EMPEROR ALEXIOS A( COMNINOS THE GREAT
AND THE SAINT HERETIC VASSILIOS

BISHOP OF THE VOGOMILI OR PURE
by Van Gras
A theatrical play, in two parts.

2 characters: Alexios (around 60), Vassilios (younger).

Time: Constantinople (today, Istanbul), 1118 a.D).

Place: Crown hall in the palace of the Emperor. There are curtains on the left and right sides of the hall.

Alexios is sitting in the throne chair, thoughtful, anxious, for a few seconds. Then he stands up decisively. 
Alexios: Yes, I’ll do exactly that. I will pretend. I want to be your disciple, I’ll tell him. I want you to initiate me in the secrets of your religion. If he talks, I’ll have his confession and then…

(He moves left, stands by the curtain).
Scribe, be careful. Don’t miss a word from what he’ll say. If he talks quickly, you’ll write the first half of his phrase and your assistant will write the second half. The assistant I gave you is the best fast-scribe I have. Stay motionless. Nobody must suspect that you are behind the curtain. Not a breath.

(Now, Alexios moves to the right side curtain, stands near it and says):

-Your Holiness, you’ll be listening but not writing. This work is carried out by the scribes. Take care that he does not detect you presence behind the curtain. For he will then refuse or avoid to talk and we’ll fail in our aim.

(Alexios moves to the center of the stage. He remains silent, thoughtful for a while. Then he changes the posture of his body, his expression. He tries to show off more humble, more meek. He tries various body postures and expressions of humility. Then, he turns round and shouts).
-Let Vassilios come in! (No answer, pause. He repeats).

-Let Ged Vassilios come in!

(Door opens and Vassilios enters. He is tall, skinny. He wears a black robe, short-sleeved or unsleeved with cap on the head. A bag hangs from his shoulder, the famous funda of the Bogomili. He shows inner power, courage, along with simplicity, and genuine, not pretended, humility. Alexios shows off false humility by bowing his head deeply and uniting his palms as a sign of respect. Vassilios uncovers his head).

Vassilios: You’ve called me Ged. Do you know what it means in our language?

Alexios: I know. It means Bishop.

Vassilios: So, you recognize me, the heretic, as a Bishop? Should your Bishops were listening, they might call you heretic.
Alexios: Nobody is listening. We are only the two of us. I recognize you as a Bishop and the leader of your religion. I also recognize you 12 apostles.

Vassilios: Gosti.

Alexios: I recognize the 12 Gosti you command as apostles, equal to the 12 apostles of Jesus Christ.

Vassilios: You seem to know a bit about our religion.

Alexios: Very little. Only what I’ve just said about the hierarchy, the organization of your church. But I want to learn more. I want you to tell me about your creeds, your dogmas. I want you to teach me.

Vassilios: Why do you want me to? So that you have my confession and put me in the pyre?

Alexios: In pyre? I’ have never executed a man by burning. How could you have imagined that?

Vassilios: I can see.

Alexios: What can you see? I can’t get you. Are you not my guest, you and your 12 Gosti? Just now, have you not dined with me, in my royal dining room? Have I not you, now, beside me, in the crown hall? Don’t you see all this?

Vassilios: I can see behind all this.

Alexios: What do you see?

Vassilios: I can see your thoughts.

Alexios: And do you see me condemn you to die in the pyre? In the name of God, I swear, I’ve never had such a thought.
Vassilios: By your swearing and mentioning God’s name, you show where you belong.

Alexios: I don’t understand you.

Vassilios: I did understand you.

Alexios: Ged, Bishop Vassilios, I humbly ask for your pardon. I appreciate your honesty, you virtue, your moral status.

Vassilios: Do you find virtue in a heretic man? What would your Archibishop say, should he were listening?

Alexios: Nobody is listening. I told you. And so I can tell you, between us, that I do not at all appreciate the moral status of my archibishop. I find not much virtrue in him. That is why I want to learn, what your principles are, your creeds that give you such a strong character, so much virtue. You, Bishop Vassilios, and your 12 Gosti seem to be men of character, real people. While my bishops…

Vassilios: You shall not call me again a Bishop or Archibishop. I do not command any Apostle or Apostles.

Alexios: But why did you get annoyed? Isn’t it your hirerachy, the organization of your church, of your religion?

Vassilios: We have no hierarchy with superior and inferior, that is, with
Masters and servants power people and subjected people.

Alexios: What am I hearing? I hear and learn. How is then your church managed, Bishop Vassilios? Are you not the head of your church?

Vassilios: We have no church, as you mean it. And I told you, don’t call me again a bishop, chief, head, or any other title. I have no title, no authority.

Alexios: How should I call you then?

Vassilios: Doctor. Don’t you know I am a doctor?

Alexios: I’ve heard it. Established in Bulgaria, you move across the northern part of our Empire, Serbia, Bosnia, the areas by the Black Sea, and you heal those who come to you. A doctor of the sick bodies, of pains and illnesses?

Vassislios: Adoctor of souls. There are no bodies. The soul commands the body.

Alexios: But when the body gets sick, don’t you cure the body? 

Vassilios: The soul is sick. The body is subject to the soul and manifests visibly the sickness of the soul which is invisible.

Alexios: If the soul is invisible, how can one see its sickness?

Vassilios: If one is Pure, one can see it.
Alexios: Can you see it?

Vassilios: If I am Pure, I can.

Alexios: I have heard that some of you, that is some Bogomili, like to be called Pure. Is this what means, Bogomili?

Vassilios: Bogomili means friends of God, of wisdom, of virtue. Pure means the same thing.

Alexios: Are you a Bogomil or a Pure?

Vassilios: It’s the same. That’s what I am.

Alexios: That is, you can see the sickness of the soul, and you say you can heal it. Isn’t it a pity you don’t heal the illnesses of the body, the pains, the troubles?

Vassilios: They are healed by themselves, when the soul gets purified. Why do you revert to the same question? Are you sick?

Alexios: Me? No. eh…of course. I have some pains and troubles. Shall I tell you where I suffer?

Vassilios: In the back, low. And the liver. 

Alexios: How did you guess it? (Pause). Can you cure me?

Vassilios: No. your soul is sick. Very sick.
Alexios: I am telling you about the body. Do you perhaps know a medicine, a cure?
Vassilios: If the soul won’t get healed, no medicine can cure the sick body. I’m not working at it. For me, there is only the soul.

Alexios: Well, then. If the soul is sick, as you say, do you know the medicine for the soul?
Vassilios: Yes.

Alexios: Will you tell me, or do you keep it secret as you do with your creeds?

Vassilios: I’ll tell you… Purification.

Alexios: Purification? What does it mean? Do you clean the soul? How are you doing it?

Vassilios: Not me.

Alexios: Who then?

Vassilios: By itself. The soul gets purified by itself, after it has seen itself.

Alexios: But you said that only the Pure can see their souls.

Vassilios: The Pure can also see the souls of other people, their sick souls.

Alexios: And can they heal them? Clean them?

Vassilios: You ask the same questions. You do not pay attention. The sickness of your soul does not allow you to pay attention. I told you, the soul gets healed by its purification. It gets self-healed. Me, a Pure can only see the sickness of the soul, but can’t heal it. If the soul sees its sickness, it gets healed.

Alexios: But how shall the soul see it? Should perhaps a Pure show its sickness to the soul?

Vassilios: A pure man can do it.

Alexios: Why, then, doesn’t he do it? Why does he avoid it? I’ll speak personally. Why do you avoid it? Afraid?

Vassilios: I am not avoiding it. I’m not afraid. That is my job. When I told you I am a doctor of the souls, not of the bodies, that is what I meant. I do only this. I show the sickness of the soul to anyone who wants to see it.

Alexios: Is there anyone who doesn’t want to see it?

Vassilios: Is there anyone who wants to see it?

Alexios: Why should he not want it?

Vassilios: Why should he want it?

Alexios: Just for it, to get healed.

Vassilios: What get healed? The soul or the body?
Alexios: Since, as you said, the body gets sick from the soul, every one wishes to have his body healed, to get rid of pains, troubles, anxieties, fears.

Vassilios: One cannot have the pains of the body healed, if one does not heal the sicknesses of the soul. Everyone wants to have his body healed, but nobody, his soul healed. You, do you want to have your soul healed?

Alexios: Why? Is my soul sick?

Vassilios: Have I not told you? Very sick. Incurably sick. 

Alexios: How do you know?

Vassilios: I can see.

Alexios: How can you do it? Are you God?

Vassislios: I am Pure.

Alexios: Since you say that my soul is incurably sick, how can you say that you can heal it. You contradict yourself.

Vassilios: I didn’t’ say I can heal it. You don’t pay attention. You change my words. I asked if you want to have your soul healed.

Alexios: Suppose I want.

Vassilios: You don’t. Otherwise you wouldn’t say, suppose. You would say, I want.

Alexios: I want.

Vassilios: You are lying.

Alexios: How do you know?

Vassilios: The sound of your voice betrays your lying.

Alexios: I’ll say it more decisively. I WANT.

Vassilios: If you really want the healing of your soul, you know what you have to do. You remember what we’ve said. 

Alexios: I don’t remember.

Vassilios: You don’t remember because you are not attentive. You are not attentive because you don’t want to learn.

Alexios: Remind me, last time. I’ll pay attention.

Vassilios: For the soul to get healed, it must see itself exactly as it is, not as it imagines it is, as it likes to think how it is. Can you see your soul as it is?
Alexios: I can’t. Will you show it to me?

Vassilios: You can’t because you don’t want. All this time now. I have been showing you your soul, but you don’t want to see it. You can’t bear it. This is beyond your capacity. Your soul is incurably sick, deeply enslaved in your body, in the dirt of your flesh, in the illusion of your self.

Alexios: Show me the sickness of my soul.

Vassilios: It is not one, it is many. You are a liar, hypocrite, treacherous, trapsetter, envious, megalomaniac in your imagination, unscrupulous and shamelessly ambitious, a criminal and a butcher in the evil and unjust wars you wage. An unjust judge and executionner of innocent people whom you envy for their moral status, their property, their wife or daughter. You are a merciless snatcher of the work power of the poor people, the farmers and workers who toil in slavery in your farms, landlabourers in your estates. You recruit their men and boys for the dirty wars you instigate, you let widows and orphan girls and boys an easy prey to the violence and use of your own servants, princes, dukes, soldiers, officials, court-people.
Alexios: (very upset). Enough! How did you dare? Did you forget who you are talking to? I am Emperor Alexios Komninos the Great, as the chronicle-writers the historians refer me. I’ll remain in history. Alexios the first, Komninos, the Great. Immortal.

Vassilios: You are a sick soul. Incurably sick. I told you. You shall not bear to see your soul. Your essence got rotten. You cannot now get healed. This rottenness of your soul will be perpetuated. You have already transmitted it to people like you, your officials and soldiers, and all of you cause an immense suffering to vast masses of people whose essence gets rotten through fear, slavery, subjection.
Alexios: Shut up. I condemn you now to death in the pyre. (Vassilios remains calm). Didn’t get chocked? Are you not afraid?
Vassilios: Your soul is condemned to live and relive in the sickness I showed you, which putrified it forever. It will never be able to get cleaned. Are you not afraid?

Alexios: Before you die, you will tell me the creeds and dogmas of your religion. I want to learn what you believe, just out of philosophical curiosity.

Vassilios: Unmanly liar. You want to learn our teachings only to have them as an excuse for burning us alive, as heretics. Somewhere behind these curtains, you have probably put a scribe to write down what I say, so that you can use it as my confession of an heresy. (He pulls the curtain, looks behind it and draws it back).

Alexios: (upset) How did you see it? You are Pure. Can you see like God? Is this your practice?
Vassilios: Won’t you tell your scribe to tear off what he wrote? If he or somebody else reads the manuscript several times, one may become Pure.

Alexios: Yes, of course. Scribe! Tear off what you’ve written up to now. No! give it to Vassilios (Vassilios takes the manuscript and gives it to Alexios).

-Why do you give it to me? These are your words, your valuable words. Why don’t you keep it?

Vassilios: It is the mirror of your soul. You shall not bear it not for a moment. You’ll destroy it. (Alexios tears off the papers in a rush).

Alexios: Will you tell us your dogmas?

Vassilios: Yes. Talk to your scribe.

Alexios: Scribe, write down what he’ll say from now on.

Vassilios: There are no dogmas in our religion. There is no strict organization, no hierarchy.

Alexios: Perhaps, there are no temples, churches?

Vassilios: No temples, no churches. Since you know it, why do you ask me? To have my confession? Your spies have wandered across the areas where Bogomili live, preach, teach and heal. In Bulgaria, Serbia, Bosnia, Slavonia, Blackseaside areas. They have given you your reports, right?

Alexios: Yes, I know. I am asking you to learn why. Why have you no churches? “You should praise God in Churches” is the command. Don’t you know it?

Vassilios: Whose command? “Pray inside your treasury, the innermost room of your house, where no one should see you”. That’s what our Christ taught us. Don’t you know what is going on, who serve in the churches? The black-robed carnal priests who only care about rich food and the pleasure of their flesh. They grab, through violence or begging, whatever they can snatch from poor population, farmers, workers, technicians, shop-keepers. They have slaves and servants whom they treat worse that their beasts.

Alexios: You insult, shander the houses of God. Aren’t you afraid of the punishment?

Vassilios: “God who created the world and all there is in it, does not reside in hand-made temples, nor is served by the hands of men. For we are living in Him, we move and have our being in Him”. Ο Θεός ο ποιήσας τον κόσμον και πάντα τα εν αυτώ, ουκ εν χειροποιήτοις ναοίς κατοικεί, ουδέ υπό χειρών ανθρώπων θεραπεύεται. Εν αυτώ γαρ ζώμεν και κινούμεθα και εσμεν.

Alexios: And you do not believe in the icons of God and his saints?

Vaassilios: We must not think that the Divine (principle) may be equal to gold, or silver, or stone, or any engraving of art and memorizing by man. Ουκ οφείλομεν νομίζειν το θείον είναι όμοιον χρυσώ ή αργύρω ή λίθω, χαράγματι τέχνης ή ενθυμήσεως ανθρώπου... 

Alexios: I see you know Greek very well. Your words are from the Acts of the Apostles The Ecumenical Synods, however, accept the picturing of God and Saints. I want you to tell me in your own words about the icons of God and saints of our Church.
Vassilios: God-mother-father is spirit, the Life-Giver principle, the Pure Power. It is not a person to be represented. Your pictures are idols. You have made them. You impose them, and by them you push the masses of your subjects to spiritual slavery, to hypnosis. From there you push them into butchering each other.
So that you can have a reason to exist, a reason to dominate, and through this domination, to snatch every possession desired by your dirty fresh, your sick soul, your arrogant ego.

Alexios: Iconoclast, eh? So you confess? Why, don’t you realize that you are pushing yourself into the fire that will burn you?

Vassilios: I, the real I, cannot be burned. I am fire eternal. You don’t realize who you are talking to.

Alexios: I am talking to Vassilios, bishop or head of the Bogomili or Kathari, the Pure, the heretic virus, spreading widely in the northern areas of our Empire, already penetrateding in our royal great city, Constantinople, the capital city of our Eastern Roman Empire. That is the man I am talking to, that I am looking at. You, who do you think you are?

Vassilios: I am the one who is, who was, who will ever be.

Alexios: Sacrilegious! You put our Christ’s words in your mouth. You refer them to your heretic self. The pyre that will burn you down will be three times taller than your body. Do you hear this? Three times taller. Are you not afraid?

Vassilios: In love, there is no fear. The perfect love pushes fear out. A fearful person is not perfected in love. God is love, and the one who remains in love, remains in God and God remains in him.

Alexios: These are Saint John’s words. I am asking you. Are you not afraid of being burned down in the pyre?

Vassilios: You cannot  burn ME. I am the spirit. I was, I am, I shall be the Spirit, the one that is present, past, coming. Unborn, immortal, eternal, great.
Alexios: I am the great man, not you. Alexios the Comninos, the first, the great. Our history has written it down.

Vassilios: Your history is only a forgery. When your domination comes to an end, your power over the masses of the miserable crowds of people whom you rob, oppress, rape and kill, then, the whole forgery, the falsified word, the dirty lies which you call your history will be thrown away as rubbish, to the fire. There will also be burned your sick souls that are torturing the peoples since so long ago up to now. Only then will the soul of mankind be purged, which is now getting rotten in the pangs of fear, slavery, misery.
Alexios: So these are your creeds? With these ideas you preach and convert the peasants, land laborers, slaves and servants, building workers and other. That is why they have risen up their heads. They pay no taxes, they build no churches, they do not accept our priests in their villages. They do not graze or feed the cows of the Emperor, of the Duke or Governor in each place.

Vassilios: Why should we feed the bulls of your governors or commanders? And then have to butcher them for your bellies. We don’t eat animals. We never kill them.

Alexios: A new dogma, this one. Antireligious, anti-orthodox. God has created the animals in land, air and sea for the food of man. The Holy Scriptures, the Old Testament mentions it.

Vassilios: The Old Testament, the original one, the pure, before the invasion of the warriors killers who conquered this side of our Earth, that Old Testament says in the beginning: “Your food shall be every plant that gives seed and every tree that gives fruit”. Wheat, barley, beans, lentils, chick-peas, the roots and leaves of vegetables, these are the products of plants. And all fruit, the products of trees. Do you deny this?

Alexios: By these your own words, your heretic creeds, you throw yourself the big wood in the pyre that will burn you alive.

Tell me, is it true that you do not christen your children in water?

Vassilios: True. We only accept spiritual christening, and only in the age where one can understand the spiritual truths. And we do not christen everyone. Only those persons who prove that they proceed on the spiritual path in which they have been introduced and instructed, and do not go back to their carnal self.

Alexios: And is it true that christening is also given by women?

Vassilios: Yes. Christening and instruction and initiation.

Alexios: Do you have women priestesses?

Vassilios: Yes. From among the Pure.

Alexios: Women are inferior beings. God created woman from the side of man. It is said in Genesis. Do you deny it?

Vassilios: I do. The first text says: He created them male and female. The rest is forgery. We do not accept it. We respect women, we see them as goddesses who recreate human life on earth.

Alexios: And where do you find these Pure women?
Vassilios: From people. Starzi, the Pure, the Cathari, know how to choose the right men and women. These chosen ones pass through a schooling. The cuccessful ones move beyond their carnal fate, find their higher destiny, their transformation, get united with Eternal Light. For us, there is no man or woman. This distinction is for the carnal people. For us, there is only spirit.

Alexios: I’ve heard that you, the Pure, do not copulate. Is it true?

Vassilios: True.

Alexios: And how do you procreate? Don’t you have children?

Vassilios: We do not procreate. We have another destination in our life.

Alexios: And what do you do with your procreative energy?

Vassilios: Energy is one. When it is holistic, not fragmented, one can use it in any way. We use it for the purification of the soul from the dirt of the flesh.

Alexios: That is another heretic idea. God’s command, the orthodox idea is. Get married, multiply and dominate the Earth.

Vassilios: This is forgery. It is not orthodoxy, nor sound thinking. This is a command of the warlike power men, so that they can hypnotize their peoples by the lust of the flesh, to produce over-population of men and women, who couldn’t quieten for the purification of their souls, as they will be toiling to produce your own wealth and secure their own miserable survival.

Alexios: To avoid copulation, do you perhaps castrate your genitals, or incapacitate them in some other way?

Vassilios: Never. This is probably done by certain of your monks or nuns, since you distort their emotional life through your horrible dogma of your castrated Christ.

Alexios: Blasphemy. Christ himself said. I castrated myself in order to enter the Kingdom of Heaven.

Vassilios: If he ever said so, he surely did not mean what your narrow-minded theologians have concluded out of it, in order to give up to your authority, castrated men and women, emotionally distorted and unable to resist your rude domination.

Alexios: And you, how do you interpret these words of our Christ?

Vassilios: Very simply. Anyone who desires to find the purity of his soul, the Kingdom of Heaven, self-existence and self-consciousness, must stop being a slave to the lust of his flesh. This person will break any attachment to the body, to the appetites of his phantasy, will cease to be a machine of procreation and flesh-bearing. This one becomes a manager of the vehicle and not one of its wheels.

Alexios: In certain cases, you replied using words by Apostle Paul. Are you his follower, a Paulician?

Vassilios: The spiritual and psychological truths Saint Paul preached are perennial truths. They have been given to mankind, ages ago, by many wise men and women.
Alexios: This was said by Manis. Are you perhaps his follower, a Manihian?

Vassilios: Manis, a great Gnostic he was, and saw all these truths inherent in Judaism, Buddhism, Hinduism, Zoroastrism, Christianism. He preached the abolition of separate religions, because they have moved away from the Source, from the Spiritual Higher Good and provoque enmities, conflicts and collisions, great miseries in mankind. I do not follow any Manichaism, I belong to no –ism. I do not get imprisoned in any cage.

Alexios: What is your own theology?

Vassilios: No theology at all. Theologies are intellectual structures of the fragmented mind. We do not believe through our mind, but through our soul, our heart. We transform, we lift up our emotional being, we do not distort our mind.

Alexios: If, in the areas where you dominate…

Vassilios: We are not dominating. We live cooperatively, in camaraderie, autonomously, in a simple way.
Alexios: That is, anti-authority way.

Vassilios: You could call it so.

Alexios: You confessed it. It’s been written down. You shall be… Now, tell me. If all of you the Pure, do not procreate, in one or two generations, in 30,50 years you will disappear, extinguish. Don’t you see, don’t you consider it?

Vassilios: The Pure do not procreate. The people do.

Alexios: How many are you, the Pure? Are they not Pure, all your devotees?

Vassilios: I have no devotees.

Alexios: Your followers.

Vassilios: I have no followers.

Alexios: You annoy me. Negations. How many are you, who are you the Pure, the Bogomili?

Vassilios: The Pure, we are few, very few. Ged, the twelve Apostles, the Starzi. We are not the people. But we come from the people. We live in our own communities.

Alexios: Now you have made me very curious. What kind of communities? Communes, monasteries, like ours? Do you live individually, in groups? Do you eat commonly, or by yourselves? Do you work? Do you pray? Do you preach? Or give psychological talks? Do you give initiations, mystreries, rituals, ceremonies, or what? 

Vassilios: These are secrets. For the few. Not for the curious.

Alexios: For me too.

Vassilios: Not for the curious.

Alexios: It is not plain curiosity. It is vital interest. You will speak. (Vassilios remains silent for some time). I see you shall not speak. Do you perhaps know a text, a book that I can read and understand the secrets of your work?
Vassilios: You shall learn nothing from books. Our work refers to our essence, to our being, not to our intellect. It is an experience, not a theory. If you do not act, you shall not learn.

Alexios: What kind of act? Tell me. I want to do it myself. At least, to try.

Vassilios: You cannot.

Alexios: I’ll try.

Vassilios: You can’t. Our action is the transformation of our psychological being. First you must see your soul, your psychology. Then you must start observing its movements. Then, try to resist its movements, not to be drifted by them.

Alexios: I’ll try. I’ll strive to see my psychology. Tell me the secret. How?

Vassilios: You are not fit for it. If you see your soul as it is now, you will feel such a horror that you may go mad or commit suicide. It can’t be done. You cannot, you must not see it.

Alexios: Among all of your creeds and practices, what is the one that brings you nearer to God? This I want you to tell me. 

(Vassilios remains silent for 20(). Will you answer me? (Silence for another 10(). Is perhaps your silence the answer?

Vassilios: Yes.

Alexios: Tell me that which I can read.

Vassilios: Read the 170 chapters.
Alexios: But they belong to the Stoics, the Gnostics and other heretics.

Vassilios: The knowledge of the soul, of its mechanisms, its interaction with the body is not an heresy nor a religion. It is action, experience. But only for the few. If they get seriously interested and if they are fit, they will find the keys for the inner work, for their psychological transformation. Then they will cease to be subhuman, underhuman or human animals.
Alexios: You mean, all humans are animals, except…

Vassilios: Animals, that is, machines. Mechanical movements, mechanical results. Good and bad. Everything mechanical. All activities are mechanical. Cause and effect, action and result. Motive and object.

Alexios: Then, why do you, the Pure, act? Why do you preach and impose your dogmas, wherever you can?
Vassilios: We do not impose any dogmas. We refuse, we deny all dogmas, every spiritual authority over human soul. We liberate the soul from its shackles. A free soul means joy, love, happiness, bliss, friendship, respect for all life, abstinence from violence, killing, grabbing, domination, lust, wealth, authority, glory, name, title, superiority, posterity. A free soul means awakening to the post-mortal, metaphysical truths. “Blissful is the one who is free, and free is the courageous”.

Alexios: This is an apophthegm, a saying of Plato. Are you Platonist?

Vassilios: Of Plato, yes. Epicurus says the same thing.

Alexios: And Plotinus. Are you a Neo-Platonist, or perhaps Gnostic or Manihaist? Tell me. I want to know the source of your Gnosis, your understanding. How you became what you are?

Vassilios: I see you are bit by the snake of envy. Poisonous bite, killing. Envy-murder. It is this that crucified our Christ.

Alexios: Christ was crucified so that prophecies should be confirmed.

Vassilios: “They crucified him out of envy”, the Gospel says. Haven’t you ever read it? Envy brings revenge. Now, you’ll revenge, I see it.

Alexios: Yes, I will, unless you tell me. I want to know, to learn.

Vassilios: You’ll learn from others, if you get interested, if you ask, if you search. There are abbots in some monasteries who have the knowledge and practice the ways of the transformation. You’ll learn from them, if you manage to find them.

Alexios: You mean they are Pure. Have they been converted or initiated by you to your heresy?

Vassilios: Not from me.

Alexios: Who, then? I do not allow any heresy to raise head in my Empire. I break it on the spot. What are these priors? Gnostic, Manihaist, Arians, Monophysites, Paulician, Sufi, Yogi, Budists?

Vassilios: No matter what you can call them, if they are Pure, if they have purified their heart, they have ceased to be men-machines, animal-men. They have become whole beings of love, of joy, of mercy and compassion. They have become one with life. Immortal. Eternal. Sources of knowledge and freedom.

Alexios: I’ll find them. I’ll recognize them.

Vassilios: You cannot.

Alexios: Why?

Vassilios: You have to be at their own level. Only a pure man could recognize another pure man.

Alexios: Tell me your sign or password of recognition.

Vassilios: I will not. You will not comprehend it. We do not throw our pearls to the swine. 

Alexios: Rascal! My wrath has come to its limit. I’ll not burn you. I’ll kill you this moment. Unless you tell me. Will you refer them to me? I won’t touch them. I’ll invite them to teach me. 

Vassilios: Just as you did with me. I do not trust you.

Alexios: Name them. Who, where are they? Speak (Vassilios remains silent. Alexios draws his sword and touches Vassilios chest). I’ll pierce your heart, now. Speak! (Vassilios remains fearless). Your last moment. Talk. You are dying. Are you not afraid? Will you die for not betraying your friends, the Pure, the heretic?

Well, I’ll spare your life. Speak. (Silence). I’ll make you a bishop in any department you wish. Speak. An abbot in any monastery you’d like. Speak, I’ll give you a candidacy for the throne of Patriarch. You are still young.

Vassilios: Your Patriarch, Nikolaos Grammatikos, who may be hiding somewhere in here, could get angry with your last phrase. He might be gone. (Alexios lifts the curtain with the end of his sword).
Alexios: Gone. How did you see it? Are you a mage?

Vassilios: Intuition. The Pure function more with their insight than their ears and eyes. 

Alexios: You are a magician, a sorcerer. This only suffices for us to burn you alive, besides your heretic teachings. My scribe has written them down, word by word, as he was listening. I sentence you to death in the pyre. The Council will confirm my decision today. And tomorrow… unless you…

(Vassilios draws the curtain, takes the manuscripts and offers them to Alexios. He takes them).

Alexios: You had the chance to tear them off. Why didn’t you do it?

Vassilios: You’ll do it yourself.

Alexios: Why?

Vassilios: They are the truth. Whoever reads or hears it, gets a balsam in his heart, his soul awakes from the sleep his flesh put him in. It opens the door to freedom, for the escape of his essence from the prison of appearances. One may go beyond…

Alexios: Now I want you to answer my last, crucial question, which may decide for your life or death. Are you a Christian?

Vassilios: I am Pure,  Christopolitan. 

Alexios: You don’t answer me. You escape. You are afraid. You don’t say I am or I am not a Christian.

Vassilios: I am a pure Christian, a Christopolitan. This is how other people call us, or we call ourselves.

Alexios: If you, the heretic one are pure Christians, then what are we, the Eastern Orthodox?

Vassilios: Pseudo-Christians. Idolaters, monkey-christians.

Alexios: Blaspheme! I hear your profanities, your curses, so that I can get a stronger pleasure in my revenge.

Alexios: A pure Christian never revenges. He understands and then “Pardon them, for they do not know what they are doing”.

Alexios: Are you not afraid of death? Don’t you love your life?

Vassilios: A pure Christian does not have an ego-life. He is life eternal himself, beyond time and space. Not afraid of death, because he has died for his ego, his body and mind. He is one with the All and everything and lives in the perennial, eternal now.

Alexios: Nonsense. Heretic philosophy.

Vassilios: You call nonsense whatever cannot be understood by your mental mediocrity, your psychological poverty, your slavery to your barbaric being, your imperial baseness that you imagine as imperial greatness. You dominate so many miserable slaves, flatterers and priests to confirm it. Upon these cowardly chicken-people you build the false personality you name Emperor Alexios the Great, the Great Lie, the Great Wrong.

Alexios: Suppose I want to become a pure Christian, what should I do?

Vassilios: You, Alexios the Great, the Great General, the Great Butcher, cannot become a pure Christian. You must first die in order to be able to be reborn.

Alexios: Be reborn? Re-enter my mother’s womb and get reborn? What rubbish are you talking?
Vassilios: Be reborn spiritually, in a higher level of your being. This cannot be done unless you die beforehand. To die, you must first wake up.

Alexios: Wake up? Am I sleeping now?

Vassilios: You live in a deep and dangerous sleep. Alexios the Great, the killer General, is a nightmare that turns your everyday life into an ordeal, a suffering. The same with the life of millions of people who see the same nightmare, the Emperor who has a right of life and death on them. How many wars have you waged up to now?

Alexios: Twenty. All of them victorious.

Vassilios: How many people have you exterminated in these victimorious wars?

Alexios: Victorious, not victimorious. Wrong expression.
Vassilios: I meant it. How many?

Alexios: Thousands. Innumerable.

Vassilios: Did you have the right? Did you give them life? Are you God?

Alexios: I am Emperor by mercy of God.

Vassilios: Liar.

Alexios: They were my enemies. They stood up to seize my dominions, principalities. Even in my fatherland, by the Black Sea, they tried to seize my land, the vast fields and vineyards of our family, the Comnini. Our father’s property.

Vassilios: Where did your father find these lands? Didn’t he snatch them from other? Land is God’s. It belongs temporarily only to those who cultivate it. Do you see what lies you are living by? Don’t you actually know why you wage these wars? When you conquer a place and its people through violence and swords, you establish there a commander, a general, a prince, to keep it yours. But, sooner or later, the general rebels against your domination and makes the land his own. Then, you get furious, you recruit thousands of young and older men, and wage war against him. He recruits thousands of young and older men, from the people of his new land, to fight you. So both of you, together, you cause enormous butchering of innocent people, whom you call your enemies. Vast misery, atrocities, pain, poverty, hunger, orphans,. This is what you call victorious wars.

You see the vulgar lie, the dangerous sleep you are living in? If you don’t, how could you come out of your nightmare? Property, possessions, offices, titles, friends and foes, all worldly things are only a deception, an illusion, a dream, a sleep. I have overcome the world, our Christ said. He was awake.

Alexios: Our Christ didn’t say such words. They do not belong to his Teachings.
Vassilios: Do not sleep. Stay awake, alert. Do not get drifted, hypnotized by the worldly things, wake up. These are our Christ’s words, appearing in the Gospels again and again.

Alexios: And do you perhaps know the way to wake up from the illusion of worldliness?

Vassilios: Have you ever studied or meditated on the Sermon on the Mount by Jesus Christ? “Blessed are the poor in spirit”. It means: Blessed are those who do not swell their mind and their ego with ideas, pictures, knowledge, imagination, illusion, titles, offices. “Blessed are the pure in heart”. It means: Blessed are those who have a clean, pure heart, who have purified their heart, their mind from the arrogance of their ego-self, from identification with their carnal-self and its false, deceptive appetites, from the passions of ambition, wrath, greed, lust, envy and killing, from all malevolence in their being. (Vassilios sings “Lord, have merry on us”, very melodiously, for some time).
Alexios: (annoyed). Shut up, dammed fellow! This psalm is not for your lips. By your sweet voice, you charm people and draw them in your heresy! You are a blaspheme, a sacrilegious person. To the pyre! To the pyre!

Vassilios: By what accusation do you condemn me?

Alexios: (He takes out of his pocket a paper). By this. It is written by our Patriarch. He unveils all of your heretic, satanic dogmas and creeds.

Vassilios: Can I hear what he write?

Alexios: You’ll hear it tomorrow, in front of the crowd, before they throw you into the pyre.

END OF PART ONE

PART TWO
Open space. Alexios is sitting in royal chair, on the left. Doctor Vassilios is standing at the other side of the stage, before a big fire. Behind the cloth painting representing big white and red flames, there is a light going on and off, or some other device which can make the flames appear going up and down as if really burning.
Alexios: (talks to the crowd, loudly). Did you hear his last two heretic dogmas? The holy communion in the body and blood of our Jesus Christ is, he says, a plain nonsense and a sign of primitivism. They do not practice it, nor the other mysteries of our Church.. The second one: Take the icons out of the churches, he says, throw them to the litter, burn them. Our holy icons are idolatry and stupefaction, for him, totem, symbols and traps of the satanic materialism, which suffocate our rationality, our reason, our resurrected Christ, the Holy Spirit. 
Let’s show him, all of us together, the power of our belief, of our worship to the holy icons, the life-savers. Let’s us all together sing the psalm, “Let the unbelievers become dumb, all who do not bow before your picture”. 

(Alexios and part of the crowd sing together this psalm. But very soon, another psalm is heard louder and louder, “God have mercy in us ”. A wonderful chorus of men and women sings it in the melody sung by Vassilios before. It will be sung several times softly but powerfully, dominating the psalm sung by Alexios. He looks very disturbed).
Alexios: Stop it. Let the singing stop immediately. It is the psalm of the cursed Bogomili. It’s their signal, by which they recognize each other, they unite and support each other. Let the singing stop now. (The singing continues). We shall only hear our psalm. (His psalm is heard stronger for some time, but it is soon covered by the psalm of Vassilios.  (Alexios screams). Stop it now. It is sung by the people gathered before Vassilios, the sacrilegious heresy chief, the tool of Satan. Guards, hit, scatter them (One can hear noises, blows, voices, but soon they stop and the singing of  “God, have mercy on us”, dominates the place). 
Alexios: Are they not going away? My soldiers are not beating them? What is up? A mutiny?  I’m calling my mounted guards. All of you on your horses. As soon as I blow the signal of attack, rash on them, hit, kill them. Where is my trumpet? (He looks around him and finds it. Before he blows it, Vassilios turns to him, lifts his hand and tells him).
Vassilios: Stop. (Alexios stops. Then, Vassilios turns to the crowd before him). My friends. Bloodshed, human sacrifices are barbaric practices of carnal people. We are not carnal. We do not kill nor cause our killing. We respect dogmas of carnal people and do not offend them because we know how dangerous they can become in their fanaticism.

Well, let’s not sing our psalm, God, have mercy on us, the psalm of compassion, brotherhood, because the Emperor’s sick soul gets irritated and wakes in him the ruthless murderer he has become in his fall. Be careful not to provoque your own killing by his heartless mounted wolves.

Alexios: Blaspheme slanderer. It is your heresy that I want to destroy, not your followers. They are my subjects, my own sheep, of my own church. As soon as they realize their error, they will come back to our yard. The great Archimandrite, Nikolaos Grammaticos, our patriarch, is here by me and will give them his blessing, immediately as they get away from your bad influence, your heretic beliefs. The text I have read to you (he shows it up) describes all the god-hated dogmas of the Bogomily, of the Christopolitans. You confessed them all. Your guilt is proved. Only repentance could save you. 

Alexios: I have confessed nothing of the tales you have read about Satanail, and the angels. All this is lies, inventions, in order to mislead the people. Whatever I have said in our conversation, your scribes have written them down, but you tore them off. That is what the people must hear. 
Alexios: If you dare to say even one phrase of your subversive preachings, I will throw you immediately in the pyre.
Vassilios: I do not have to tell them. People know them. 
Alexios: What people? Your followers, one handful? My own people is thousands of times more than yours. 
Vassilios: A handful of the Pure is like good seed for sowing. When they get rooted somewhere, they multiply. A handful of the Bogomilare like yeast, that makes swell so many breads that could satisfy the hunger of many, many people.
Alexios: Bellies are not satisfied  by words. Bellies need food. And food needs money. I searched all the Bogomili who came with you and I found on them not a penny. So much poverty!
Vassilios: We do not function by money. We don’t need it.

Alexios: And how do you negotiate? How do you buy necessary things?
Vassilios: We do not negotiate. We need to buy nothing. We have all necessary things from our earth. Seeds, pulses, vegetables, fruit. From our animals we get wool for our clothes, socks and covers. A thick blanket is our mattress. Otherwise, it is made of straw, pine-needles, platan leaves.. 

Alexios: And how do you buy iron for your vessels, your houses?
Vassilios: Our vessels are earthen, of good soil. Our houses are from forest wood. A long  trunk of cypress or pine-tree or cedar, is used as the main horizontal beam for the roof. On the sides we cover it with planks, branches and leaves of trees and bushes, or river plates. We use straw and earth to make bricks to build walls for bigger buildings.  

What’s the use of money? It is the idol you worship in you Empire, eastern and western. You sacrifice your souls to this idol. By this money you subjugate your subjects. You take off them their life, in exchange for a little money you allow them.

Alexios: I give a lot of money to my own people. My guards, the court people, servants, scholars and others. I’m also going to give a lot of money to you, Bogomili. Look! (He takes out of his pocket a pack of money).  That’s for you… provided that…they repent. Call them to take and share it among them. It is a very big amount of money. It’s the salaries of all my guards, court people and scholars
Vassilios: It’s useless for us. No Christpolitan will take it.

Alexios: If they won’t take it, you will. You may desire to write down your creeds and ideas, or describe the way of living in your communities. If you would like your writings to be reproduced in a hundred copies, right? You will need one or two dozens of scholars and scribes. How will you pay them? Your own people are almost illiterate, most of them.
Vassilios: We do not write books. We only talk, preach, from mouth to ear, to keep touch with the source. Most of the time we do not talk. We quieten down. We pray to “Our Father in Heaven” or say the phrase “God, have mercy on us”.

Alexios: (imposingly). –Take it. (throws the paquet to Vassilios. He catches it in the air, and immediately tears it off and throws it to the fire. Alexios gets furious). How did you dare? The salaries of so many servants. Such a big sum? The food, the daily bread of so many people, families. You would satisfy the hunger of your own people for a long time.

Vassilios: Our word, our preaching, our simple, communal life, free and autonomous, is for us the supersubstantial bread. Give us today, Lord, our supersubstantial bread. Everything else is given to us by our earth.

Alexios: Did your hear, Christians? This impious man dares to put his own words in our holy Lord’s Prayer. He changes it. “Lord, give us our daily bread. The substantial bread. That’s what our Christ said. But he says, supersubstantial bread. Sacrilege. Heresy. Blasphemy.

Vassilios: It is the truth. Supersubsantial, that is, over the matter, the spiritual bread. Our Christ taught us to ask for the divine Word, the Divine Logos, the pure Spirit, Supersubsantial, metaphysical. Without it, what is the meaning of our life?
Alexios: Our daily bread, our Christ said. Do not dare again, blasphemous man, to put in your own words. The curse of our Church will crush you. Shout, Christians! Our daily bread, our daily bread.

(Voices are heard: Our daily bread, our daily bread. Then more voices are heard, louder: Supersubstantial, Supersubstantial. Alexios gets furious).

How dare you to baspheme? Have you been so deeply hypnotized by your leader, the multicursed heresy chief? Now, you shall see his end. I give no more chance to his objections, which get easily rooted in your stupid minds and defile our orthodoxy. (To Vassilios). Your condemnation has been signed by the senate, the Church Synodical Council, the Army Council: Death in the pyre. Now, I put my bull. (He presses his bull on the paper. He shouts). Throw wood in the fire. The flames should rise up three times higher than his height. (The flames get stronger. One can hear the cracking of wood logs fall in and catching fire).

- Your hour has come. Are you not afraid? I’ll give you one more chance. If you repent, if you abnegate your creeds, I’ll spare your life. Do you see my charity? God himself inspires me with this great mercy I am offering you. It is witnessed by all Christians who are now here, before me, in this great moment, the greatest hour of the history of my empireship. Go agead. Talk! Do you repent?

(Vassilios remains calm. No answer). –Can you see, Christians? Unrepenting. Heretic. The guilt for his death falls on himself and Satan overpowing him. Now! Go on! Into the pyre! You, over there! Ready to pull the rope. As soon as I shout “now”! (To Vassilios). Put the nose of this rope around your waste. (Vassilios does not react). Don’t you obey? Do you defy the Emperor? (He pulls his sword and touches Vassilios throat with its end). Put the nose around your waist, or I’ll pierce your throat. (Vasilios obeys Tighten the nose Vassilios obeys again. Alexios moves away, then he stands and shouts). Ready! Now! (Vassilios gets a very strong pull, moves two or three steps but doesn’t fall down. Immediately, he fixes his feet on the ground and strongly pulls the rope back. Then, one can hear cries of pain, despair, death agony: I am burning! Save me! I’m dying! Help!)

Alexios: (very upset) What happened? Why didn’t they pull the rope?

Vassilios: They did. But they fell themselves into the pyre, not me.

Alexios: Magician. You are a magician. You had told me,. “I can never be burnt”.

Vassilios: I am not a mage. I am supersubstantial, spiritual, immaterial. Bread supersubstantial. The protection of the poor, of the weak. The shield against the evil, the wrong-doing of the barbarian dominators. The guard of the simple, autonomos life. The saviour of souls. I can never be burnt. (He sings). God, have mercy in us!

(In response, the crowd sings this hymn, for some time, very melodiously, powerfully, redemptingly). Alexios gets stupefied, falls back in his armchair as if fainted. Vassislios lifts up his arms, then he lowers them and the singing fades out gradually. Alexios stands up and falls in a fit of confusion.

Alexios: (crosses himself saying). Lord Jesus Christ, Lord Jesus, Christ, have mercy in us. (The crowd sings again the psalm of the Pure: God have mercy in us. Alexios falls in a fit of anger). Shut up! Stop it! He’s a mage! To the pyre! To the pyre! Guards! Where is my trumpet? (He looks for it, very upset. He founds it and then blows it confusingly. He shouts). Mounted guards! All of you on your horses! Ready to attack, hit the cursed Bogomili, the Pure, the Christopolitans. Tread on their heads. Push them to the pyre. Let them burn down to ashes! Not even their bones should remain.

And then, rush everywhere through and across the northern frontiers of our Empire, across Bulgaria, Serbia, Bosnia, Caucasus and Black sea areas, any place where their dammed heresy has got rooted, their autonomous life, the inobedient to the Crown and the Church. Any place where the Pure preach their Truth, that is their dirty lies, put fire and knife everywhere.

Send letters to the Pope of Rome. They may have spread by now in Northern Italy, perhaps, lower. Not perhaps, but probably. They walk and talk. They cure souls. That is, they infect souls by their creeds, their revolution. The walk ceaselessly. Skin and bones out of hunger. They never eat meat. They fast three days a week. They say the Lord’s Prayer seven times a day. So that they get in touch with Heaven, they say, and go off wordly things.

They are the fleshless, the immaterial, the spiritual, bread supersubstantial. They despise the daily bread, the material. They do not toil in the estates of the princes, the dukes, the generals, governors. They are not recruited in our imperial army. They quieten. They preach the Gospel by themselves. The merry Gospel, they call it. They pay no taxes. They do not feed the Emperor’s soldiers. Nor the priests of our Church. They fight against the Emperor, not for the Emperor. They are dammed. They are a big danger. If they prevail, we are lost. We shall lose everything. Destroy them.

My scholars, secretaries, scribes, send messages to the bishops of Bosnia, Serbia, Italy, France, Flandres, Germany, everywhere. Wherever they may hear Bogomili, Christopolitans, Pure, Cathari, they should hit, butcher, burn them. On, on! Rush on them! Attack! 

(He blows his trumpet. Lights off in the stage, except the fire. One can hear the galloping of the horses, the blows of swords and spades, and then the cries of pain, agony, death).
END OF THE PLAY
By Van Gras
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