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Us, humans, the sole creators of everything malicious in this wide world, but also the authors of 
the most exquisite works of staggering genius, are miraculous mechanisms incompatible even with the 
most futuristic research programmes (un)known to mankind. Life has provided us with a fade 
knowledge of the tangible and intangible, whereas some mysteries are sunk deep in uncertainty. 

It is in our DNA to seek perfection, to better ourselves, and when disaster and failure bring us 
down on our knees, we perpetually find a way to get up, dust ourselves and continue walking, ardently 
hoping that a second fall will be more gentle on us. Full stop and back from the rough beginning. 
Wounds slowly heal, the skin regenerates, the cycle selfishly repeats itself. Just as you thought you had 
everything figured out, all the steps of this demonic dance known by heart, the world quakes and you 
are back on your knees. The Mobius strip lures you into its caustic nets and you, you miserable puppet, 
fit right into the mould. There is no way out; the show must go on and what reasonable show is one 
with no drama at all? 

 There is no need to mention that humans are ephemeral creatures. At some point they are born, 
they play their part, regardless of its significance, at the end closing their heavy eyelids and 
surrendering to eternity. Multifarious cultures, religions and viewpoints have shaped the human 
perspective regarding the rather misunderstood phenomenon which is commonly known as ‘death’. 
Theories abound, yet one that is tangent to the famous Mobius strip is the Buddhist ideology, namely 
the strong belief in the existence of an infinite cycle of death and reincarnation; an immensurable 
existential continuum in which the human, or any other living creature, is trapped until the end of time. 
A sole path which we are doomed to follow for ever, the starting point of the strip being the thin 
boundary between death and the next reincarnation.  

 Nobody can accurately state the purpose of this material world, how long does eternity last or 
whether this life is our only chance to be alive. To be blunt, the thought that someday your life will 
come to an end is terrifying. It may be foolish, but it is accurate. How will you feel then? What about 
the others, the world, everything that has been left unsaid? What should I be expecting once I cross the 
border? It is useless and utterly exhausting to try to shirk death; like it or not, it is part of the natural 
circle of life. Without it life would not stand a chance. Every soul deserves the chance to listen to the 



uplifting trill of the gracious nightingales, to see the nostalgic amber leaves garnishing the alleys in 
autumn, to love, to be loved. 

 However we would love for it to happen, nature does not take sides or indulge one’s 
preferences; it does not let one exceed one’s cup of tea and, the icing on the cake, humans are just a 
slight pale of wind unable to tear the world apart, regardless of their zealous determination. We cannot 
fight death as this is an extremely consuming battle which will slowly, but steadily, grind up our entire 
life, which leads to the unavoidable outcome, namely you and the fatality itself shooting the last frame. 
And we all know who will win the prize for ‘The Best Actress “alive”’. This brings us, as if we were 
running along a circle – I apologise, along a Mobius strip – to the acceptance of the sheer reality, the 
only oasis of spiritual reconciliation momentarily accessible to the ignorant human mind. 

 Unconsciously pursuing the line of the strip, your film is unfolding right in front of your eyes 
and you have an honourable position; neither too far nor too close, just ideal. The bright echoes of your 
childhood, the resounding triumphs of your youth and the humdrum calm of maturity are veiling you, 
as you fall into nonexistence. You are returning to your roots, the starting point of your strip. You are 
your own Mobius strip; you are your own life. 

  

 


