Emperor Asoka

Most cruel killer
Most gentle Saint

Part 1

Big hall. Imperial throne. If we want it so, we decorate the hall with trophies from victories of battles, swords, mummified heads of wild animals and/or men.
Or else no decoration at all. Asoka sits on his throne. 

He seems uneasy, impatient. Voice from outside, out of breath,

impatient.

VOICE: Your majesty! Open up for me.
ASOKA: Let General Duran come in.
(The door opens and there enters a man wearing a war uniform, a sword in his belt etc. He rushes inside, almost stumbling. He is panting.

ASOKA: Speak.
GENERAL: Massacre. Indescribable. What can I say. Blood ran as a river in the streets, in the houses, in the palace. He had gathered all of his army inside the town. In the beginning they resisted forcefully. We lost many men. Devastation. I was stepping on corpses to move on. As soon as their King died, you killed him with your own hands, they collapsed. They ran to escape. To get away. That was where the massacre took place. A huge massacre.
ASOKA: Why didn’t you let them get away?
GENERAL: Get away? From where? Where to go? We had circled the town all around.
ASOKA: You could have left a passage for them to go away. What kind of general are you? Wasn’t your mind functioning? Such a useless massacre!
GENERAL: You had told me, I want no prisoners.
ASOKA: Did I say that?
GENERAL: Yes, you had got very angry with the stubbornness of the King not to surrender. And also with him for calling you killer, invader and so many other names.
ASOKA: Useless butchery. How many?
GENERAL: Innumerable. Maybe a hundred thousand dead. 
ASOKA: And the wounded? 
GENERAL: We left no wounded. With one knife shot… 
(Asoka looks at him wildly).
GENERAL: Your order.

ASOKA: Useless butchery. (He lowers his head).
GENERAL: Same as in Felouba. Remember that battle? Terrible butchery. A hundred thousand dead.
ASOKA: (Silent for a few moments). In Dubai too. (Silence). 

GENERAL: In Ziband too. In Chadar also.  Do you remember? (Silence). 
Now you are the Emperor of all Indies. Only two small Kingdoms remain. Azardan and Pradesh. Their moment will come. With only one battle, a small battle, we will take them. Probably with no battle at all.

ASOKA: (Silent). The castle on the hill top, what did you do with it? Did you take it?
GENERAL: (Hesitating). No.
ASOKA: No? Why?
GENERAL: Because... (Hesitates).
ASOKA: (Nervous). Speak up. What are you hiding from me? Did they beat you? Did you run away? Didn’t you dare to climb up? What happened to you? Did you stay out of breath? Did you wet yourselves?
GENERAL: No, no. I will explain to you. It is something strange.
ASOKA: Speak up.
GENERAL: We climbed from both sides of the hill. I spread out our soldiers. I was moving in the first unit. We were almost crawling so that they couldn’t see us. But it seems that they had seen us from the beginning. Suddenly we saw a man coming out of the big gate, dressed in a white robe, unarmed. He held a white piece of clothing in his hand, stretched out. He walked erect and fearless. We shouted at him to stop. He obeyed. He remained totally still and with his arm stretched while we were moving towards him. We were moving very slowly, we were crawling, because we feared a trap. 

Finally I decided to make my move. I stood up and approached him, sword in my hand. He gazed at me directly in the eyes with a look which disarmed me, calmed me. 
‘I want the castle”, I told him.

He didn’t reply. With a small movement he indicated that I follow him. He head, me behind him.
ASOKA: Weren’t you afraid? 
GENERAL: No. I don’t know how, but I had lost all fear. (Silence).  Perhaps for ever? What bliss!
ASOKA: Well then?
GENERAL: We entered the castle. Big yard. I saw several men, scattered, far away one from the other. Almost naked. They wore only a piece of white cloth round their waist. 
ASOKA: What were they doing?
GENERAL: Nothing. I mean, I don’t know. Some of them were standing, motionless under the sun. Others had gone under the trees, in the shade and they were sitting cross-legged on a piece of cloth. Nobody turned to look at me. Nobody replied to my questions or to my greeting.
ASOKA: Your soldiers?
GENERAL: No one entered the castle. I had told them to wait.
ASOKA: And then?
GENERAL: I talked again to the first man. ‘I want the castle’, I told him.
-What do you want it? , he asked me very simply.

-King’s order, I told him.

-This castle cannot ever be taken, nor our order can ever be beaten, he told me smiling.

I got wild.

-How many are you? , I asked him. How many swords? How many horses? What do you mean the castle never falls? Do you know who the Governor is here, in this country?

-Asoka, he tells me.

-How do you know, I asked him. Up here cut out from the world. You know what happened yesterday at the battle? Big butchery. Do you know who won? Thousands and thousands of dead. 

-Useless butchery. A bad dream of Asoka.

-What a dream are you talking about? I tell him. Blood ran as a stream.

-Asoka’s sick soul, he tells me simply.

-You insult our King, I tell him, the Emperor of all India. With this battle, we took the last big Kingdom of Indus tan. He is now the Emperor of all Indies.
- Sick soul, he tells me, very sick. He sees bad dreams.

Well I could not resist. I threw him a lasso that I had hidden behind my back and I tied it around his arms so that he couldn’t move them.

ASOKA: (Shocked). Why did you do that? Did the others attack you?
GENERAL: No one moved. They didn’t even look.
ASOKA: Why did you do it?
GENERAL: To bring him to you alive. What did you want? Me to kill him?

ASOKA: Didn’t he resist?
GENERAL: No, not at all. He followed me quietly, without any protest, without any fear. I would say willingly. He was almost running behind my horse. 
ASOKA: (Wildly). Did you drag him behind your horse?
GENERAL: I was not running. I tied him for safety. For him not to escape. He was following running, happy, smiling. Every now and then I was turning to look at him. He didn’t pant. He looked glad. 
ASOKA: And where is he now?
GENERAL: Just outside.
ASOKA: What’s his name?

GENERAL: Siban.
ASOKA: What does Siban mean in their language?
GENERAL: Nothing.
ASOKA: What do you mean nothing?
GENERAL: Nothing. That’s what Siban means in their language. Nobody.
ASOKA: Why did you bring him to me?
GENERAL: To punish him. For the insult he used against you.
ASOKA: Why didn’t you punish him?

GENERAL: I… I could not.
ASOKA: Is this the only reason you brought him to me?
GENERAL: And for the castle. So that he tells you why the castle cannot ever be taken. He doesn’t tell me.
ASOKA: Any other reason?
GENERAL: Hem… He asked it himself.
ASOKA: What did he ask you?
GENERAL: ‘I want to see the Emperor’, he told me, as soon as we met.
ASOKA:  And you told him ‘Oh, yes immediately. I am at your service”.
GENERAL: No, not like that, no. He begged me. “Could you take me to the Emperor?’ he told me humbly. ‘Only you can do that. And you won’t regret it.’ 
ASOKA: This we will see. Where is he now?

GENERAL: I told you. Here, just outside your door. 
ASOKA: Here? Behind my door?
GENERAL: I have him tied up. Just as I brought him.
ASOKA: Bring him in.
(The general goes to the door, goes out and then comes in again holding a rope. He walks fast and five feet behind him Siban follows, tied with his arms behind his back. He almost runs so that he doesn’t stumble from the pulling. When he stops, he stands erect, still, calm, looking at Asoka straight in the eyes for a while. Asoka looks at him a couple of times, cannot stand his look and looks away.)
ASOKA: Take your eyes off me. Don’t you know I have issued an order, anyone who happens to be before me, or next to me, should not ever look up at me; he should bow and look down? Why don’t you obey?
(Siban motionless continues to look at him straight in the eyes).

ASOKA: The order has a penalty. Death! Decapitation! 

(The general rolls the rope in his hand and gets ready to pull Siban outside. Siban stays calm).
ASOKA: Are you not afraid?  (Siban silent). I ask you. Are you not afraid?

SIBAN: When you love, you are not afraid.
ASOKA: Nonsense. I am asking you for the last time. Are you not afraid of death? 
SIBAN: When the inner myself has died, there is no death. Who is there to be afraid of? Me? There is no me. I am dead. After that there is only love.

When you love you can never die. You cannot ever be born. Life is eternal, unborn and immortal. Life is love. Love is eternal, unborn and immortal.
ASOKA: My general told me what he saw in your castle, but he didn’t understand much. I did. You are an order of monks, Buddha’s disciples. Is that so?
SIBAN: Yes.
ASOKA: And why did you say, your castle can never fall?
GENERAL: He doesn’t know your power, otherwise he wouldn’t speak.

ASOKA: Shut up. Untie his hands, take your rope and leave.
 (The general obeys. He rolls up the rope. He walks out to leave). 
ASOKA: Wait outside. I might need you.

(The general gets out. Silence…They stare at each other for a while. Then Asoka speaks more gently).
ASOKA: Well, what did you mean about your castle?

SIBAN: Our castle is not a war castle. It has no enemies. It is not restricted or unwelcome to anyone. It is open for all. It is a place of peace, love and blessing.
ASOKA: And what did you mean, when you said that your order can never be beaten?
SIBAN: The same. We are not enemies with anyone or anything. We are the incarnation of love, of peace, of respect for life. We possess nothing, we destroy nothing and we kill nothing. Who would want to take our castle and why?
ASOKA: (Laughs). Not even chicken for your food?
SIBAN: We never eat meat. To eat meat we must kill. We never kill anything.
ASOKA: Ha, ha, ha! Not even the tiger?
SIBAN: In our castle we have no tigers.
ASOKA: At my palace we butcher fifty bulls and a hundred chickens everyday. How else would I feed so many people? Guards, courtiers, servants?
SIBAN: There is wonderful food besides the corpses of the animals you kill.
ASOKA: What kinds of food?
SIBAN: You know them. (Pause).
ASOKA: You mean beans? Salad?
SIBAN: And fruits (He takes a lotus out of his pocket and throws it to Asoka).
ASOKA: Lotus? Mm! I haven’t eaten one for a long time. (He cleans it. Eats it. Enjoys it). Perfect. One more question, the last one. Be careful how you answer it. If you behave right, I will let you return to your castle, to your people. I won’t hurt you!
If you behave wrong, I might even… (Shows decapitation with his hand). Did you get that? I ask you now. Why did you insult me?

SIBAN: I did not insult you.
ASOKA: Liar! Coward! You pretend you forgot what you said.
SIBAN: I am not a liar. I never lie. And I never get afraid. And I didn’t forget what I said. Sick soul, very sick soul the Emperor Asoka. That’s what I said. Unless your general told you otherwise.
ASOKA: If this is not an insult, what is it?
SIBAN: Diagnosis.
ASOKA: Am I a sick man and you diagnosis me?
SIBAN: Your inner self, yes, it is very sick. Not YOU.
ASOKA: Is it different myself and I? What rubbish are you talking about?
SIBAN: Not rubbish. I am telling you the truth. Your inner self is a very bad construction of your mind, a fantasy of yours, hypnotism. In this hypnotism of yours you see nightmares. Such a nightmare was the battle of Darina yesterday. Terrible butchery, useless. Horrible pain, infinite misery. Useless. You have nightmares in your sleep Asoka.
ASOKA: The battle took place during the daylight. It was not a dream. It happened before me, I was watching it awake. Are you mad or do you want to drive me mad? I warned you, watch your mouth. 
SIBAN: I am. That’s why I am telling you the truth. You saw in your sleep, that is in your imagination, that if you take the big Kingdom of Redjinan, you would become the Emperor of all Indies. Nobody would resist you, nobody would threaten you. The absolute monarch! The one, the only, the great, the invincible, without opponents. The lion king to the flock of people of India! These dreams forced you to this merciless butchery. To the biggest sin. That’s why I said, Asoka sees nightmares, just as any other sick soul, any other fearful soul.
ASOKA: Fearful soul? Me? Have you seen me in battle?
SIBAN: I can see it now. You are fighting because you are afraid.
ASOKA: What am I afraid of?
SIBAN: The dispute. The denial! The non submission of others to you. You are afraid of losing absolute power over others. That is what your ego cannot stand.
ASOKA: And who can stand this?
SIBAN: You mean which egoist can? None. Anyone who has power, authority over people, he has an ego too. This ego pushes him to fight for more power, more authority. This man is hypnotized, he lives in the world of his imagination, of his ego and he acts like everything he imagines, he fantasizes is real. Do you understand now what I mean when I say that yesterday’s massacre was a very bad dream, a nightmare of Asoka, of the ego which is called Asoka?
ASOKA: (He remains silent, thinking). I understand. I have many wise people in my palace. Why has nobody told me something like that up until now?
SIBAN: Who would dare?
ASOKA: They are afraid? What are they afraid of?
SIBAN: Death.
ASOKA: You say, a wise man is not afraid of death. Those wise people of mine, why are they afraid?
SIBAN: They are not wise. They are wise only in their imagination. They imagine they are wise. But they are only egoists, just like you. Timorous, just like you
ASOKA: Do not say that again…
SIBAN: I won’t. Only you tell me, why did you kill King Duban yesterday?
ASOKA: How do you know? Who told you? Have you spies in town?
SIBAN: None of these. I just saw it in your eyes. (Pause). Why?
ASOKA: I had told him to surrender without a battle. He denied. And he insulted me. I was furious! And I stroke.
SIBAN: What did he tell you?
ASOKA: He called me a killer, a murderer, a thief, an invader, a monster!
SIBAN: Where is the insult?
ASOKA: Are not these insults?
SIBAN: These are the characteristics of the egoist, any egoist I would say.
ASOKA: You say, I shouldn’t pay attention to his insults and not to get furious?
SIBAN: How could you? For the egoist, the worse thing is to show him the characteristics of his ego, his behavior. The selfish motives of his actions… His secret fear, his envy, his arrogance, his wickedness… Who could stand such a thing? 
ASOKA: So, I am not wrong. I could not help getting angry. Not only me, nobody could.
SIBAN: Nobody except… 
ASOKA: Except who… (Pause). Speak, who?
SIBAN: I told you before…don’t you remember?
ASOKA: I don’t. Speak.
SIBAN: Look inside yourself. You will find the answer. We mentioned it just now. You saw it. It is written in your consciousness. From there, it talks to you. Listen to it.
ASOKA: (Slowly). The non selfish? The one whose ego has died? Is that what you mean?
(Siban looks at him straight in the eyes, still, silent. Asoka does the same. They stay like that for a while.  You can hear soft heavenly music. In a minute Asoka shakes his head like he shakes the sleep out of it.)
SIBAN: What happened?
ASOKA: Did I fall asleep? Did I dream? What bliss. What a joy. I left my body. Where was I? To infinite? What bliss. Did you hypnotize me? Tell me the truth. I won’t hurt you. On the contrary. I will reward you. How did you do that? Did you put me to sleep? Did I fall asleep by myself?
SIBAN: I did not put you to sleep neither did you sleep by yourself. You just woke up. That was your awakening. For a few moments, your mind was put out as a thinking process and your brain got tuned to the transcendental field. To the highest reality, the sanctity, love, peace. Within a few moments you felt the truth, the whole truth. Far beyond the ego, out of the ego, the brain can be tuned to its own source, the unknown source of the origin of life. And since life is love, imagine how infinite, powerful love is there in the spring of life, in the Abstract Creative Principle. To the Abstract Absolute Highest Good. 
ASOKA: You mean God?
SIBAN: I mean Love. God, all kinds of gods are anthropomorphic constructions of the sleeping, fearful minds.
ASOKA: (He looks ecstatic, charmed at Siban). Who are you? Who am I talking to? (Siban looks at him straight in the eyes, motionless).
ASOKA: Your look has such a depth, like it comes from the absolute, the infinite. Like it is enlightened from the Unknown Life Spring, from the Pre-eternal Light. Who are you?
SIBAN: No, not me. Me, just like you, we are only the reflection of the Eternal Light, not the Eternal Light itself. And since we are a reflection we must be very careful. Careful not to blur the surface, the mirror of our consciousness where the Eternal Light reflects. Otherwise there is darkness. Inside that darkness, we see nightmares, which we take as a reality. You must be very careful, not to blur the mirror. To keep it always clean, from the darkness of ego. One needs great diligence. This diligence is art.
ASOKA: Isn’t Buddhism a religion, just like all others?
SIBAN: Original Buddhism is not a religion. It has no gods, no theology, no saints, no temples or rituals, mysteries. We are not fakirs, stupefied. We are life artists. Artists mean good workers. We are good workers in the construction of our character. So that life does not manipulate us. So that we can manage our life. Artists mean workers of the good too. We are workers of good life, without violence of passions, of useless emotions and actions, of greediness for desire, useless thoughts, fanaticism, criminalities and corruption. That’s what we are. 

We are not seeking to proselytize, to drag other people to our truth. That’s what religions do. They urge each other so they invade people’s minds, to hypnotize them, push them into butchering each other and then declare them Saints. What hypocrisy. What a fraud. 
We offer the awakening, the liberation from pain, from misery. Those who want to try, we help them. Out of compassion. No selfish motive. We want nothing from no one. We offer the greatest gift of life. Peaceful joy. Join us to drink from the fresh water of existential joy, of enlightened consciousness, of the Buddhist state. Join us all you the suffering, the depressed, the victims of the violence of the egoists of every kind.
ASOKA: (Very slowly). Can I too…? (Silence)
SIBAN: Learn the art? (Pause, looks at him). Yes you can.

ASOKA: How? When?
SIBAN: Whenever. As long as you overcome hastiness. Hastiness is violence. And the art you say you want to learn is the denial of violence, the overcoming of violence. Do you understand this?
ASOKA: I do. That’s why I am asking without hastiness, without violence. When? I am impatient to learn, without impatience. How? When? Where? How long will it take?
SIBAN: I can see you are asking out of respect, out of deep interest, not out of curiosity. You are asking from your inner self. (Pause). I had this mission in my life to meet an Asoka. That’s why I told your General “I want you to take me to the Emperor”.
ASOKA: He obeyed you? How did you manage that?
SIBAN: Not so easily. I had to insult his King, the Emperor. He got furious. He tied me up with a rope and brought me to you.
ASOKA: (Slowly, meaningful). When?
SIBAN: The test comes first. 
ASOKA: What test?
SIBAN: It is an experience. It can’t be described in words.
ASOKA: How long will it last? One hour, two?
SIBAN: Ten days.
ASOKA: When do we start? Where?
SIBAN: At our castle. We start whenever you are ready.
ASOKA: I am ready now. This is what I have been waiting for a lifetime. I won’t miss one day not even one minute. I don’t know if I will still be alive tomorrow. I don’t want to die asleep, mad, invader and murderer.
SIBAN: Shall we go then?
ASOKA: (He turns and shouts). General Duran!
(The door opens, the General bursts in with the rope in his hand).

GENERAL: Shall I tie him up? Shall I… (Shows decapitation with his hand).

ASOKA: (Laughs out loud). Ha, ha, ha! Moron!

GENERAL: Me, moron?

ASOKA: Wrong, not moron. Asleep! And you see nightmares. Decapitations.

GENERAL: I just follow your orders.

ASOKA: (Gets angry). Shut up you moron. Get out. Get my wagon ready. The one with two seats. Go on.

SIBAN:  That was your last insult. Your test is starting just now. Lesson number one. You shall not insult another human being in your life. You shall never get angry again. What do you say? Can you do that?
ASOKA: And if the other provokes me?
SIBAN: Did Duran provoke you?
ASOKA: No. I misinterpreted his answer as a provocation, as an insult.
SIBAN: You’re beginning to see your ego in action. Very good.
ASOKA: I am asking you again. What if someone provokes me? Shall I not get angry? Can I not react?
SIBAN: You could tell him “I will not accept your provocation. I won’t take your offer. Keep it”.
ASOKA: Difficult. How can this be done?
SIBAN: With knowledge and art.
ASOKA: Which knowledge, which art?
SIBAN: The one you say you want to learn. Have you perhaps regretted it? Do you still have the desire? 
ASOKA: Regret? You are joking! I am burning with desire. (There is a bell ringing). The wagon is ready. Off we go. (He walks first, determined. They go out).
Part 2

In the castle. A very simple room.

Siban and Asoka are sitting cross-legged, with closed eyes for a while. A bell rings. They open their eyes very slowly. They stretch their necks, theirs shoulders, as if they have woken up from a very deep sleep.

SIBAN: This was your last meditation of your 10th day.
ASOKA: Can I leave now?
SIBAN: You can’t wait?
ASOKA: No… but…I want to…
SIBAN: I know. You want to put into action everything you have been taught here during these days.
ASOKA: Yes, the fabulous things I have learned here during these days.
SIBAN: Do you remember them? Can you summarize them? This is also part of your testing, your teaching.
ASOKA: I can. I listened to every lesson very carefully and I meditated upon them many times till the depths of my mind.
SIBAN: I am listening.
ASOKA: For man, the ordinary man, life is pain. Birth is pain. Childhood, dependence on the grown ups is pain. For the grown up, the struggle for survival is pain. Poverty, hunger, no clothes, no shoes, pain. Wealth, ambition, competition, power is pain. Jealousy, envy is pain. Wars, butchering, pain. Being an orphan, being homeless, pain. Mother’s death, father’s death, pain.  Attachment pain. Separation, great pain. Belief in one’s ego, in my mind, pain. Illness, pain. Death, fearing death is pain.
Because I do not want to live in pain, I decided to change myself in a way that I feel no pain, I cause no pain. Here is the great law of truth, of life. The great Damma and its 8 steps that change me and liberate me from pain.

Step number one. Good talk. No harsh word to anyone for anyone.

SIBAN: Fantastic. Everything right. You learned everything perfectly in your mind. However have you lived them?
ASOKA: What do you mean? I meditated a lot on every step. I recorded it in my mind. I absorbed it, I made it my own.
SIBAN: I mean have you lived the experience of them in your inner self? Have you enacted them? 
ASOKA: How could I enact them inside here? This is teaching. Action is out there, in life.
SIBAN: Are you ready for this action?
ASOKA: Yes, I am.
SIBAN: You can’t wait?
ASOKA: Yes, I can’t wait. I confess this weakness of mine.
SIBAN: Then you are not ready.
ASOKA: Does that mean I cannot leave? Will my test in here continue?
SIBAN: You are free to go. When do you want to leave?
ASOKA: Today.
SIBAN: Today is your 10th day. It is not over yet.
ASOKA: Ok then. Tomorrow.
SIBAN: Be careful. You impatience is out of reach. And in this impatience there might still be your attachment with your ego, with the person you think you are. You are King Asoka, the greatest King. Until now you were the cruelest killer, the fear and the terror of all people. Now you may be the greatest saint. You may impose what you have learned. Damma, the law of the Greatest Truth for life. No more killing, no more stealing, no more violence, no more imposition, no more lies. Is that what you really want to do?
ASOKA: Yes, it is.
SIBAN: Then it will be your ego again, that will be doing all that. You will adore your ego through all that. What is the difference with Asoka the killer?
ASOKA: Is there no difference? Asoka the killer before. Asoka the benefactor now. Don’t you see any difference?
SIBAN: If you do it for your ego, there is no difference.
ASOKA: Ok, ok. There is no ego, no mine. I have learned it very well during these days. I won’t do anything for my ego.
SIBAN: Then who will you do it for?

ASOKA: For Damma. For the truth. For the liberation of all living beings from pain. So that they can enjoy the joy of existence. So that they can live in bliss, happiness and peace.
SIBAN: Nice talk. Now, for all that to be true for you, you have to experience it first. Have you experienced the death of your ego? The death of the person you think you are? Have you experienced the overcoming of anger, of violence? Have you experienced the greatness of goodness, of nonviolence, of mildness? Have you experienced the non fear of death or are you still afraid of death?
ASOKA: How could I have experienced all that inside here? There has occurred no opportunity for an experience, I admit this.
SIBAN: You have learned the words and you learned them perfectly. You have meditated a lot and very deeply. Excellent. Inside your mind, you have reached high, very high, to liberation, to calmness, to peace, to Nibana. Be careful now not to fall. Be careful the first time that life itself will test you. In this test you may earn all you have been taught here, experience them yourself and transform. But you may also loose everything. Be careful. Be alert. Observe your reactions, your commotion, just at the moment it is happening. Let your reactions go by. Be conscious at the moment of your actions. Be aware of your words. It is from word that all evil starts, all the misery, every fall. (Pause). I leave you now. You will be alone here. Meditate deeply on what we have said during all this time.
(Siban gets up and leaves quietly).

*****

Asoka remains silent, with his eyes shut for some time. Suddenly, there is a loud kick on the door. Maroon rushes in. He is dressed in a leather costume, has a leather mask attached on his face, with holes for his eyes, nose and mouth. The mask alters the natural sound of his voice. As he enters he shouts with anger. He holds two swords in his hands, a knife in his belt and a rope.
MAROUN: Let go of me! No one will stop me! I stab! He is here, you won’t hide him from me. I found him now. (To Asoka). So it is here you are hiding for the last ten days.  I got the world upside down to discover you. No one knew where you were. I searched all the jungle and the hills around to find you. Now you can’t get away from me.
ASOKA: (A little shaken). Who are you?
MAROUN: Who am I, ah? I am Maroun, the son of King Duban you killed with your own hands. With this knife. (He pulls the knife out of his belt and shows it to Asoka. Then he puts it back in his belt). I made a vow. I will kill you with this same knife. I will push it into your heart, just like you did to my father.

But no, not at once. I will torture you. You will suffer. I won’t even chase you with my two swords. The one is yours. (He throws one of the swords to Asoka. Asoka grabs it in the air).

Go on then. I am coming. Fight for your life! (Asoka drops the sword).

Did you drop it? Are you so scared? Bend and catch it. (Asoka does not bend. Pause).
You don’t bend, eh? Won’t you fight for your life? Won’t you kill me? It is so easy for you. Isn’t that what you do your whole life? Speak. (Asoka remains self-controlled).
Are you perhaps acting superior of passion, tranquil? Ten days in the monastery, together with the crazy Buddhists you learned the catechism by heart. No killing. We never kill anything. Alright. Kill yourself now. (Asoka remains self-controlled).

Grab your sword I tell you. I won’t kill an unarmed man like you did. Nor a tied up one like you did.

(Asoka seems to get upset).

You got upset, eh? Two of your soldiers were holding my father when you stabbed him. Coward! Murderer! Chicken! Woman!

ASOKA: (Very upset). Lies!
MAROUN: You are upset, eh? I was near you and I saw you. Unmanly killer! Try now to die bravely not like a scared dog. I am coming against you. With or without a sword, fight for your dirty skin. I will count to ten. Then I hit. One, two, (Asoka’s hand is shaking. He bends to grab the sword), three, four, (Asoka catches the sword and stands up slowly), five, six, (The hand with the sword trembles intensively, visibly), seven, eight, (Asoka puts his other hand into his mouth and bites it, while he shakes his head from the pain), nine, ten (Asoka drops the sword).

Hmmm! So, you won’t fight. You have decided not to kill me. You overcame your anger, your revenge. You let it pass through within you and go away. You learned your lesson very well, in action. Did you ever listen to the insults I told you? The accusations? Are they true or am I a liar? Speak.
ASOKA: It is true.
MAROUN: So you confess. That is, you saw yourself? You are not hiding from yourself through butchering others? You saw the ugly beast Asoka is? Why don’t you stab the knife into your heart then? How can you let yourself still alive? The monster which for twenty years destroyed so many bodies and souls of persons and people? Has there ever been such a horrible subhuman beast on earth? Such a maniac killer like Asoka? If you saw yourself, how come you are still alive? If you don’t kill yourself, I will. Go ahead. Grab the sword and push it in Asoka’s heart.
ASOKA: (Shouts powerful, peaceful and confident). I am not Asoka anymore!
MAROUN: You are not Asoka anymore? Yeah? Who are you then? Perhaps here, in this Buddhist place, they gave you one of their names so that you can get rid of Asoka? Are they now calling you Arouan, Sivadan, Argoun? Have you already become a saint, sri, maharaj, Anada, Buddha, Lao Che? Tell me now who you are? By changing your name you think you changed Asoka, the crazy killer you hide within you? 
ASOKA: I have not changed my name. I am Asoka. But I am not Asoka anymore. Can you understand what I am telling you?
MAROUN: If you do understand what you are talking about, that is your own business. I won’t change what I said, what I am. I am the avenger, the executioner of Asoka. The blood thirsty beast which pollutes earth with his breath. The merciless, most cruel butcher of the peoples of India. I am the voice of thousands of people, of whole tribes, butchered by you. Death to Asoka! Grab your sword. I am coming!
(Maroun moves slowly but steadily towards Asoka. When he gets very close, Asoka kicks a small stool that is in front of him. Maroun stops. He turns left to approach Asoka on that side. He stabs again and again in the air. He bends, grabs the sword from the ground and throws it to Asoka. Asoka lets the sword fall again to the ground. Maroun approaches dangerously. Asoka jumps on a long table. Maroun stabs near Asoka’s feet).

MAROUN: I wounded you. Your toe is bleeding. Look at it. Are you afraid? Are you upset?
How come you were never upset from the streams of blood in your butcherings? Black soul. How did you become such a lunatic wild beast? Speak. With one knife shot I will cut all your toes. Your blood will run out. You will die. Speak. Why?
ASOKA: It was not me. I was not myself.
MAROUN: Who was it? Who did the massacre?
ASOKA: A child, a mentally sick child. My father had a hundred children. A lot of women and lots of children. He was uncontrollable. He killed. He snatched, stole. He became chief in his land. He built an army. Then he started hitting the neighbouring kingdoms. He won trough cruelty and violence. He became King, fear and terror for his own people and for his neighbours.
When I was a child I was given a sword. He took me with him to wars. I want you very strong, he told me. I want you invincible. Learn to kill. This is how you move on. This is how you will become my crown prince. I will give my kingdom to the one who wins. Beat your brothers if you want to have my kingdom, he used to say to me.

And I understood that he wanted me to kill mercilessly any opponent. I understood he wanted me to kill my brothers so that he would not be afraid of their antagonism, a conspiracy, snatching his power. He wanted to trust only one child, obedient to his orders, an imitator and picture of his own soul. I knew he had chosen me. A hundred children. Ninety nine of them were killed either by my own sword or I put them in the front line at the battle and got killed there. So there was only me left, exactly like he wanted me to be…
This is how I became his own instrument, his right hand, his murderous sword. I was not human, I was his executioner, the performer of his murderous orders.

That’s who I was, Asoka the killer.

MAROUN: And that is you Asoka! 
(He stabs in the air again and again, near Asoka. Asoka jumps on the table and avoids his attacks by jumping one to the left, one to the right).

ASOKA: I am not anymore.
MAROUN: Why did you kill my father?
ASOKA: There is no good in telling you now how sorry I am for your father’s death, for all the dead of your peaceful country. I will only tell you this. If he had accepted to surrender the town, there would have been no battle. The murderer’s I would not wake up in the sick soul of the maniac Asoka. (Pause).
MAROUN: That was my mother’s mistake. 
ASOKA: What did you say?
MAROUN: Nothing. Tell me why there would be no battle.
ASOKA: I had decided after conquering your country, not to go to another war again. I had conquered almost the whole of Hindustan. Your kingdom was the last kingdom that I wanted to add to my empire. I always believed I would conquer it without a battle.
MAROUN: Why did you believe that?
ASOKA: I had heard that your kingdom had no army, never went to war and lived peacefully with its neighbours. A long time ago there reigned a woman, Queen Amata. There were many stories of her kindness. Also there were many rumors about the kindness of the people, the beauty of the women, the niceness of the men, their friendly hospitality. It was said that it was women who commanded the communities. They kept the seeds, they decided the time for ploughing of the land, the harvest of the crops. They never killed animals to eat. They respected life in every form. The children grew up in big families, children of the mothers, of the community, not a property of fathers as in my own kingdom. All these stories I had heard and I dreamt of knowing this country.
MAROUN: And conquering it?
ASOKA: It was the way my father had raised me, a maniac of conquest, of extension, of world sovereignty, I may have wanted that too.
MAROUN: Why didn’t you do it?
ASOKA: Your country was too far away. But when I conquered the neighbouring kingdom of Tajinan and after I had established myself as sovereign there, I decided it. I never expected such refusal, such obstinacy, such resistance. I didn’t ever expect to find such an army.
MAROUN: That was my mother’s mistake. Huge mistake.
ASOKA: What mistake? Will you tell me? I asked you before.
MAROUN: I will tell you. My mother reigned for ten years without having children. Then she had me. She had such affection, such love for her child and for the other children she had after me, that she had no time for the duties of the administration. So, my father took care of them. My mother asked him and he promised to respect all the ways our mother had centered civilization and never to become enemies with our neighbours, never to built an army. He kept his promise faithfully for fifteen years. Our life went by peacefully and happily. An agricultural life. Autonomous. With all the goods from earth, seeds and fruits, with the children to beautify our place, our homes, to fill our common life with joy, without the dependence on commerce and weapons like so many other patriarchic, militarist societies.
Then one day my father decided to build an army. My mother, devoted to the children of our community, of our big family, had not suspected the change in my fathers mind. When she heard about an army she refused, she resisted. She called a council of all the women of the community and they all said no. My father and his friends insisted that there was danger. Danger of destruction of our country. He had heard about Asoka, the fear and the terror of the peoples of Asia, the merciless dictator and cruel invader. So, he told them that there might be a day when Asoka would attack our country too.

They had to build an army, to get ready, arm themselves, he explained, he insisted.

My mother said, NO. Asoka the military beast, the murderer of life cannot be beaten with swords and shields. His weapons and his army are invincible. They’re killing machines, very dangerous if you resist them. Asoka can only be beaten through our goodness, our kindness, our hospitality, our love, our affection.

That is what he must have been deprived as a child and he became such a maniac killer.

This conflict lasted very long. Finally the women retreated and my mother said yes. That was her big mistake. A fatal mistake. My father built an army, armed it properly and little by little he absorbed the mentality of the militarist society. He did not ever realize the catastrophe he was bringing to our peaceful mother-centered civilization. Without realizing, he became an imitator of horrible Asoka, he was infected by Asoka’s sickness, until he found his own death by your own hands.
(A long pause).

ASOKA: Please, I beg you, before you kill me, tell me about you. How is it that you are here?
MAROUN: Many years ago, when my father had decided to built an army and my mother obeyed, I left my house. I could not stand such a change. From a community of peace and love to a society of war and hate.

My father started to buy iron, copper, he opened workshops to produce swords, knives and shields. He started breeding war horses. For all that, he needed money. So, he started selling part of our agricultural production. And because this was not enough for us he started to cultivate all the land, every year, intensively, without allowing part of the land to rest, as we did before to have rich crop and delicious grains.

Now, everybody was working very hard. Joy was lost from our hearts. Smile was lost from our lips. This betrayal destroyed our beautiful, old mother centered communal life and we all became servants of the patriarchic militarism. And look where that led us. To the extermination of our people from a vandal militarist invader, imperialist.
Even if it was not you, it would be somebody else. Patriarchic mentality is the extension of dominion, exploitation, barbarity. 
That’s why I left my town and the same was done by many other people, young and old, male and female.
ASOKA: And where did you go, where do you live?
MAROUN: We live far away from towns, in our own communities, autonomous, without dependence on the town, without money, without weapons, without army.
We cultivate our land extensively and not intensively, because we do not want surplus for trading, to make money and profit.
Since trading and commerce came into our community, our lives became joyless, bitter, troubled. Our relationships became hostile, vulgar, competitive.
We don’t want such a life.

I came back to town, to see my father, twelve days ago, a day before the battle. I saw our people getting massacred and you stabbing my father. And I became their avenger. (Pause). I can see you are very troubled, very sad. Do you want to tell me something? Speak.

ASOKA: Here, in this castle lives Siban. Do you know him? He is one of the community, maybe the chief.
MAROUN: As far as I know there are no chiefs here.
ASOKA: Well, I want you to tell him something. Tell him, Asoka remained calm, peaceful. Before he was killed he did not fight. He controlled his anger. He observed it. He overcame it. Before he got killed, Asoka had died for his ego. Do you promise me that you will transfer these words to Siban? And I am not lying to you.
MAROUN: Why do you want me to tell all that to Siban? For your posterity? So that they will make you into a Saint after your death? If that is so, can you see that your ego is still alive, powerful and in an indirect way is looking for its survival? Am I wrong? (Pause).Why don’t you speak?
ASOKA: I speak with myself. I am looking inside me to see what is true from your words and what is not. I won’t say more. Now you can kill me.
MAROUN: Why don’t you kill Asoka yourself?
ASOKA: I have already killed him. The old Asoka. The new Asoka, the one without an ego, has another mission. It was not in my destiny to fulfill it. Kill me. Do it.
MAROUN: What kind of mission?
ASOKA: I cannot explain it to you. When I shall have died, ask Siban. He will tell you. But if you knew what a mission is there in the life of a true disciple of Buddha you would understand. Your mother would understand. Ask your mother.

MAROUN: I changed my mind. I won’t kill you. I want to see you kill yourself. That’s how I will take my revenge.
ASOKA: I cannot do that. A Buddha’s disciple kills nothing and never. Not even himself. Please, say this too to Siban.
MAROUN: Which Siban? The one who was out there? I killed him.
ASOKA: (Very upset). You killed Siban? Why?
MAROUN: He resisted me. He blocked the entrance with his body, when I tried to get in with the sword in my hand. In my anger, I stabbed him…
ASOKA: (Bursts into tears). Siban is dead? Oh Siban, oh Siban… (Cries loud).
MAROUN: Were you so attached to Siban? To nothingness? Siban means nothing in our language. A true disciple of Buddha has no attachment to anybody and anything. Did you forget that? (Pause). What are you going to do now? Will you grab your sword to fight me, to kill me?
(Asoka leans to grab the sword. Before he touches it, he regrets it and stands up again).

MAROUN: Yes, of course. I was expecting this. A pure disciple of Buddha never kills, never revenges, not even the death of his father or his beloved master or his best friend. He overcomes pain. He respects life in every from. (Pause). Life is eternal. Love is eternal. (Pause). What will you do now? With all this pain for your master’s death? Will you kill yourself?
ASOKA: (He sobs quietly). Siban, oh Siban. (Pause). Yes, I will kill myself, but not inside here. I will go out and throw myself over the rock. (He walks slowly to the exit. Pause).
MAROUN: What are you going to do, disciple of Buddha? What are you going to do? How can you hurt a form of life, how can you hurt an Asoka? Put courage in your heart, become a pure disciple of Buddha and find your superior destiny. Your true mission.
(Asoka stops moving).

Turn around and look at me!
(Asoka turns around. Maroun throws his sword away and takes his leather costume and his mask off).
ASOKA: Siban!
SIBAN: Asoka!
(They move slowly towards each other, meet and fall into each others arms. Asoka is crying out of happiness in Siban’s arms. Pause).

ASOKA: What a test it was, my brother!
SIBAN: You withstood well. You lived through the great experience of inner work. You are transformed.
ASOKA:  I withstood it because you helped me a lot. You indirectly reminded me of the inner work, every now and then. What would I do without your help?
SIBAN: I put you through the hardest test. Through a terrible suffering. You did the work. (Pause). What will you do now? 
ASOKA: I would like to stay here for ever. But first, please answer me this question. A pure disciple of Buddha is he allowed to lie when needed, when there is a test to be done, like the one you did with me?
SIBAN: What kind of lies?
ASOKA: Like the ones you said. That you are the son of King Duban.
SIBAN: I told you the truth.
ASOKA: (Stunned). You are the son…
SIBAN: His first-born.
ASOKA: King’s Duban? And you saw me stabbing him?
SIBAN:  Yes.
ASOKA: And you let me live? Why don’t you hit me?
SIBAN: You know why.
ASOKA: I know… A true disciple of Buddha does not take revenge… 
SIBAN: But I did.

ASOKA: What do you mean? Did you stab me and I did not realize it?

SIBAN: I threw a lotus at you, remember?
ASOKA: Of course I remember. So what?
SIBAN: With that I stabbed Asoka, the wild mad Asoka. That stab gave birth to the new Asoka, real Asoka.
ASOKA: How is it that you were in town the day of the battle? You said you lived far away from the town, in a community …
SIBAN:  Here is the community I live in. I went down town, a day before the battle, in order to persuade my father to surrender the town without a battle, to offer you hospitality, friendship and collaboration. He did not even want to listen to me.
ASOKA: How did you survive the butchering?
SIBAN: I put on a uniform of one of your dead soldiers and I escaped.
ASOKA: My god, what am I hearing. (Pause).
SIBAN: You told me before that you would like to stay here for ever. Why?
ASOKA: I am afraid to go back out into the world. How will I overcome tests like this? The world is full of tests. Everyday a new provocation.
SIBAN: Are you afraid? The fact that you saw your fear means that you overcame it. Now you know the secret Asoka. You will see the provocation, you will see your agitation, your anger, your fear, whatever. You will observe it undisturbed .You will know that it will soon go away, it will finish. And you will be saved and you will be saving others. You will be transforming so many souls. You will be doing the great work. You will lead the example, the light, the master of Knowledge that will save men from so many falls. You will be the guide to peace and to calmness in people’s souls. (Pause). Now, are you still afraid?
ASOKA: Not anymore. I overcame it. I will leave. I will go to my destination. I will do my work.
SIBAN: When do you want to leave?
ASOKA: Now. May I?
SIBAN: You may. You are ready. Nothing can keep you here. Monk Asoka, Brother Asoka has the knowledge, the wisdom, Damma, the experience of the Law of Truth, of Peace, of Love, of Understanding, of Compassion. King Asoka has the position, the prestige, the power to lead by example, to preach with his counseling, through laws, through his authority to spread the life of Peace and Respect to life.
ASOKA: I would like you next to me, my counselor.
SIBAN: I will always be next to you. I will be in your conscience. (A bell is ringing).
The wagon is ready.
(Asoka unites his hands and leans his head as a sign of respect and farewell. Siban does the same. They separate).

Part 3
Palace hall. Asoka sits on his throne.

ASOKA: (Stands up, shouts). Come in, Duran. (General Duran comes in).
I  am not calling you General Duran any longer. You are not a general anymore. You are my assistant, my secretary in our peaceful mission. Do you feel better now? Can you hold your anger? Do you observe it until it goes away? Do you remain calm, peaceful, consciously and out of your own consciousness? Do you experience the Knowledge, the law of kindness, goodness, friendship, non exploitation, gentleness, and respect for life?
DURAN: Eh, not always. 

ASOKA: Ok, ok. I know you are managing better everyday. Tell me about today’s provocations.
DURAN: Well, this man I have outside the door… Huge problem… Your order is…
ASOKA: Our advice is…
DURAN: Well, our advice is only once a week we shall eat meat in the palace. Until we overcome this habit completely. This man works in the fields, kills every now and then a bird or a rabbit, roasts it and eats it. I warned him but he insists.
ASOKA: Did you advice him not to do it again? To respect life? Not to kill?
DURAN: Many times.
ASOKA: Bring him in. With the cover, of course. (Duran goes out and comes back followed by a man, his head covered by a white piece of cloth).
ASOKA: Do not be afraid. We gave you this white cloth so you won’t be embarrassed in case we meet again. Tell me, why didn’t you follow my advice?
MAN: I did try, but I couldn’t.
ASOKA: That means you want to stop this habit, but you don’t manage. The habit wins and not YOU. Is that so?
MAN: Yes, that is so.
ASOKA: Well, I am going to help you. At our meditation centre for transformation, up in the castle, on the hill, you know…
MAN: I know.
ASOKA: They never eat meat there. And there they give you the meditation that beats all habits, all attachments, because you find your real inner self. That inner yourself beats you own mind, where all habits, all attachments are produced. You understood all this I told you, didn’t you?
MAN: I did.
ASOKA: Would you like to go there? The discipleship lasts ten days.
MAN: I would love to. Thank you very much. (He kneels before Asoka).
(Asoka grabs him from his hand and lifts him up, straight away).
ASOKA: Go. You leave in a minute, with all the others. You don’t need to take anything with you. Farewell.
(The man stands up and leaves).
DURAN: I see. All the difficult cases, all the people that do not take advice, we sent them to the meditation centre for the 10 days teaching. I went through it myself. It was bliss.
ASOKA: We do not force them to go. We ask them if they want to go. 
DURAN: And if they don’t?
ASOKA: We put them next to someone who has already been there, who has completed the discipleship successfully in experiencing Damma, the teaching, the inner work. He will influence him, will transform him. It is just the same as if he has been in the centre. But most people want to go there because they have heard so many good things about the work that is done there, have seen the change in so many people who took the course.
The problem is elsewhere and you know it. There are so many people that want to go to the centre, that the castle on the hill has not enough space for all of them. This is the problem we must handle right now. What do you suggest? Think before you answer. Meditate.
DURAN: (Pause). New meditation and self transformation centres all over the country.
ASOKA: Correct. This is the solution. But where will we find the teachers that will organise the courses and will help meditators personally to overcome their problem? There are just enough monks at the castle for their own centre.
DURAN: (Pause, meditates). Maybe the solution is this; people that completed the test successfully and show by example that they experience the law of Love and Helping each other, they could become the teachers of the learning centres that will be established.
ASOKA: Where will they be established?
DURAN: All around the country.
ASOKA: Only in this country?
DURAN: In every country, why not, that is under your authority.
ASOKA: Our administration, our care, our love, not authority.
DURAN: Yes, right. So, everywhere.
ASOKA: And what will we do to help these people if they weaken in their work, forget the teaching, as the time goes by?
DURAN: (Pause, meditates). We will send writings everywhere, written on papyrus, on wooden slates that will describe the basic principles of the Law of Love and Respect of life. In that way the teachers will remember them again, will help their consciousness and they won’t fall.
ASOKA: What about the students? Those that will go through the course. How will they remember the principles so they will not fall, so that they will remain conscious and able to help the people on the way of Mutual Respect?
DURAN: Difficult. Surely, we cannot send thousands and thousands of papyrus or wooden slates so that everybody that goes through the disciples can have his own. On the other hand papyrus can be torned, burned, wooden slates get rotten, writings fade.
ASOKA: (Meditates). I think I have found the solution. Stone. The principles will be written and engraved on stone. These slates will be placed in the entrance of every village, by the square, by the fountain, everywhere people can see them everyday.
DURAN: Wonderful. This is the solution.
ASOKA: Well, get to work. Write down the principles with as few words as possible. Then bring them here for me to see. Then go to Siban at the castle and tell him to make sure to choose some of the people who have taken the test, those who have been really transformed, really conscious and prepare them to establish centres of apprentices all over Hindustan. Their first duty will be, in every place they go, to engrave on stone slates the principles of the Law of Love, Respect for life, Compassion, Mutual help.

No greed, no stealing, no killing. No offence to a woman, not enmity with the neighbours. Respect toward mother, father, affection and care for the children. No anger, no violence, no impatience, no arrogance, no agitation, no ego, no attachment, no disturbance, no authority. No possessiveness, no lust, no overeating, no laziness. No lying, no hypocrisy, no exploitation. Purity, frugality, self-sufficiency, self consciousness, calmness, dispassion. No worship, no submission to imaginary warlike gods, no fatalism, no idolatry. 
Our religion is love, friendship, cooperation, mutual help, in action, in our everyday life, in our relationships. Can you write down all this in a few words that will mean a lot? 
DURAN: Difficult. I will do my best. Soon our India will be full of stone slates engraved with the Law of love, which will remain through the ages, for ever. They will bring peace, transform mankind, lift it to its highest level, to its real humanity. How did it happen that we fell so low for so many centuries? It is time to get up on our feet again. To our real value. And remain there now and for the centuries to come, for as long as humanity exists.
(There is a knock at the door or a bell ringing).
VOICE: (From outside). It is me Siban.
ASOKA: Open the door and come in.
(Siban enters the room. He stays motionless. He unites his hands and bows. Asoka and Duran do the same. Then, they stand up, look at each other for a few moments without speaking. In the end Siban speaks very slowly, calmly, meaningful.)

SIBAN: Yes, this is the best solution. The one you have just found.
ASOKA: Did you hear it? That is, overhear it?
(They all laugh softly).

SIBAN: No. But I felt it. I communicated with you, I tuned, do you understand?
In this papyrus (shows it), I have written down the principles. A few words meaning a lot. I have already chosen eleven people, the most capable that have completed the discipleship, the most conscious in Damma. They are ready to leave for the neighbouring countries, to establish one centre each. They will find helpers in every place. They will engrave the instructions, the principles on stone slates to remind themselves of the Law everyday, so that people can read them everyday and their inner self is influenced, their soul is lifted and their mind is enlightened. 
DURAN: Did you overhear that too? (They all laugh).
SIBAN: With the antennas of my intuition. Siban, the nothing, communicates with the universe, through nothing.
ASOKA: When do they leave?
SIBAN: Today. They are ready. They are waiting outside. We just need a wagon, nothing else.
ASOKA: Duran, the wagon.
SIBAN: The one with the twelve seats.
ASOKA: You said eleven…
SIBAN: Eleven plus me twelve. I am going with them. There are worthy teachers in our Castle. They don’t need me. I will go to Ceylon.
(Duran rushes out. The other two stay motionless, silent, looking at each other in the eyes. Duran rushes in again).
DURAN: The wagon is ready.
(Duran stays motionless, silent, just like Asoka and Siban. Siban unites his hands, and bends his head softly. The other two do the same. After a while Siban stands up, Asoka and Duran do the same, and he retreats step by step while he looks at them straight in their eyes. The other two stay motionless, steady, staring him.)
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