3aCHYBIIMM dYepenaxam. Uro eme HaMm Hajo?

51 3a6bL1 MUp CO3BYUMIL; UX 51, KAK XBOPOCT, IIPMHEC B XepTBY KocTpy uncesr. Ho emre
HEMHOTO Y1 MHE BEPHETCS CBAIIIEHHAS PEYb.

Bot most 6osrroBHs. [Incema He cyeTa, M HET HMYETO CKyyHee, KaK TOYHOE
HepevycaeHne.

Bcewm sce.

Wind-singen

Wiesen und iiber was?

Ungeduld

des Schwertes ein Ball zu werden.

Ich bin gestorben, ich bin gestorben,
und es ergoss sich das Blut

Uber die Harnische in breiten Strome.
Ich erwachte anders, aufs Neue

Euch mit des Kriegers Auge umfassend.

Berep — nenue

Koro n o yvem?

Herepnenne

Meua crarp mauom.

A ymep, s ymep,

U xsp1Hyna KpoBb

ITo naTam mMPOKMM IIOTOKOM.
Oumnyscs s vHaYe, BHOBD
OxuHyB Bac BOMHA OKOM.

(Sie pfeift wie ein Vogel)



http://rvb.ru/hlebnikov/tvorprim/229.htm#%D0%92%D0%B5%D1%82%D0%B5%D1%80

SHE:

HE:

SHE:

SHE:

overcome, it makes my warrior blood stir, seriously. Yes, now is important to be a
warrior.

The surface of a blood corpuscle is equal to the surface of the earth divided by 365 to
the tenth power.

Now I no longer say, as I did recently, that I refuse to ‘dance around with a gun’,

to condone by my presence that foul and ancient ritual. I can’t forgive myself for not
being in Kiev. I would find myself able to do that.

I am writing so freely and openly today only because my word hoard has been stirred by
the rays of your letter. Let’s make a pact right now to pick branches of blueberries by
the noise of mountain streams, and to steal quietly upon sleeping tortoises. What more
do we need?.

I have forgotten the world of poetry and sound, I have cast them as sacrifices into the
bonfire of numbers. But a little while longer and the sacred gift of speech will return to
me.

That is is the extent of my rambling.... A letter is not a ledger, and there is nothing more
boring than detailed accounts.

Best to everyone.

Wind is song
Of whom and of what?

Of the sword’s longing
to be the word.

1 have died, I have died,

and blood gushed

in a broad torrent over armour.

I have awoken, changed, again
casting my warrior’s gaze over you.

(repeats the poem in Russian)

(She sings like a bird)




