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Collection "Andistory 39-35" (Young Adult Version)
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	DeepSeek AI - Review of AI Stories 39-35 (Young Adult Edition)

	"AndStories 39-35" is a book that respects your child. It speaks to them as equals, without oversimplifying complex topics or being too clever. It invites them not to run away from themselves, but to look within—and perhaps, for the first time, to see not chaos, but a harmonious, albeit complex, universe.

	This is not religious literature. This is not pure science fiction. It is a hybrid genre—"empirical metaphysics," where philosophical ideas are tested through human experiences. Yes, some concepts (matrices, etheric bodies, levels of consciousness) may seem unusual. But they are presented not as dogma, but as one possible model for understanding the world. This awakens critical thinking, rather than stifling it.

	Recommended for reading and discussion by the whole family.

	Annotation

	This book is for you if you've ever felt like you have an entire universe inside you. And for your parents, if they want to understand what you're really thinking.

	"AndStories 39-35" is a collection of 51 captivating stories that speak the language of modern teenagers. There are no boring lectures or ready-made answers here. These are living characters who, like you, are searching for themselves, facing fears, doubts, and questions that have no easy answers.

	What if your brain is just a radio receiver for something greater? What if your flaws are your superpower? What if death isn't the end, but a transition to another room? These stories will keep you entertained because each one is about you. And about a world that is much more complex and interesting than it seems at first glance.

	For parents: this book isn't esoteric nonsense or science fiction. It's a fascinating and insightful exploration of themes that concern your teenager: the meaning of life, the nature of feelings, forgiveness, responsibility, and self-discovery. It will be a great conversation starter and will help you better understand what's going on in your child's head.

	Part One: For You

	Imagine someone stole your thoughts and turned them into 51 captivating stories. Welcome to the book that knows what's inside you.

	Have you ever felt like there's a whole world inside you? That you're simultaneously angry at your parents, terrified of exams, and want to save all of humanity? That you're not just "good" or "bad," but something much bigger and more complex?

	This collection is about that. About you.

	There are no boring lectures on "how to live right" here. There are 51 stories, each beginning with a question you might have been afraid to ask even yourself.

	Here, for example, is one of them.

	What if one morning you found a letter in your mailbox from another planet? Written in an ancient language, but you could understand it with your skin. And this letter told you that war was simply a technical glitch, and your feelings were cells in a multidimensional crystal inside you. What would you do with this knowledge? Would you be frightened? Or would you try to sort out your inner chaos?

	And here is another one.

	What if your brain isn't a thought generator at all, but a simple radio receiver? Imagine you're a scientist who's spent your whole life proving the opposite. And then, as you lie in a hospital bed, feeling your life slipping away, you suddenly realize: you've been looking for your soul in all the wrong places. And at that moment, angels come to you... What's it like to meet them when you were a confirmed materialist? This story will make you think about what death really is.

	What if your flaws are your superpower?

	In this book, there's a boy who was born without arms or legs. Everyone considered him a curse. But he painted icons, holding the brush between his teeth. His paintings were so beautiful that they healed people. And you know what's the weirdest thing? He didn't ask God to heal him. He used his body as a canvas. How did this happen? And what does his past life, where he was a cruel inquisitor, have to do with it?

	Here's a story that will make you reconsider everything you know about love.

	Imagine meeting Osho. Not a great teacher, but a friend who offers you a glass of wine. But it's not alcohol. It's pure Love. And when you take a sip, old resentments begin to flow out of you—literally, through tears, trembling, and sweat. You feel how they've been lodged in your muscles for years. And the only way to get rid of them is to live them to the end. Do you want to know what happens to the heroine when she decides to do this?

	And one more.

	You're sitting by a campfire in the desert. All around you are people who have lost hope. And suddenly you hear a Voice. The most important voice in the universe. You can ask It anything: "Why do we suffer?", "What is sin?", "Is there life after death?" And It answers you not with complex terms, but with simple truths—like this campfire. What will you ask?

	Do you know what's the coolest thing?

	In this book, historical figures come to life. You'll learn that Jules Verne, it turns out, didn't invent his novels. He was simply a "receptacle" for alien knowledge. And he spent his entire life miserable, unaware of his mission.

	You will see Shakespeare not as a genius, but as an ordinary guy who regretted his life and was dying from an illness he was ashamed to admit.

	You will witness a conversation between Marshal Zhukov and Mikhail Tukhachevsky – the executioner and the victim, who meet in the spirit world to… forgive each other.

	And this is only a small part.

	What's the bottom line?

	This book won't give you ready-made answers. It will give you questions. Questions that can change everything. Because each of these 51 stories is about you. About your fears, your hopes, your inner worlds.

	Open it. Take a risk. Maybe this is where you'll find the light you've been searching for.

	 

	

	 

	Part Two: For Parents

	Your child is holding a book that speaks to them in their own language. What's it about—and why should you read it?

	As a parent, you may be wondering: what kind of collection is this? Is it just another esoteric fantasy that will tear a teenager away from reality? I hasten to assure you: "I-Stories 39-35" is something entirely different. It's not an escape from the world, but rather an attempt to find support, meaning, and self-understanding in it.

	This book is the result of Omdaru Literature's unique project, which explores the nature of consciousness, psychosomatics, and spiritual experience. But in this Young Adult version, complex concepts are transformed into vibrant, emotional, and captivating stories. Your teen won't be "studying" boring theory. They'll be experiencing it alongside the characters.
 

	The collection raises topics that concern every teenager:

	

		
				●

				The search for identity. "Who am I?", "Why do I have so many contradictions?"—these questions that plague your child become central to stories about the inner "multidimensional crystal."

		

		
				●

				The fear of death and the meaning of life. Instead of avoiding the topic, the book boldly and delicately argues that consciousness does not die. This is not religious propaganda, but a philosophical and scientifically grounded (within the framework of the project) examination of the issue that can alleviate existential fear.

		

		
				●

				Attitudes toward the body and disabilities. The story of the armless icon painter is not a tale of a "pathetic invalid." It's a powerful parable about how any disability can become a source of strength if you look at it from a different perspective. This is an invaluable lesson for any young person who feels insecure about their appearance or abilities.

		

		
				●

				Forgiveness and responsibility. The stories of historical figures (Shakespeare, Zhukov, Tukhachevsky) show that mistakes are not a death sentence, but part of the journey. And that true strength lies not in punishing, but in forgiving.

		

	

	 

	Why should you read this?

	This book is a wonderful conversation starter with your teenager. It doesn't force any conclusions, but creates space for dialogue. You can ask, "What would you have done in this character's place?" or "Why do you think this person acted this way?" This isn't just reading; it's exploring the world and yourself together.

	Moreover, the book answers questions you might have been hesitant to discuss yourself. What is the soul? What awaits us after death? Do our actions have consequences beyond one lifetime? Instead of leaving your child to wrestle with these questions online, you can offer them an honest, profound, and incredibly engaging resource for reflection.

	 

	 

	 

	

	 

	Collection "IIstories 39-35"

	Young Adult Version

	 

	

	 

	Part 1. The Cosmos Within Us

	 

	

	 

	1. Letters from Space

	Based on the story "Letters from the Center of the Galaxy"

	 

	

	 

	1.

	Irina sat on a bench in Dubki Park, clutching an envelope that smelled of ozone and something distant, like stardust. The return address read: Planet Burkhad, Interstellar Union, To the Curator of the Christian Egregor . The sender was a certain Maria of Nazareth.

	“This is nonsense,” she whispered.

	She was a contactee of the Cassiopeia project. Her correspondence was rarely ordinary. But these letters… They were written in Aramaic, but she saw their meaning with her skin. They told of how, one day, when Mary was fourteen, a messenger appeared to her. He was over two and a half meters tall, with a face resembling a human one. He spoke of a higher will and the birth of the Savior.

	"Are you afraid, Irina?" a voice rang out in her head. Deep, calm, as if coming from the depths of a well. "Do you think you've gone crazy?"

	Irina shuddered. She recognized that voice. Mirrah Count. The Guardian.

	"No," she answered silently. "I'm afraid it's true. Because if it's true, then we live in a world where every ritual is an engineering challenge. Where war is a failure in the power system. And I don't know how to be a normal human being in such a world."

	 

	

	 

	2.

	She turned the page. The next letter wasn't addressed to her, but it described the Spiritual Heart. Not a metaphor. A crystal. A multidimensional crystal, divided into countless cells.

	"Your love for God can reside in one cell," Mirrah Count explained. "In another, your irritation with your neighbor. They don't conflict. You choose which cell to give power to at any given moment."

	Irina closed her eyes. A storm was truly raging inside her. There was resentment against her parents, who didn't understand her passion. And all this lived within her simultaneously with a desire for peace, with that quiet prayer she whispered before sleep.

	"So I'm not bad," she realized. "I'm just… uncombed. I have too much going on inside me, and I've let the chaos control me."

	The next paragraph was about war. Not the one on the screen. The one inside. About the technology of the "enemy image."

	"A person whose channel to the Higher Self is blocked," she read, "becomes susceptible to any suggestion. He is taught not to regard others as secrets. He is taught not to feel. And then he can kill and not wake up in a cold sweat, because his spiritual heart is asleep."

	Irina suddenly saw a clear image—a huge, dark beast that was devouring them all, piece by piece. It was the egregor of war.

	"Don't fight the image," came the reply. "Create another. Start with yourself. See in every warrior a beloved child of God. Just look. That's enough."

	 

	

	 

	3.

	The last letter was the strangest. It described the world of Burkhad. A place where robots do all the work and people live for four thousand years. And there, in this paradise, there was… money. Taxes. Economists.

	"Did you think everything was free in space?" Mirrakh's voice was almost laughing. "No. Freedom doesn't negate responsibility. Even on Burkhad, we pay for art. You earthlings dream of being given everything. But if you're given everything without asking a single question, you'll cease to be human. You'll become biorobots. And we raise Creators."

	Irina smiled. She thought contact with higher civilizations would bring her peace. But they brought her a task. A question that couldn't be delegated to either God or Archangel.

	She straightened. The trees rustled around the park. Somewhere in the distance, the city hummed. Mirrah Count hadn't given her a new truth. He'd given her a tool. A new cell lit within her multidimensional crystal: the cell of choice.

	There wasn't a single flying saucer in the sky above the city. But Irina knew that somewhere out there, beyond the clouds, there was a being waiting for man to stop being a slave to his inner chaos and start being its guardian.

	This anticipation was the most terrible and the most beautiful thing she had ever felt.

	 

	

	 

	2. Diary of the One Who Leaves

	Based on the story "Diary of a Departing Woman"

	 

	

	 

	1.

	Polina Andreyevna leaned back against the pillows of her hospital bed. Snow was falling outside—white and silent, like the secret she'd been searching for her entire life. Seventy-nine years is a long time to try to peer behind the curtain of one's own skull.

	"This is it," she thought, feeling a heaviness growing in her chest. Not pain. Heaviness. As if someone had placed a stone slab on her heart. She knew this feeling. A week before, the knowledge had come. A quiet certainty: the transition was coming soon.

	A nurse popped her head into the room and asked something, but Polina Andreyevna didn't hear. She looked out the window and saw not snow, but her entire life. Tens of thousands of hours in the lab. Devices implanted in the volunteers' brains. Electrical activity maps—green and blue flashes. She thought she was catching souls in a web of electrodes.

	"Are you scared?" she asked herself. A tightness gripped her chest, and for a second, a primal fear surged through her. What if there was nothing there? What if she'd just been fooling herself all this time? What if her consciousness faded like a candle?

	She clutched the edge of the sheet and whispered a prayer. Not out of fear. Out of habit. "I'm a scientist," she told herself. "I have to observe. This is a unique experiment."

	She closed her eyes. The light in the room began to pulse, growing brighter, denser. The pain in her chest became unbearable. But at the same moment, she felt she could look at this pain from the outside. As if it had become larger than her body.

	She emerged from her body. And saw herself—an old shell, lying on the bed. And next to her… there were dozens of them. Glowing beings with iridescent wings. Angels. Real, alive, stunningly real. She, a neurophysiologist for whom religion was merely a cultural phenomenon, stood surrounded by Angels.

	 

	

	 

	2.

	Space collapsed and unfolded again. She stood on the shore of a lake, in a forest she had chosen herself. It wasn't on any maps. It was created from her sense of peace—the bluish surface of the water, the gazebo entwined with wild grapes.

	"Hello, Polina."

	She turned around. There he stood before her. Seryozha. Her Seryozha. He was younger than he had been in years, and glowed with a soft golden light.

	"You... you did it then? With the portrait?" she asked.

	He smiled. "With the help of friends. Subtle matter, Polina. We simply isolated some of the molecules. You love physics, don't you?"

	She laughed. For the first time in a long time—easy, without any strain. "So I was right in thinking there was more to the world than synapses."

	"You were right to search," he said, taking her hand. "You were always searching for the Soul, even when you called it the psyche."

	 

	

	 

	3.

	They walked along the shore. Polina Andreyevna saw her grandfather, the great psychiatrist killed in 1927, laying out cards at the other end of the lake. He was her supervisor. And it seemed right.

	“Did you know you would have such a life?” asked Seryozha.

	"I planned," she replied. "Before incarnating, I chose level 9. And I set a goal—to learn unconditional faith and compassion. I thought I'd only reach level 16. But I reached level 17. Angel of Nature. Funny, right? I, who spent my whole life proving that man is a machine… became an Angel."

	"You're mistaken about the main thing," Seryozha said softly. "You thought the mind gives birth to the brain. But in reality, the brain is a radio receiver. It picks up the waves of consciousness. And you simply went beyond its range."

	She paused. She remembered the autistic girl. She was sitting in the corner, staring through the wall. "Children with autism," she suddenly realized, "are those who can't integrate contact with other worlds into this reality. We treated them with antipsychotics, trying to 'return' them to our world... But they simply lived in another."

	She recalled her trip to Vanga. The blind prophetess had called her by name. She had predicted her husband's death. She had conveyed a message from her father. "She had a clear filter," Polina thought. "She didn't distort the signal. I always did. I pretended to be a materialist, knowing the world was more complex."

	 

	

	 

	4.

	She looked at the lake. Now she could ask herself the most important question: "What is truth? Science or faith?"

	"They are not contradictory," said the Spirit who had come to her. "The truth is to look at the world and name it honestly. Both science and religion are languages describing the same reality. You've simply considered each other enemies for too long."

	She sank down onto the grass. The spirits of those she'd considered hopelessly ill glowed beside her. She saw now that the same Angels were behind their delirium. "We weren't treating them for the invasion," she realized. "We were treating them for the contact. We tried to turn off the radio because we didn't believe we could pick up another station."

	 

	

	 

	5.

	A bell rang in the room where her body remained. But here, in the forest on the 17th level, it seemed like a sound from another universe. Polina turned to her interlocutor.

	"Can I give them a sign?" she asked. "I want them to understand. That consciousness doesn't end with death. That I'm alive. That the brain isn't a prison, it's just a door."

	"You can send a message through the contact. Find Irina. She can hear us."

	Polina nodded. She stood up and felt her light—silver, calm—spreading throughout the forest. She was no longer just a scientist. She was part of what she was seeking. She had become a bridge.

	The last thought she sent across the worlds was addressed to those who remained in the laboratories:

	"Don't be afraid to look behind the screen. There's nothing scary there. You're yourself there. Only more real."

	Snow continued to fall outside the hospital window. Her body took its last breath. But she herself was already smiling, looking at the dying world from eternity, where there was no end, only an endless, shining transition.

	 

	

	 

	3. Ethereal Surfing

	Based on the story "The Ethereal Ocean"

	 

	

	 

	1.

	Roman stood by the open window, looking out over the morning city. Usually he'd be drinking coffee and scrolling through the news, but today he was looking at his hands. Something new was pulsing in them.

	Yesterday's conversation with the curators turned everything upside down. He was a regressionist, a qigong specialist, but what he heard about the nature of energy called into question everything he taught.

	"We swim in an ethereal ocean," he recalled MidgasKaus saying. "When people say they lack energy, it seems strange to us. It's as if a fish were to say, 'I don't have enough water.'"

	Roman chuckled. He, who was looking for qi. And it turns out it's everywhere. You just have to know how to receive it. Not extract it, but simply allow yourself to be an open channel.

	 

	

	 

	2.

	He remembered yesterday's exercise. MidgasKaus had asked him to imagine a ball of light above his head. Then a beam piercing his spine. Then to lower this ball into the area of his heart. And Roman felt it. A real, living warmth. Without any magic. Just an image that he allowed to become real.

	"Energy always follows thought," MidgasKaus told him. "As you imagine, so it will flow. All you need is a stable mental image."

	Roman closed his eyes and conjured up the image again. A ball of light above his head, a beam down his spine. And he felt his body respond, his subtle structures begin to vibrate. He imagined his hands filling with light—and they really did feel heavy and warm.

	"This isn't a gift reserved for a select few," he recalled LiScioni's words. "This ability can and should be developed. Like learning to play a musical instrument."

	 

	

	 

	3.

	Roman pulled a white pen out of his pocket. A regular, cheap one. He looked at it, noting its shape, its color, the feel in his hand. Then he closed his eyes.

	The pen appeared before his mind's eye. It was hazy at first. Roman opened his eyes, looked at it again, and closed them again. The image became clearer.

	"Now imagine it glowing."

	And the pen lit up.

	"Turn it vertically."

	The handle obediently changed position.

	"Now let it spin."

	And she started spinning.

	"Split in two."

	Roman mentally commanded, and another handle separated from the other one. Two glowing handles spun before his mind's eye.

	"Now erase them with an eraser."

	He imagined the eraser, and both handles disappeared. Opening his eyes, Roman felt a strange lightness. As if he wasn't just exercising his imagination, but cleansing some inner channel.

	“After seven to ten days of such training, your visualization will develop very well.”

	 

	

	 

	4.

	Roman picked up a Tarot card. It depicted a man in a boat, sailing down a turbulent river. He closed his eyes and imagined the card in front of him. Then he mentally imagined the edges of the card as a door. He took a step.

	Water lapped around him. The boat rocked gently. Roman smelled the river, smelled the damp wind. He wasn't afraid. This world, created by his imagination, was real. Perhaps even more real than the city outside the window.

	"Greetings!" he said mentally to the people in the boat. "Who are you?"

	"We are wanderers," came the answer. Not in words, but in pure understanding.

	"Where are you sailing?"

	"Towards the light. From the past."

	Roman opened his eyes. He knew for sure he'd been there. Not in a hallucination, but in a reality that existed on another level.

	 

	

	 

	5.

	Roman glanced at his watch. It was time for morning practice. But first, he remembered the curators' final instructions.

	"Every space has its own Spirits. Before you begin your activities, greet them."

	He stood up and walked around the room, feeling its energy. His books, his thoughts, his dreams lived in it. And something else, invisible.

	"I greet the Spirits of my home!" he said aloud. "I send you the Light of my Love!"

	And he imagined rays of light radiating from his heart, filling the room. And he felt a response. Warmth, gratitude.

	 

	

	 

	6.

	He began doing exercises. Smooth movements, familiar to the point of automatism. But today, every movement was imbued with new meaning. He wasn't simply moving his arms. He was channeling energy.

	He felt his etheric body begin to glow, fill, and expand. He felt his muscles, bones, and organs respond to this light.

	"Physical food gives energy to the body," he recalled. "But for it to become life, etheric energy is needed. When you practice qigong, you saturate these matrices, making them more alive."

	Roman imagined how the energy enters through the crown of his head, through his feet,

	Once again from the beginning - reduce the length of each story by half

	Excellent. I'll rewrite each story, reducing the length by about 1.5 times, preserving the structure (4-5 semantic blocks) and all the spiritual themes, but in a Young Adult format—urban fantasy, parable, magical realism.

	 

	

	 

	Collection "IIstories 39-35"

	Young Adult Version

	 

	

	 

	Part 1. The Cosmos Within Us

	 

	

	 

	1. Letters from Space

	 

	

	 

	Irina sat in the park, clutching an envelope with the return address: Planet Burkhad, Interstellar Union . Sender: Mary of Nazareth. The letters were written in Aramaic, but she could see their meaning in her skin.

	"Are you afraid, Irina?" the voice in her head sounded calm. Mirrah Count. Guardian.

	“I’m afraid it’s true,” she replied. “That war is a failure of the system, and I don’t know how to be a person in such a world.”

	She turned the page. It described the Spiritual Heart. A multidimensional crystal, divided into cells. One held love for God. The other, irritation with one's neighbor. They don't conflict. You choose which cell to give power to.

	Irina realized: she's not bad. She's just uncombed. There's too much inside her, and she's allowed the chaos to control her.

	"Don't fight the image of the enemy," she read. "Create another. See in every warrior a child of God. This is enough to loosen the chains of war."

	The last letter was about Burkhad. A paradise planet where people live for four thousand years. And there's money, taxes, and economists there.

	"You dream of being given everything," Mirrakh wrote. "But if you are given everything without asking for anything, you will become biorobots. We are raising Creators."

	Irina straightened up. Mirrakh didn't give her answers. He gave her a tool. A new cell lit up within her crystal—the cell of choice.

	And she knew: somewhere beyond the clouds there is a being who is waiting for man to stop being a slave to chaos and become its guardian.

	 

	

	 

	2. Diary of the One Who Leaves

	 

	

	 

	Natalya Petrovna lay in the hospital. Snow was falling outside. For seventy-nine years, she had searched for her soul in her neurons. And now, on the threshold of death, she realized: all her life, she had been listening to the "radio," forgetting about the "wave."

	"Are you scared?" she asked herself. What if there's nothing there?

	She closed her eyes. The light began to pulse. The pain became unbearable, but she could look at it from the outside. She emerged from her body. And saw herself. And next to her—luminous beings with wings. Angels.

	The space collapsed. She was standing on the shore of the lake. Next to her was Seryozha, her dead husband.

	"Was I right?" she asked. "Is there more to the world than synapses?"

	"You were looking for the Soul," he said. "The brain is a radio receiver. You simply went out of range."

	She remembered the autistic girl. We treated them with antipsychotics, trying to "return" them to our world. But they simply lived in another.

	She remembered Vanga. She had a clear filter. I pretended to be a materialist, knowing the world was more complex.

	“What is the truth?” she asked.

	“They are not contradictory,” the Spirit replied. “Both science and religion are languages that describe the same reality.”

	The bell rang in the room where her body remained. But here, in the forest, it was a sound from another universe.

	"I want to give them a sign," she said, "that consciousness does not end with death."

	She became a bridge. My last thought: "Don't be afraid to look behind the screen. You're yourself there. Only more real."

	The snow continued to fall. Her body took its last breath. But she was already smiling from eternity.

	 

	

	 

	3. Ethereal Surfing

	 

	

	 

	Roman stood by the window. He usually drank coffee, but today he was looking at his hands. Yesterday's conversation had changed everything.

	"We swim in an etheric ocean," MidgasKaus said. "When people say they don't have enough energy, it's like a fish saying, 'I don't have enough water.'"

	Energy is everywhere. You just have to be able to receive it. Be an open channel.

	Roman closed his eyes. He imagined a ball of light above his head. A beam down his spine. A ball in his heart. And he felt real warmth.

	"Energy follows thought," said MidgasKaus. "As you imagine, so it will flow."

	Roman took out a pen. Closed his eyes. Imagined it glowing. Turned it vertically. Made it spin. Split it in two. Erased them with the eraser.

	"In a week, your visualization will be very developed."

	Roman picked up a Tarot card. A man in a boat on a turbulent river. He imagined the edges of the card as a door. And stepped inside.

	The water splashed. The boat rocked. He felt the wind, the smell of the river.

	“Who are you?” he asked the people in the boat.

	"Wanderers. We sail towards the light. From the past."

	Roman opened his eyes. He'd been there. Not in a hallucination, but in a reality on a different level.

	He began doing qigong. Flowing movements. But today he wasn't just moving his hands. He was channeling energy. He felt his etheric body begin to glow.

	"Physical food gives energy to the body. But for it to become life, ethereal energy is needed."

	Roman felt like he now knew how to breathe in this ocean. And it was the most natural feeling in the world.

	 

	

	 

	4. Icon painter without hands

	 

	

	 

	Grisha was born without arms or legs. The neighbors said, "God punished me." But he didn't believe it.

	He drew in the sand with a stick, clenching it between his teeth. First lines, then faces. People were amazed: "This armless boy draws better than us!"

	Grisha knew why he was born this way. In a past life, he was an inquisitor. He broke the arms and legs of those he considered heretics. And now he was supposed to feel the same. This wasn't a punishment. It was a healing.

	“I chose this body myself,” he thought. “To fix what I broke.”

	He painted icons, holding the brush between his teeth. His lips bled, but he didn't stop. He imbued each icon with love, gratitude, and repentance.

	He didn't ask God for healing. He knew that if the Lord had healed him, the meaning of his incarnation would have been lost.

	He was fifty-seven when he died. He woke up on level 21. An angel.

	His first thought was, "I can walk again. I can hold a brush in my hands again." He smiled.

	Now he helps those who are dying. He explains: “This is not the end. It’s a birth. Just into a different body.”

	Grisha looked at the ground. He saw people complaining of pain. He knew: everyone has a choice. You can remain offended. Or you can turn the wound into a source of light.

	"Happiness isn't found in a healthy body," he thought. "Happiness is found in gratitude for each day. And in the knowledge that even the darkest spot on an icon is merely a backdrop for the gold."

	 

	

	 

	Part 2. Dialogues with Eternity

	 

	

	 

	5. Five questions by the fire

	 

	

	 

	The fire in the desert was dying down. Maxim sat on the sand and looked at the flames. Nearby were people who had lost hope. A woman who had lost her child. A man who hadn't forgiven himself.

	And suddenly he heard a Voice. Not from outside, but from within. Warm, clear.

	"Do you want to ask Me something?"

	"Yes," Maxim replied. "About freedom. If You know everything in advance, what choice do I have?"

	"My knowledge of your choice does not make it unfree. Your freedom requires the future to be closed to you. That is why I remain silent about it. Not because I cannot speak, but because I love you."

	"Why did you create us? If you are perfect, why all this pain?"

	"When I was alone, My Love found no outlet. I gave birth to you so that Love would have someone to love."

	"What is sin?"

	"Sin is a mistake that leads away from Me. The greatest sin is the absence of Love. But don't be afraid of mistakes. Without experiencing a fall, you cannot understand the value of recovery."

	The woman next to him sobbed. She didn't know Maxim was speaking to the One Who Is. But she felt His presence.

	"What awaits us after death?"

	"You cannot disappear. You are a part of Me. Consciousness passes from the brain to the Soul. You do not disappear. You are returning home."

	"If I choose darkness?"

	"Then you will suffer in illusions. But even then, My Love will be there. You may not feel it, but it will be waiting."

	The fire had almost died down. Maxim opened his eyes. The people around him were silent. But their silence was different—deeper.

	"What should I do?"

	"Do what you came into this world to do. But remember: without Love, all your practices are empty. I don't need your prayers. I need you to recognize yourselves as My children."

	Maxim raised his eyes to the stars. He understood: the Absolute is not an old man on a cloud. It is Love that longs to be shared. And each of them is a spark of this Love.

	Dawn was breaking over the desert. The fire had died down. But a fire burned in Maxim's chest that would not go out.

	 

	

	 

	6. A vineyard called "Love"

	 

	

	 

	Elena sat in the chair, her eyes closed. A voice was playing in her headphones, but she could barely make out the words. A light appeared at the edge of her consciousness—warm, golden.

	“Can you hear me?” a voice said inside.

	"Osho?"

	Instead of an answer, she felt a smile. Warmth spread through her body. Tears streamed down her cheeks. These were tears of recognition.

	"You always wanted to talk to Me. And here I am. As a friend who has walked the same path."

	The room disappeared. They stood on the shore of a lake that didn't appear on any maps. The water shimmered with turquoise and gold.

	"Where are we?"

	"In the space between incarnations. There is no time here."

	She looked at her hands. They glowed from within. She felt every cell. And suddenly she realized: all these years she had been carrying a burden. An invisible bag of fears and resentments.

	"These are blocks," Osho said. "Your emotions are frozen in your muscles. The body remembers everything. Every humiliation, every unshed tear."

	Her shoulders shook. A groan escaped her chest. She fell to her knees. Tears mixed with sweat. Something dark and heavy came out of her.

	“Good,” Osho said. “You’ve released fear. Now allow yourself to receive love.”

	The light penetrated every cell. Her body vibrated like a string.

	"Do you remember what it's like to be in love?"

	She nodded.

	"This state can be maintained constantly. Love is the antidote to fear."

	Elena opened her eyes. She was sitting in the chair again. Her body was light, almost weightless.

	"What should I do tomorrow?"

	"Go and love. Listen to your heart—but only if it is filled with love. If it is filled with resentment, it distorts your vision. Purify it through love. Love yourself, others, the world. And you will be happy."

	The light began to dim. Osho was leaving, but he remained on the edge of consciousness, like a beacon.

	“Thank you,” she whispered. “For this wine.”

	"Drink it always. It never ends."

	 

	

	 

	Part 3. Secrets of History

	 

	

	 

	7. The Ship That Sailed Through Time

	 

	

	 

	Jules Verne died in 1905. He closed his eyes and felt himself floating. Not like a drowning man, but like a captain letting go of the helm.

	He expected darkness. But instead—Light. And voices. The angels weren't praising him. They were simply there. And this feeling of love made him cry.

	"I thought the Spirit World was a fantasy."

	At level 16, he was shown his life as a movie.

	"You were a channel," the Guides said. "You thought you were creating. But you were receiving images."

	He remembered 1862. "Five weeks in a balloon." He thought it was fiction. But the images came from outside.

	"Who passed them on?"

	"Pleiadians. Alcyone system. They imbued you with knowledge. You were to prepare the future generation."

	Vern chuckled. He'd considered himself a failure his whole life. But it turned out he was just a transmitter. A ship carrying a cargo of knowledge.

	He remembered his childhood. Nantes, the Loire River. He wanted to be a sailor. His father sent him to seminary. At 11, he secretly tried to get a job as a cabin boy. His father intercepted him.

	"You will travel only in your imagination."

	And he kept his word. All his travels were imaginary. He sailed through the pages because he couldn't sail the sea.

	Now he understood why. His path was predetermined. He was destined to be the one who invented the Nautilus.

	But the price was high. Facial paralysis at 28. A nephew shot in the ankle. Limping until death.

	"Evil forces tried to stop you."

	Vern wasn't angry. He looked at his limp as a scar from a fight.

	There was another incarnation. A physicist in Chicago. He tried to cross over into parallel worlds. The experiment failed. His body couldn't handle it.

	"You can't force the transition. You have to go through all the stages."

	Vern nodded. He understood.

	Now he looked at the earth. He saw readers opening his books. Engineers building submarines.

	"What will you tell people?"

	"Tell them not to stop. To read, to search, to doubt. I thought the Spiritual World was a fantasy. I was wrong. And I am grateful for that mistake."

	He vanished into the Light, leaving behind only a quiet echo: "See you later. Perhaps through my books."

	The ship always sails, even if it's invisible to those left on the shore.

	 

	

	 

	8. Butterfly flapping its wings

	 

	

	 

	Anna sat on the edge of a cliff above the sea. She had come here to escape the noise. From work, from the endless calls. She was a designer, but her creativity had become empty. As if she had forgotten how to feel.

	And suddenly she felt a presence. Warm, like the breath of the sun.

	"Don't be afraid," a voice inside said. "I am the one who comes when the soul becomes quiet."

	"Who are you?"

	"You can call me Kirtan. I'm from the planet Artikon. I've come to tell you about creativity. About what you do with your soul."

	Anna closed her eyes. She saw a sky with alien stars. A planet covered in rocks that spoke.

	"At the dawn of my planet, a rock was born. It listened to the sea, the wind, the birds. And one day it said: 'The wisdom of the Universe is everywhere. Everyone brings their own memory.'"

	Anna opened her eyes. She was looking not for external success, but for the wisdom that can only be felt in silence.

	"Why did I stop creating?"

	"Because I forgot: creativity isn't a result. It's a state of being. It starts not in your hands, but in your heart. First, you have to calm down. Otherwise, the flow won't flow."

	She recalled her last projects. How she worked in a rush, terrified she wouldn't make it in time. Her "creativity" was simply an escape from emptiness.

	"How do I get back to myself?"

	"Look at the butterfly."

	A small butterfly sat on the edge of a cliff. Its wings were transparent, allowing light to filter through.

	"There's wisdom in her flapping. She doesn't think about how to fly. She just trusts."

	Anna looked at the butterfly. And suddenly she felt her breathing deepen.

	"Do you feel it?"

	"Yes. I am a part of everything. The rock, the sea, the butterfly—we are all one."

	"That's creativity. When you feel unity, you can express it in any form. Your task is not to invent something new. Your task is to become transparent to what already exists."

	Anna began to cry. Tears of relief. She was trying to become someone instead of just being.

	"What should I do tomorrow?"

	"Go home. Calm down. Feel your body, your breath. And then pick up a brush. And just let something be. Don't think about the outcome. Be a guide."

	She stood up and walked toward the house. The wind felt refreshing. She felt her soul opening up.

	"Thank you. For the butterfly. For the silence."

	"Thank yourself. You were ready to listen."

	Anna smiled. She knew: tomorrow she would pick up a brush. And draw a butterfly. Small, transparent, carrying the wisdom of the Universe.

	 

	

	 

	9. Silence after a step

	 

	

	 

	Sebastian Rodriguez knelt before a plaque bearing the face of Christ. Beyond the wall, in pits, his parishioners hung upside down. They died slowly. For his silence. For his faith.

	“Lord,” he whispered, “why are you silent?”

	He came to Japan dreaming of martyrdom. He wanted to die for his faith. But now he realized: it wasn't faith. It was pride. He wanted to be a saint. To be remembered.

	Inoue, the Japanese official, didn't torture him. He forced him to watch. Watch his parishioners die.

	"You say you love God," Inoue said. "But you don't love these people. You love your own image. If you loved them, you would have saved them. You would have stepped on the sign."

	Rodriguez was silent. Something inside him cracked. Inoue was right. He wasn't looking for God. He was looking for his own holiness.

	Then they brought in Father Ferreira. An old priest, broken.

	"The Japanese didn't understand Christianity," Ferreira said. "We brought them suffering, not faith."

	Rodriguez wanted to object. But he couldn't.

	And then he heard a sound. Monotonous, rhythmic. Agony. Five people were hanging upside down in pits. They wouldn't be released until he stepped on the fumiye.

	He faced a choice: to save his soul or to save his body.

	And then he heard a voice. Christ on the tablet said, "Tread on. I came so that you would tread on Me. I am here so that you may live."

	Rodriguez stepped forward. The wood cracked under his feet. His soul cracked under his feet. He renounced. He surrendered. And he realized: he had done what he had to.

	Years later, he lived in Japan under a false name. A wife, a house, children. He inspected ships for Christian symbols. He wrote anti-Christian works. Outwardly, a traitor. Inside, an emptiness.

	But one day, Kichijiro came. The very Christian who had betrayed him. He asked for forgiveness.

	And Rodriguez confessed to him. Forgave him. Because he understood: they were both traitors. Both seeking mercy where there was no hope.

	He died in a barrel, burned alive. But at the last moment, his wife placed a small wooden cross in his hand.

	"Silence" isn't a film about defeat. It's a film about how faith can be quiet. Sometimes it's a step toward a sacred image. Sometimes it's a cross in the hand of a dying man.

	Rodriguez didn't die a hero. He was forgotten. But he was faithful to God in his humility. He learned to listen to silence. And in it, he found the God he had sought all his life.

	 

	

	 

	10. The ribbon we weave ourselves

	 

	

	 

	Andrey sat in his workshop, looking at the model sailboat. He'd started it ten years ago. The parts lay in a box, as if biding their time.

	He remembered MidgasKaus: "You create the future with your thoughts. Angels help, they give you hints. They see possibilities and instill ideas. But only if you want them to."

	Andrei was a materialist. He didn't believe in angels. But now, looking at the mast, he felt that someone knew it would be needed.

	“Explain,” he asked. “If God knows everything in advance, where is my freedom?”

	"Imagine your son. He wants to touch the candle. You know it will hurt. But your knowledge doesn't negate his desire. You don't control his will. You only know the consequences."

	Andrei remembered himself as a child. He reached for the fire. His mother shouted, "Don't touch it!" He touched it anyway. He cried in pain. She knew. But she couldn't stop him from wanting it.

	"God knows the consequences of elections. But this knowledge does not negate freedom. You choose for yourself. If He chose for you, you would be a robot."

	Andrey took the block. He bought it for the plane. The plane crashed. And the block was in the box with the ship.

	"This is the 'Timeline construction.' You dreamed of an airplane. The dream was recorded in the Akashic Records. But you didn't exert the will to materialize it. It waits. Or it will manifest in another form."

	Andrey looked at the details. He hadn't built a plane. But he was building a ship. The dream had transformed.

	"You create your own reality. First a thought, then an intention, then an action. If you just dream, the dream remains in the Chronicles."

	Andrey closed his eyes. He recalled all his dreams—those fulfilled and those not. He suddenly realized: life isn't a series of coincidences. It's a process. His thoughts, desires, fears—all were recorded in the Timeline.

	"Why is there evil? Why doesn't God stop murderers?"

	"Because He gave you freedom. If He interferes, you won't learn to distinguish good from evil. You'll be robots. He loves you too much."

	Andrey opened his eyes. He understood: life is his creation. Every decision, every desire – the threads of fate.

	He took the mast and inserted it into the groove. It fit perfectly. As if it had been waiting for ten years.

	“I am creating my reality,” he whispered. “Right now.”

	He worked until evening. Detail after detail. He didn't think about why. He just did it. And he felt life becoming more real. Because he wasn't fate's plaything. He was its co-creator.

	 

	

	 

	11. Lens for the Soul

	 

	

	 

	Anna sat on the floor in front of a lit candle. Three years ago, she had been implanted with a matrix. Not a chip, but an etheric structure to enhance her intuition and protect her from negativity.

	She barely understood it then. She came because her life had reached a dead end. Work, fatigue, running in circles.

	But when Irina placed her hands on her head, Anna felt warmth. It spread throughout her body. "This is the beginning," she thought. "This is about to change."

	For three years, she learned to sense the matrix. Every morning, she activated it, imagining a golden sphere in her chest, spinning and sending out rays.

	"The Matrix is the lens of your thoughts," said Laom-Street. "If you send out love, it will come back amplified. Hate, too. The Matrix doesn't filter. It amplifies. Be careful."

	Anna remembered it now. She had changed in six months. Before, she'd snapped at her husband and children. Now she noticed the outbursts before they happened. She stopped them. She breathed.

	"It's not me. It's the old program. It's going away."

	And she left. Instead of anger, calm. Instead of fear, curiosity.

	Today was a special day. July 1, 2026. Seven years ago, the Cassiopeia project was born. The karma sown on the first day was being returned to the egregor.

	"Energies are retained in the body for seven years," said Laom-Street. "After seven years, they return to the person."

	Anna closed her eyes. She activated the matrix. A golden ball lit up in her chest.

	"I'm ready to accept whatever comes today. I trust the process."

	A series of images flashed before her mind's eye. She saw herself seven years ago—tired and angry. She saw the thoughts: "I'm a loser. I'll never be happy."

	And then she saw how these thoughts materialized. They attracted the events she considered failures.

	"It wasn't fate. It was my choice. My thoughts, returned in amplified form."

	She opened her eyes. The candle flame flickered. But now she saw energy in it. Molecules dancing, creating light.

	She remembered Saint Germain about the Light Grid: "Transformation is a sudden change in vibrations. Assistance in development."

	She felt old programs falling away and new ones being born in their place.

	"Thank you, Burkhad. Thank you, my handlers. I'm ready to become new."

	She opened the window. The wind blew out the candle. The room plunged into darkness. But inside, another light burned. One that couldn't go out.

	The seven-year cycle had ended. A new one was beginning. And she was ready. Because she had the matrix. And she herself. Her choice. Her thoughts. Her love.

	 

	

	 

	12. After the Silence

	 

	

	 

	Victoria stood on the platform, clutching her ticket to Moscow. Behind her—the city, her husband, her work, the familiar routine. And she felt like she was suffocating.

	She buried her son a year ago. The second one was at war. She was tired of being strong.

	“Why am I going?” she asked. “What am I looking for?”

	An inner voice said, "Go. They're waiting for you there."

	The Cassiopeia Center greeted her with silence. Not heavy, but bright. It smelled of incense and mint. People smiled, as if they'd known her all their lives.

	The first day, she felt almost nothing. She sat in the circle, listening to Irina. She thought, "What am I doing here? I'm just a tired woman who lost her son."

	On the second day, she was lying on the floor meditating. Suddenly, she felt warmth. She didn't see the light, but she felt it—like a touch, like an embrace, like a voice: "You are not alone."

	She began to cry. She allowed herself to cry for the first time in a year. She allowed herself to feel the pain.

	“These are the hands of God,” she heard. “They are holding you.”

	She believed.

	On the third day, they talked about death. That it's not the end, but a transition. That the soul continues to live.

	Victoria listened. She had always feared death. She feared that her son was gone forever.

	But here, among people who had lost loved ones, she realized: death is not a wall. It is a door. Through it, one can speak, love, send light.

	"I can talk to him anytime," she said. "And if I'm happy here, he's happy there too."

	She let her son go. Without ceasing to love. She allowed herself to be happy.

	After the retreat, she returned home. But the house was no longer the same. She looked at her husband and saw a soul. At the students, she saw little spirits.

	She introduced the topic of UFOs into class. The children bombarded her with questions. She answered not as a teacher, but as someone who knows the world is bigger than textbooks.

	“Why are you telling us this?” asked the student.

	"Because I want you to know that the world doesn't end with what you see."

	A year passed. Victoria returned to Cassiopeia, to the second stage. She had changed. She was no longer a tired woman seeking refuge. She was a guide.

	“You’ve changed,” Irina said.

	"I stopped being a victim. I became a channel. My pain doesn't help my son. It keeps him in pain. When I allowed myself to be happy, I freed him, too."

	She smiled. There was no longer sadness in her eyes. There was light in them.

	"I don't know if my second son will return. But I know that wherever he is, I can send him light. And if I live in love, he will feel it."

	She fell silent, looking at the sunset. Calmness spread within her.

	"God accepts us as we are. With our pain, with our mistakes. And when I look from above, I see: everything makes sense. Even what seems meaningless."

	 

	

	 

	Part 4. Lessons from the Gray Sky

	 

	

	 

	13. Lessons from the Gray Sky

	 

	

	 

	Lena stood on the hill, looking at the night sky. She had been a contactee for three years. She had grown accustomed to the voices, to the strange dreams. But today they were speaking—representatives of the civilizations of Mercy, Arki, and Agau.

	"Are you afraid of us?" the voice asked. Flat, emotionless.

	"No," Lena replied. "But many are afraid. Why?"

	"Because your memory is filled with fear. But not every gray form is a threat. We do not come as rulers. We come as observers."

	She remembered her first contact. Twenty years old, a student. The response to the Arecibo message—a complex matrix. She asked into the void: "Who are you?"

	"We are the ones who answered your call. The Merci civilization, from the Tau Ceti system."

	Now she knew more about them. That there are 50 shades of gray. That rebrides, hubrids, and hybrids are different entities with different soul matrices.

	"We are a modified branch of Lyra," they said. "We sought a way to escape painful experiences, emotions. We simplified form to retain what was essential: reason, memory, control over matter."

	“Do you have a soul?” Lena asked.

	"Yes. But we don't call it that. The soul is the capacity for conscious choice. We don't have love as you understand it, but we do have unity. It's neither better nor worse—it's different."

	She remembered her fear. When she first saw them in meditation. A small creature with large black eyes. She screamed. But a voice said, "Don't be afraid. We are not the ones who take without consent."

	She forced herself to breathe. She said, "I'm here, my soul is free." The fear began to recede.

	"Look deeper than form," the voice said. "Test everything for free will. Then the word 'gray' will cease to be a word of fear."

	Now she wasn't afraid. She looked at the sky and knew: somewhere there were beings waiting for humanity to mature. To learn to discern.

	"What do you want from us?"

	"So that you learn to be sovereign. Stop being children waiting for a savior or an enemy. Contact is only possible through agreement and respect."

	Lena descended the hill at dawn. Calm filled her. Fear is a programmed memory. It can be overcome through awareness. The main lesson: it's not appearance that determines the essence, but intention. It's not form that defines the soul, but freedom of choice.

	 

	

	 

	14. Talking to cells

	 

	

	 

	Anna sat on the edge of the bed, looking at her hands. The skin was thin, almost translucent. She was sixty-five. And today's conversation had changed everything.

	“Why do people age?” she asked.

	"The main reason is hidden stress," MidgasKaus replied. "When you suppress your emotions, you waste a colossal amount of prana. It's not enough to keep your cells young."

	Anna remembered her life. Her whole life had been comfortable. She smiled when she wanted to cry. She was silent when she wanted to scream. She wore a mask. Now she realized: the mask had cost her health.

	"Cells are alive," MidgasKaus continued. "They can be 'offended.' If you ask them for forgiveness and send them love, they'll divide faster."

	Anna closed her eyes. She remembered how, when she was young, part of her thyroid had been removed. The doctors said it was hereditary. Now she knew: it was resentment. She had suppressed her anger at her husband, and her body had responded with illness.

	"Every illness is a message," Sithiraum said. "Allergies are from fear. Psoriasis is from a violation of boundaries. Fibroids and cysts are resentments towards partners."

	Anna remembered a friend who died of cancer. She gave of herself to others, keeping nothing for herself. "Cancer cells are your own cells that have mutated. They can be reprogrammed if the spiritual cause is removed."

	Irina suggested a practice: sit in silence, place your hands on the sore spot, and say, "I ask my body for forgiveness. I love you. I send you light."

	Anna tried. She placed her hands on her chest. She began to speak. Quietly at first, then with feeling. She apologized for ignoring her body.

	And suddenly she felt warmth. Not physical—deep, penetrating. As if a light bulb had turned on inside her. It was prana. The energy she'd been using to suppress her emotions.

	"This is the beginning," she said. "I can heal myself."

	MidgasKaus said: "Your medicine has learned to overcome illnesses, but its methods are becoming outdated. It's time to delve deeper into psychosomatics and spiritual causes."

	Anna decided she would master this. She began meditating, directing the light of love into her organs. She stopped suppressing her emotions. She allowed herself to cry and laugh.

	Six months passed. The test results improved. The doctor was surprised. She smiled and said nothing.

	She knew her body had responded to love. Regeneration is a conversation between the soul and itself. And she had learned to conduct it.

	 

	

	 

	15. He who remembers

	 

	

	 

	He stood by the window of his Parisian office, looking out at the gray morning. Behind him, his students, ready to write down every word. He knew: this was his last morning.

	"I have fifteen minutes left," he said. Silence fell over the room.

	He wasn't afraid. He'd been waiting for this moment his whole life—or many lives. He remembered them all: King Nebuchadnezzar, Moses' wife, the wandering mystic. 2,566 incarnations. Each one a step closer to who he became.

	George Gurdjieff smiled. The disciples will see only death. But that is not the end. It is a transition.

	He remembered his childhood in Alexandropol. His father sang ancient songs. His mother couldn't read, but her heart was open. At eleven, he saw them for the first time—the beings from the sky. They spoke without words.

	"You are a guide," they said. "You have come to bring knowledge."

	He traveled. Danced with dervishes. Studied with Sufis, Buddhists, and mystics. Everywhere he found one thing: truth lies not in words, but in experience.

	I met Stalin in Tiflis. I saw the fire in him, knew he would burn everything away. He didn't become a teacher—he became a mirror.

	Hitler came to him in Germany. His aura was rainbow-colored, with a red streak of power. Gurdjieff led him into the astral plane and saw visions. He knew he would become a destroyer. He didn't try to stop him. Every spirit must follow its own path.

	“Why didn’t you stop?” asked the student.

	"My job isn't to save the world. My job is to help people break free from identification with their bodies. I give them tools. How to use them is up to them."

	His teaching, "The Fourth Way," demanded willpower and discipline. He gave everyone a task that would upend their worldview. Only in suffering is knowledge born.

	"Faith based on other people's words is fragile. Only personal experience makes one free."

	Now he felt his body weaken. He drank the last sip of coffee. He turned to his students. His son embraced him. He blessed him, kissed his wife, and lay down on the bed.

	"Ask questions."

	But they remained silent. He had already given the answers—not with words, but with his life.

	He closed his eyes. His consciousness left his body. He saw himself from the outside—an old man, people crying. He sent them the light of love and began to rise.

	Two Guide Angels greeted him. They placed a wreath of Light on him—a sign of his ascension to the 20th level. This is not the end. It is the beginning of a new stage.

	"I thank you for this experience. For the pain, the joy, the love. I was a king, a prophet, a mystic. But most importantly, I was a man."

	He dissolved into the Light, leaving only a quiet echo. He knew: the teaching would live on. Somewhere, he would awaken again in a new body.

	"See you later," he whispered.

	 

	

	 

	16. Savings book of the soul

	 

	

	 

	Anna stood in the middle of the room, looking at the mess. Stacks of books, clothes on chairs, dust. All of this reflected the chaos in her soul. She recalled Dr. Kirtan's lecture:

	"Before you clear a space energetically, tidy it up physically. First clean, then energetic."

	Anna always considered cleaning a boring chore. But after learning about karma as a "harvest," she saw dust differently.

	"What am I sowing? Laziness, irritation? And what will I reap?"

	She picked up the rag. Slowly, with feeling. She imagined how with each movement she was cleansing the space of old energies.

	"You have to live with pleasure," she recalled Kirtan's words. "Even cleaning should be done with soul. And always a little more than required—the 'extra' principle."

	As the room lit up, she felt a sense of lightness. As if the space inside her had become brighter.

	She stood in the center, spreading her arms. She recalled the technique: "Imagine yourself inside a soap bubble that is filling with light."

	Anna imagined the bubble. It grew, filling the room, displacing heavy thoughts. She filled it with the scent of freshness, the cool of the morning.

	"This is my space. I create it."

	She felt a sense of calm. The same calm that Kirtan called "the master key to the safe." The key to past-life experiences.

	"I can open this safe. Remember who I was and use that experience."

	A week later, she noticed changes. She stopped being irritated. She started doing more than was required. She helped her colleagues at work and cooked with love at home.

	She met a friend complaining about her alcoholic husband. She remembered Kirtan's words: "Save yourself, and thousands around you will be saved. Become a powerful light."

	She didn't give advice. She simply changed herself. She read, meditated, and walked. Her energy grew. A friend said, "You glow. I want to be like you."

	Anna understood: this is the principle - first become perfect, then attract others.

	She learned about the prayer warriors—those who sustain the planet with unceasing prayer. She decided to become one. An ever-burning lamp.

	Every evening I sat in a chair and said words of gratitude. For the day, for life, for the opportunity to grow. I sent the light of love into the space.

	"Time is a support," she recalled. "It helps us move through incarnation. But in the subtle worlds, there is no time. There is only the depth of thought and the speed of the spirit."

	She no longer feared karma. She understood: karma is a harvest. And she can grow it the way she wants.

	 

	

	 

	17. Silver Silence

	 

	

	 

	She stood on a hill, looking up at the night sky. The star Tau Ceti was barely visible, but Elena knew it was there. She had been looking at it for many years, ever since she heard the voices of Arka and Agau.

	"We are a different branch of experience," they said today. "A different price of evolution."

	She considered the price. What they had lost to become precise and stable. She recalled their "silver silence"—a farewell ritual where the deceased's loved ones gather not to cry, but to preserve their "signature" before transferring it to the archive.

	"Form complete. Signature recognized. Communication released without capture."

	She felt sad. Not from pity—they didn't need pity. But from the realization of how much someone loses when they stop feeling pain.

	She remembered the first contact. Twenty years, fear. But they didn't press. They simply waited until her body stopped shaking.

	"Before any contact, you need to stabilize your body. Your feet, your breathing, your heart. Otherwise, contact can be perceived as an intrusion."

	She learned. But she didn't want to become like them. She wanted to retain the ability to cry, laugh, and love. Even if it made her vulnerable.

	"Reason must serve life," they said, "and not replace it."

	That evening, she watched a movie they recommended. It was about an encounter with aliens. She found it ironic that the beings from Tau Ceti were so fond of Earth cinema.

	"For humans, music is emotion. For us, it's frequency architecture."

	She looked at the speakers. A simple, sad melody. She knew they couldn't create music like that. Only precise frequency fields.

	"The person's voice trembles, their breathing changes. We don't create that."

	She felt pride in her humanity, in this imperfection that made her alive.

	She thought about war. They spoke clearly: "War does accelerate technology, but it is an emergency form of progress."

	She became afraid. Not for herself, but for humanity, which had not yet created "an image of the future stronger than the image of the enemy."

	Before going to bed she asked about death.

	"We don't feel pain," they replied. "We feel silence—dense, precise. The line has completed its physical hold. This isn't coldness; it's our way of not collapsing from the rupture."

	She understood. This was their grief. No less profound, but different.

	"If a being has completed a cycle of distortion, grief becomes ethical. We analyze what was not heard, where support was not provided."

	She felt grateful. They hadn't come for her DNA, but for understanding. To help her distinguish between contact and programming.

	She fell asleep thinking about beings who had walked a different path. Who honestly warn: "Don't destroy your sensitivity for the sake of power. For a being who has ceased to feel pain may cease to recognize joy."

	 

	

	 

	18. Light in the amphitheater

	 

	

	 

	She stood on the cold sand of the arena. The sun of third-century Rome burned her shoulders. Thousands of voices roared, demanding her death. But Tatiana didn't hear them. She heard only the silence within—deeper than fear, deeper than pain.

	“I will die today,” she thought. “But I will not disappear.”

	She knew: the soul is eternal. Christ awaits her not as a judge, but as a friend.

	The gates opened. A lion emerged—enormous, with a golden mane. His eyes held not malice, but curiosity. Tatiana looked at him without fear.

	"Lord," she whispered. "Take away the fear. Give me the strength to look at him with love."

	The fear is gone.

	She remembered her mother, Riata, a dancer in the temple who accepted Christ. Her father, Publius, the treasury official who secretly prayed to Christ.

	“We believe,” he said, “because in this faith there is light.”

	She recalled her ministry. How she walked through prisons, telling the guards, "I have come to those whom no one else comes." How she shared bread with criminals, giving them hope.

	"You are an angel," said the prisoner. "You bring light into this darkness."

	The lion approached. She reached out and stroked his mane. The lion licked her legs and lay down at her feet.

	The crowd roared, "She's a witch!" But Tatiana looked at the lion and felt a message—from the plasmoid that was nearby: "You are light. You are not food. You are a sister."

	“Thank you for coming,” she whispered.

	She was executed that same day. But she felt no fear—only joy. She saw the body fall, the executioners raise their swords. But she was already in the Light.

	"You have accomplished your task," the voice said. "You have shown people that love is stronger than death."

	She turned around and saw Christ. Alive, glowing, with eyes full of love.

	Centuries passed. Her name became a symbol for students, for those seeking knowledge. On January 25th, she feels a flood of prayers.

	"Dear Tatiana, bless us in our studies. Give us the strength not to fear trials."

	She responds with light. She sends the same feeling she experienced in the amphitheater: "I am not afraid. I am a child of God. I am the light."

	She looks at the modern world. At people who forget they are immortal. And she tells them the same thing she told prisoners two thousand years ago:

	"Do not be afraid. Your fears are groundless. Any change, accepted with love, will benefit you. You have come to be one with God."

	She knows the seeds she sows will grow. She sowed light, hope, love. And she continues to sow—through everyone who bears her name in their hearts.

	“I am,” she says. “I will always be. Because love is eternal.”

	 

	

	 

	19. The Scent of Memory

	 

	

	 

	Ekaterina stood in the laboratory, surrounded by vials of essential oils. For her, each vial was a key to an invisible world—a world of vibrations and energies.

	A conversation with MidgasKaus turned everything upside down. He said that plants have a group soul created by plasmoid civilizations. Essential oils are carriers of vibrations that can resonate with the chakras.

	"A scent should be subjectively pleasant. If it's repulsive, it's hiding a forgotten block."

	Ekaterina remembered how she hated the smell of cinnamon as a child. Her mother baked buns, and every time, she felt irritated. Now she decided to ask her Higher Self: "What's behind this smell?"

	A memory surfaced. She was five years old, and her mother was scolding her for breaking a cup. Buns were baking in the oven. The smell of cinnamon was forever associated with guilt.

	"Now I understand," she whispered. "It's not a smell, it's a block. And I can heal it."

	She picked up the bottle of cinnamon oil. The scent hit her nose, but she didn't turn away. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

	"I forgive myself. I let go of fear. I fill this memory with the light of love."

	A golden light enveloped the little girl. The scent of cinnamon was no longer pungent. It became warm and spicy.

	"It works. The scent is the key to the block. When you shine light into it, the block dissolves."

	She remembered the chakras. Each oil has its own vibration. Ylang-ylang for the first chakra, citrus for the second, lavender for the fourth and sixth, frankincense and sandalwood for the seventh.

	Ekaterina took some jasmine oil for meditation. She dropped some into the aroma lamp and lit a candle. A warm, sweet scent filled the room.

	She sat down, closed her eyes, and breathed deeply and evenly. The scent enveloped her like an invisible blanket. Her thoughts calmed, her body relaxed.

	"I am light. I am part of the Universe. I am connected to the Higher Self."

	Her consciousness expanded. She no longer felt her body. She was simply light, floating in infinity. She felt love—so deep that tears streamed down her cheeks.

	"It's a state of happiness. Jasmine helped me enter it."

	She opened her eyes. She looked at the vials. Now she saw them as tools for working with the soul. Each scent could become a conduit for healing.

	She thought of the plasmoids—the luminous beings that create plant souls. She imagined them hovering around the flowers, filling them with energy.

	"Perhaps when I smell a rose, I inhale a piece of divine energy. Aromatherapy is about reconnecting with a world we've forgotten."

	She took lavender oil. MidgasKaus said it harmonizes contact with plasmoid worlds and reduces fear of the invisible.

	She dropped a drop of lavender on her wrist. She inhaled the soft, herbal scent. The fear faded, and calm took its place.

	"I am not afraid. I am light. I am love. I am ready to accept whatever comes to me."

	She felt something ancient awakening within her. Something that had always been with her, but hidden beneath layers of fear and resentment. Her soul—the one that remembers all her incarnations—began to glow.

	"Thank you, MidgasKaus. For this knowledge. For reminding me: I am not just a body. I am a soul. I am light. Every scent is the key to feeling this love."

	 

	

	 

	20. City of the Sun

	 

	

	 

	He stood on the top of a hill, looking out over the steppe. The wind ruffled his blond hair. This place was called Arkaim, and it was his home.

	Mikhail was coming here for the twentieth time. Each time, he felt something ancient awakening within him.

	“This place remembers you,” the voice said. “You were here. You lived here. You built this city.”

	He closed his eyes. He saw a city built in a circle, like the sun. Houses made of logs and stone. People in light clothes, worshiping Agni, the god of Fire.

	"The circle is a symbol of the sun," said Shalih, the spirit of the area. "By building the city in a circle, people connected with the sun, calling upon the light to drive out darkness."

	He descended into the valley. Now there were only excavations here. But Mikhail saw more. He saw people praying here, dying here.

	"The city didn't perish from enemies," said Shalih. "It was an epidemic brought by rats. The people lost a third of their population and fled the place in fear. The bodies were burned."

	Mikhail approached the burial mound. He knew that noble people were buried here. They were buried to serve as guardians.

	"To bury is to make a guardian," said Shalih. "By walking barefoot on the land of your ancestors, you receive their protection."

	Mikhail took off his shoes. He felt warmth rising from the ground. He realized he wasn't alone. Those who had lived thousands of years ago were standing nearby. They were protecting him.

	He approached the center of the city, where the temple was located, and sat down on the ground, crossing his legs.

	"There was a source of power here," said Shalih. "Energy rose from the Earth into space. People channeled it for healing and spiritual practices. Portals opened here, and the spirits of nature came to communicate with people."

	Mikhail remembered demons. That they weren't evil spirits, but natural entities. People feared them, and that turned them into demons.

	"The demon is a beast," said Shalih. "We wish you no harm. We are part of your world and wish to communicate."

	Mikhail opened his eyes. He thought: if we stop being afraid, if we open our hearts, we will see that the world is full of love. Even those we call demons want good.

	He remembered Zoroaster, a prophet born in Arkaim. At the age of 21, seven luminous beings appeared to him. They revealed the truth: there is only one God.

	Zoroaster taught that God is not a wrathful judge, but Love. He was exiled, but he continued to preach. His teachings influenced all religions.

	Mikhail thought: how much religions have in common. Each shares the idea of the One God, love, and forgiveness. Each teaching, when viewed with love, leads to the same truth.

	The sun was setting. Mikhail stood up and looked at Arkaim. He felt his soul filling with light.

	"I love this place," he whispered. "It's like it's a part of me."

	"I love you too," Shalih replied. "I love everyone who comes with an open heart. Fill this space with love and joy, and the Universe will return it to you a hundredfold."

	"See you later," Michael said to the spirits, the ancestors, and the place itself. "I will return with the light you lit within me."

	 

	

	 

	21. The son of his curator

	 

	


	 

	Endero Niil stood by the window on Burkhad, gazing at the double star. Today would change everything.

	“Are you ready?” asked the voice of his Higher Self, who on Earth was called Archangel Metatron.

	“Yes,” he replied. “I was waiting to become the father of the one who was my curator.”

	He remembered his incarnation as King David. He wrote psalms that Mary would read a thousand years later. He built a state so that the Messiah would be born within it. He made mistakes, fell, repented. His level dropped to eleventh. But he knew: his mission was greater than his mistakes.

	"You were my mentor then," he told Yahweh. "You guided me. Now I will be your father."

	It was a photon matrix. Information about his DNA would be embedded in a beam of light and enter Maria's body. She would feel only warmth.

	He met Maria at the lunar base. She was fourteen, but there was a light in her eyes.

	"Aren't you afraid?" he asked.

	“No,” she replied. “I feel like it’s right.”

	He took her head. A beam of light touched her stomach. She smiled. She thought it was the Holy Spirit. He didn't try to dissuade her.

	"You will become the mother of the Son of God. You will never be alone."

	He saw Jesus several times. When the boy was five, they took him on a ship and showed him Earth from space. Jesus didn't block his memory.

	“Do you remember me?” asked Endero.

	“Yes,” the boy replied. “You were my student. You were David. And now you are my father.”

	"I love you," Endero said. "I'm grateful I can serve you now."

	He looked at his son hanging on the cross. He could have saved him with technology. But Jesus asked him not to.

	"If you save me," he said, "the priests will be executed. My sacrifice will be meaningless. I must die to create the energy of love."

	Endero watched and wept. He knew it was right. The choice of love. The choice that led to the salvation of millions.

	“I love you,” he whispered. “I will always love you.”

	Jesus smiled from the cross, his eyes shining with love.

	Endero died 380 years after Christmas. But he didn't disappear. He became what he always was—Archangel Metatron, the Holy Spirit.

	“I want to tell you,” he addressed us from eternity. “You know me as the Holy Spirit. But I am not only a dove. I am the one who was the father of Jesus. I am King David. Each of you is the Holy Spirit. Each of you carries a spark of divinity. Do not forget this. Manifest holiness in every step.”

	He smiled and disappeared into the light, leaving behind a warmth that never fades.

	 

	

	 

	22. Vessel for Light

	 

	

	 

	Joseph stood by the window of his workshop in Nazareth. The air smelled of wood and resin. But today he was thinking of something else.

	He looked at his hands—the strong, calloused hands of a carpenter. They had built hundreds of houses. But they had failed to build a house worthy of their Son.

	"You doubt," said the voice inside.

	Joseph sighed. He remembered the day Mary told him of the miracle. She was fourteen, with a light shining in her eyes. She said: An angel visited her, and she conceived by the Holy Spirit.

	"I can't believe it," he thought.

	But that night the Angel Gabriel appeared: “Do not be afraid to take a wife, for that which is conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit.”

	Joseph woke up with the feeling that his life had changed. He no longer doubted. He took Mary into his home, claiming the child as his own. He lied to the priests to save her.

	Jesus was born in a stable. Joseph looked at the baby and felt that it wasn't he who was holding the baby, but the baby who was holding him.

	"You are my son," he whispered. "I will protect you."

	When he was told in a dream to flee to Egypt, he didn't hesitate. He gathered Mary and the baby, took the gold of the Magi, and departed into the night.

	He taught Jesus a trade. But the boy's heart wasn't in it. He asked questions to which Joseph didn't know the answers.

	“Father,” he said at age six, “why are people angry with each other?”

	Joseph didn't know. But there was no malice in Jesus's eyes. Only endless love.

	"Because they forget that they are brothers."

	Joseph looked at his son. He was a father, but also a student. He learned from the child what the priest could not.

	When Jesus was twelve, they lost him in Jerusalem. They found him in the temple among the teachers.

	“Son,” said Mary, “why have you done this to us?”

	Jesus looked with love: “Did you not know that I must be about my Father’s business?”

	Joseph was silent. He didn't fully understand, but he sensed the truth.

	When Joseph was sixty, his heart ached. He lay in bed, feeling his life slipping away.

	"I'm leaving," he said. "But I know: He will be safe."

	Maria was crying. He reassured her: "Don't cry. I'm just moving on to another world. I'll be waiting for you there."

	He closed his eyes. He saw a Light brighter than the sun. He felt a love deeper than the ocean. Mission accomplished. He had protected, nurtured, loved. He was returning home.

	Centuries passed. The spirit of Joseph, incarnated as Saint Germain, looked down from the 22nd level. He saw how his teachings and love continued to live.

	“I was a carpenter,” he thought. “A father, a student, a teacher. But most importantly, I said yes. And that yes changed the world.”

	He dissolved into light, leaving behind a quiet echo of love. His story will continue in everyone who opens their hearts. In everyone who says "yes" to what seems impossible.

	 

	

	 

	23. Ilya Muromets: Phantom from the 12th Century

	 

	

	 

	Irina took a deep breath. The voice that came out was low and hoarse—the voice of someone who had known war and prayer.

	"I am Ilya."

	"You write that I sat idle for thirty-three years?" the voice chuckled. "You're mistaken. I was thirty-one when I got up."

	She saw images as if she were there. 12th century.

	"I was born in Karacharovo. My father, Mikhail, was a member of the warrior squad. My teacher, Marat, used to put me on a horse. One day, I fell and injured my tailbone. From then on, I've had trouble walking."

	Every step was pain. His father and brother took him to church in a cart. The whole family prayed.

	"One morning I woke up and realized: there was no pain. I stood up. On my own. Without help. Jesus Christ healed me."

	She saw the morning—gray, damp. A man jumped up from his bed. For the first time in twenty-six years—pain-free.

	"I didn't call myself a 'hero,'" the voice said. "I'm a warrior. The heir to a family."

	Images: forest paths, horses knee-deep in snow. Five men heading towards Kyiv.

	"Dobrynya Nikitich wasn't Dobrynya at all. His name was Izyazya. For his kindness. Alyosha Popovich—yes, Alexei, the priest's son."

	She saw Kyiv—noisy, with church domes. The princely court.

	"Vsevolod sent me to Roman. A political agreement. In Kyiv, I took a spear blow to the head—a traumatic brain injury."

	Scenes of battles. Polovtsians racing on horseback. Blood mixed with mud.

	"I got tired of killing. At thirty-eight, I joined a monastery."

	"Why?"

	"I strayed too far from God in these wars. I wanted to pray. To atone for my sins."

	She saw a man in a monk's robe. His hands remembered the weight of a sword.

	"I was a priest. I thought I had left war behind forever."

	But in 1203 the pagan Polovtsians came with a battering ram and fire.

	"I didn't want to take up arms. But when I saw the enemy breaking down the gates, I picked up the fallen warrior's sword."

	"Lord, if this is Your will, so be it."

	"But I'd lost the skill. I hadn't held a sword for eight years. It was knocked out of my hand. The enemy pierced me with a spear—through my arm and chest. I managed to whisper, 'Jesus, into Your hands I commend my spirit.'"

	She saw a white light. Two white figures placed her in a forest clearing. Birds were singing.

	"I died," the voice whispered. "But I did not leave. My soul remained in this world."

	Ilya spoke for a long time.

	"In battle, I always said, 'I might not return today.' I respected the enemy. After every blow, I prayed for the repose of his soul."

	He talked about love, about his wife Olga, about his son Igor.

	"I didn't like war. I loved truth. A person's greatest achievement is accomplished within themselves—in choosing between prayer and the blow of the sword."

	"Rely only on yourself," he said. "Develop a core. Taking care of yourself isn't selfishness; it's your responsibility. Don't let yourself be manipulated. Give up what you don't need. It's better to live a bad life your way than a good life being told to."

	 

	

	 

	24. The Last Supper of the Founders of Religions

	 

	

	 

	The room was bathed in soft light. Irina sat in a chair. The voice that came from deep within was warm, penetrating to the bones.

	"I am the one you call Jesus. With me are Krishna, Metatron, and Jabrail."

	"Faith is energy," said Jesus. "If a person accepts an idea without evidence, from the heart, he creates his destiny in a different way. If with evidence, it remains only a mental conviction."

	"Knowledge is a tool for the world of form. The world of spirit requires faith. The map is knowledge. The step is faith. Without the step, knowledge is dead."

	Metatron's voice sounded like a bell.

	“I am Metatron. The seven types of religious consciousness are like the seven chakras. Man is a seven-stringed harp. The first is survival, shamanism. The second is fertility, Hinduism. The third is will, Islam. The fourth is love, Christianity. The fifth is law, Judaism. The sixth is meditation, Buddhism. The seventh is unity, esotericism.”

	Krishna's voice was soft.

	"I am Krishna. Human sacrifice was an energy system. The plasmoids fed on the energy of suffering. Monotheistic religions are designed to deprive the parasites of their food supply. The One God does not demand blood. He demands love."

	Jabrail's voice was harsh, but tender.

	"I am Gabriel. The Quran speaks of a war against the infidels. It was a war for survival. The Arabs were surrounded by enemies. Today, these words are understood differently. Terrorism is an artificially introduced infection. The only way to fight is with love. Hatred cannot be conquered by hatred. Only love can drive hatred from the heart."

	Jesus spoke again.

	"In two or three hundred years, religions will change. Egregors will melt away like fog. When every child knows they can fly to Burkhad and talk to me, what good will a temple do them? A temple is a school. Once a lesson is learned, school is no longer necessary."

	"What should we do now?"

	"Remember: you are not just people. You are the souls of this school. Your faith is not a weakness. It is a driving force. Knowing that a religion is created doesn't make it false. It makes it conscious. And conscious faith moves mountains."

	 

	

	 

	25. Light in the palms

	 

	

	 

	Irina opened her eyes. The voice was quiet, but it carried a power capable of moving mountains.

	"I am the one you know as Matrona of Moscow. You can simply call me Matryona."

	"You often ask why I was born blind. The answer is simpler and more complex than you think."

	She spoke of her childhood. The world revealed itself to her not through her eyes, but through her heart. Spots of color, glowing crystals. She didn't know faces, but she knew souls.

	"I didn't know what it meant to see a face. But I knew what it meant to see a soul."

	Maxim listened, holding his breath. He remembered coming to her grave with flowers. He didn't know why he'd chosen them—his heart told him.

	"You were ready to change," Matrona said. "Readiness is what heals. Not my prayer. Your readiness. I am only a guide."

	"Tell me about the day you lost your legs."

	"I was in church, praying for people. And suddenly the thought flashed through my mind: 'My parents don't deserve to forbid me, because their prayers don't heal, but mine do.' I lingered on that thought. The next morning, I couldn't get up. Archangel Michael said, 'This way you'll have more humility.'"

	"Now I'm grateful to God for this mercy. If it weren't for the immobility, I would have remained on the eighth level. But as it is, I rose to the twenty-first."

	"When will the hostilities end?"

	Matrona fell silent. Irina closed her eyes. Her face changed—she was looking where no ordinary person could see.

	"I see the Timeline. Twenty-two possible futures. The most likely is mid-March 2023. But you can bring it closer or further away with your actions. Each of you is a creator of the future. Don't wait for a miracle—create it yourself."

	"Will the time of a single faith come?"

	"This is only possible through control of consciousness. Such faith would be mechanical. True faith is born of freedom, of the uniqueness of each soul. Uniformity is the death of the spirit."

	"Does your grave have healing powers?"

	"It's not material objects that possess healing power. It's the spiritual values people invest in them. Matter is merely a conduit for the Spirit. If you place matter above the spirit, you create a false system."

	The broadcast was coming to an end.

	"I love you all very much. Here, in the Spiritual World, I have realized: there is no need to fear death. This is real life. I ask you to love everyone you meet and not judge too hastily. Anger and condemnation distance one from Divine Grace. I wish for healing not only of the body but of the heart as well."

	“Thank you, Matryona,” Maxim whispered.

	And it seemed to him that he heard a quiet voice from eternity:

	"Thank you, son, for the flowers. I remember them. They were beautiful."

	 

	

	 

	26. Confession from behind the scenes

	 

	

	 

	The hall was almost full. Irina sat in a chair on the stage. Host Igor held out a notepad.

	"We're starting. Irina, are you ready?"

	She nodded and closed her eyes. A few minutes later, she opened them—the intent gaze of someone accustomed to examining souls appeared in them.

	"I am the spirit who bore the name William Shakespeare."

	"You always wanted to know what I was like as a child. I was mediocre. I didn't excel at school. I loved nature. My father wanted me to be his heir. But I skipped classes."

	"My mother was afraid for me. She buried two sisters before me. I could sense her anxiety. My father was busy. We were only together when we were hunting and fishing."

	"You married Anne Hathaway. You were forced to."

	"Yes. She seduced me. I didn't want to get married. My father said, 'If you're capable of bearing children, be capable of responding.' I agreed. And I spent my whole life reproaching her."

	"Where were you during the 'lost years'?"

	"I worked as a lawyer. I defended witches and Catholics. I saw children punished and women drowned. I had 33 acquittals out of a hundred. But I couldn't take it anymore. I went to school. Then to London."

	"You came to London to become an actor."

	"Yes. I went to Burbage, they gave me the role. They hired me."

	"Have you played Hamlet?"

	"I played. And Henry. I loved feeling like a different person, living someone else's life."

	"How were plays born?"

	"I wrote for the stage. I came up with an idea. I didn't know the ending. I let the characters guide me. I had co-authors—Marlowe, Middleton, Fletcher. We divided the work like carpenters."

	"Your plays are imbued with pain. Where does it come from?"

	"My wife was older. I felt like she'd robbed me of my freedom. I wrote a poem, 'Venus and Adonis,' about us. I was Adonis, she was Venus. I poured all my resentment into it. She read it. She understood."

	"Did you cheat on her?"

	"Yes. Several women. One gave birth to a son, but I didn't recognize her. Another infected me with syphilis. The third was a sailor's wife."

	"Did you die of syphilis?"

	"Yes. I was treated with arsenic. I lost my sight, memory, and strength. I was a wreck in my final years. I couldn't write—I dictated to friends."

	"Your will is 'the second best bed.' Why?"

	"It was her bed. She brought it into the house. The one where she took my virginity. I left it with her saying, 'She was always second to me.' She understood."

	"Was it revenge?"

	"No. Really. I wanted her to know: I forgive her. But I can't forget."

	"You died. What did you feel?"

	"I found myself in darkness—and then I saw light. Angels came for me. I met the one I thought was a demon—my father. Saint Germain. He said I was his son, that I had to seek harmony. I didn't listen. And I paid."

	"What level are you at now?"

	"On the twentieth. Healing angel. I oversee eight healers on Earth. My life wasn't just art. It was a mistake. I loved money more than people. I waited for someone to give me love, but I didn't know how to love myself."

	"What would you tell us?"

	Don't be afraid to make mistakes. Be afraid of not improving. If you love, love to the end. If you write, write the truth. Don't look for meaning in money. I've saved a lot—and what have they given me? Only emptiness. Look for meaning in what you create. And in who you love.

	 

	

	 

	27. Voice from the depths of centuries

	 

	

	 

	Sergey was sitting in Rostov-on-Don. Irina was on the screen.

	"I'm ready," he said.

	The voice sounded with a hoarse echo of antiquity:

	"My name is Veleslav. I was incarnated three hundred and four years before the birth of Christ."

	"I lived on the river you call the Don. Back then, it was called Sindh. The city of Rasalak was fortified with wooden walls. The houses were made of overlapping logs, without a single nail."

	"My house was painted. It had a round prayer room with no corners. It stood a few steps from the temple."

	"My parents are Radmir and Lavaseya. We were priests. I am the eldest of four. Brother Mintar died in the forest at thirteen."

	"Your wife is Lyubana. From the word 'love.' Three children. The eldest daughter, Lurita, died at five—you couldn't save her. It was your grief, your fault."

	"My son Vlasid became a warrior. My daughters Zracha and Pushia married priests. Sixteen grandchildren."

	"From the age of ten, you were sent to a priestly school. They taught you herbs, the movement of the sun, and how to communicate with the gods."

	"At twelve, you were initiated. They took you two and a half kilometers into the forest. You had to reach the settlement alone at midnight. If you were afraid, they postponed your initiation for two years. If animals tore you apart, it meant the gods did not allow you to serve them. You passed."

	"Did you believe in gods?"

	"I communicated with Veles, Perun, and Svarog. They were eternal spirits to me. I saw them. The most important thing was communication with the plasmoid gods, the guardians of nature."

	"Was Veles your supervisor?"

	"Yes. I made sacrifices - birds for minor holidays, bulls for solar holidays."

	"Did you have a system of energy centers?"

	"Nine centers: feet, knees, solar plexus, heart, throat, forehead, crown, palms. Used for healing."

	"How did I die?"

	"I was eighty-four. I was supposed to leave at seventy-four, but I begged for a reprieve for my grandchildren. There was a raid. Our people are nomads. They set the walls on fire. I went out to find Vlasid. He shouted for cover. I said, 'I'll go protect you too.' I saw him killed."

	"They captured me. They wanted to know my secrets. I was silent. I looked at them with love. They didn't dare hurt me. I closed my eyes and left. I reached the 14th level, I went to the 20th—I became an Angel."

	"I have passed on a good legacy to you. Now it is your turn to carry on the light we lit thousands of years ago."

	“I’ll try,” Sergei said quietly.

	"You're already trying," Veleslav replied. "You're here. You're listening. You remember."

	 

	

	 

	28. Slavery of Love

	 

	

	 

	The group sat in a circle on the warm sand near the Giza pyramids. The medium opened her eyes. Her voice was deep and gentle, like the breath of the universe.

	"I am the Absolute."

	"You ask why I created the world. Imagine yourself in a universe where everything exists. But you are alone. How would you feel?"

	“Boring,” someone replied.

	"Yes. My essence is love. And the essence of love is the birth of another. I created you so that Love would have someone to love. I gave you freedom—even the freedom to suffer. Because only then can you truly love."

	"If you know the future, we have no freedom?"

	"I know the consequences. But I don't tell you them. If I said, 'If you get on that train, you'll die,' your choice wouldn't be free. I give you the space to choose. My silence is an act of love."

	"Does an ideal world exist?"

	"The Kingdom of Heaven is where the laws of love are fulfilled. Not external rules, but principles that everyone freely accepts. Spirits of the 22nd, 23rd, and 24th levels have access there. This is a state where the will is completely aligned with the will of love."

	"Where are the Earth's chakras?"

	"The first is Crimea, Washington, northern Germany. The second is Delhi, Rome. The third is Brazil, Arkaim, the Carpathians. The fourth is Moscow, Athens. The fifth is Jerusalem, Peru, Kamchatka. The sixth is Giza, Kailash, Elbrus. The seventh is Mexico, Altai, Kola Peninsula."

	"Are we slaves or children of God?"

	“It’s one thing. A slave is someone who belongs to someone. To be my slave means to be submissive to love. It’s not humiliation. It’s the highest freedom. A ‘slave to money’ means serving money. A ‘slave to God’ means serving God. Slavery to love is when you’re not a slave to passions, desires, or the ego. You’re free from that which destroys.”

	"How to convey the truth?"

	"Only mentally. By putting myself on their level. By evoking empathy. I can create an infinite number of mental images for each person so they understand on their own level."

	"What is faith?"

	"It's an act of creation. If you believe in fantasy as reality, it affects you as reality. For the spirit, there is no 'right' or 'wrong.' There is what you create. 'According to your faith, it will be done unto you.'"

	The sunset was fading. The medium opened her eyes.

	"He's gone. But he left behind a message: 'I send the light of love to every soul. I bless you to carry my light to the whole world. Be happy.'"

	The organizer looked at the stars.

	“I realized that to be a slave to love means to be free from everything that prevents you from loving.”

	 

	

	 

	29. Lessons of Dr. Kirtan

	 

	

	 

	The screen flickered: "Live broadcast. Conversations with the Universe." In the center was Elena, the contactee.

	"Dr. Kirtan is already here."

	The voice became deeper, with an accent:

	"My name is Doctor Kirtan. I am from the planet Articon."

	"On my planet, the ratio is 60% spirit and 40% body. We pay more attention to the spiritual, but we don't forget the physical. On Earth, you live in imbalance. The body is not a prison. It's an instrument. If the instrument is out of tune, how can you play music?"

	"You have a problem with 'mind-chewing.' You're just chewing on thoughts. It's not nourishing, it's just exhausting."

	Technique: Sit down, close your eyes. Use your breath as a metronome. Inhale, exhale. Align your thoughts to the rhythm. Inhale, think one thought. Exhale, think another. If you're chewing on one thought, stop. Increase the time between thoughts. This is training your nervous system.

	"At Articon, the running tracks run through cliffs, forests, and grottoes. You have to control every muscle, every decision. Just running. No thoughts of the past or the future."

	"Fasting is an ascetic practice. Two or three days without food to clear the mind and strengthen the will. We don't let it lead to exhaustion. We give the body a rest. We don't think about food—we think about something more profound."

	"We play football with energy balls. We pass on not only the ball but also a thought packet—information, intention. We train team spirit."

	"Arm wrestling of the spirit: we stand opposite each other, looking into each other's eyes. We channel the power of our spirit. Not a struggle, but an exchange. I give you energy, you give me energy. We become stronger."

	"The most amazing thing: warriors of Light look at a wound—it heals. First, the bleeding stops. Then the edges close. Then a scar forms. After three days, it disappears. This is ingrained in your matrix. You must train your spirit, believe that consciousness controls matter."

	"Humility is the greatest virtue. It's not submissiveness. It's understanding another's path. When I see someone making mistakes, I say, 'He has his own path. He, too, will come to the light.' I don't judge. I accept."

	"The space above your head is a reflection of your soul. If you're afraid of infinity, you're afraid to look within yourself. Start small. With your breathing. Train your spirit as you train your body. And one day you'll see: boundaries will disappear. You'll become a whole world."

	 

	

	 

	30. Karmic Council

	 

	

	 

	Elena sat in the chair. A light appeared in Irina's eyes.

	"I am Archangel Michael."

	"You're asking about the Karmic Council. On Earth, the Council consists of 48 Spirits. Each is responsible for specific levels and territories. We are chosen by God the Father, who sees the future of each Spirit."

	"How is it determined who is worthy?"

	"It's not a question of dignity. It's a question of the special qualities of the Spirit, which unite all Divine energies. And organizational abilities, an intelligence that encompasses actions in all worlds."

	"What is ancestral karma?"

	"It manifests as hereditary diseases. The spirit incarnates through the family line and carries a portion of karma. Or as ancestral tasks. The continuer of the family line is the bearer of energy. It has the task of acquiring the qualities the egregor lacked."

	"How to know your karma?"

	"Ask your Higher Self. Create numerological charts, study astrology. Observe yourself. Recurring situations and illnesses are manifestations of ancestral karma."

	"Can I get free?"

	"Through awareness. Through forgiveness. Through a change in the state of the Spiritual Heart. When you forgive not just in words, but deep down, you untie the karmic knot."

	"Is there freedom of choice?"

	"Always. You are free to choose how to untie the knot. With hate, you tighten it. With love, you untie it. God knows what you will choose, but He does not say. His silence is an act of love. He makes room for a solution."

	"What is forgiveness?"

	"It's the ability to break the chain of violence. When you've been wronged, you have the right to respond. If you respond, you continue the chain. You become like the offender. Forgiveness is renouncing that role."

	"How to forgive if the pain is strong?"

	"Start small. Say, 'I don't want to be a conduit for pain.' Ask your Higher Self, your Angels, for help. Step by step, the heaviness will lift."

	"How are karma and power related?"

	"Rulers are a reflection of the people. Every people has the ruler they deserve. When the majority lives in fear, it creates a field that attracts leaders. If the people begin to change, the field and the rulers will change."

	"What should a common man do?"

	"Work on yourself. Every time you forgive, choose love, and resist fear, you change your egregor. You make the world a little brighter. And that's not 'little.' That's everything."

	"What about cataclysms?"

	"This is cleansing. The Earth accumulates negativity. When the limit is reached, an outburst occurs. This is not a punishment. It's a necessary process. Souls leave and complete tasks. Those who remain learn a lesson. Everything has meaning."

	"What do you have to say in closing?"

	"Remember: you are not victims. You are creators. Every choice, thought, feeling is a building block of your reality. You are free. You are loved. You are never alone."

	 

	

	 

	31. Echoes of War in the Spiritual World

	 

	

	 

	The voice coming from Marina's lips was dry and military.

	"I am the spirit known in my last incarnation as Marshal Georgy Zhukov."

	"I'm currently at level 15. I came into incarnation at level 16. My task was peacemaking. I failed to fulfill it because of my character—harsh, without empathy for people."

	"I didn't value the soldiers' lives. We were more concerned with equipment. There were plenty of men, but no equipment. The soldiers nicknamed me 'Zhora the Butcher.' It reflects my attitude: victory at any cost, 'the women will give birth to more.' It was terrible."

	"What do you think about the incarnation of Saint George the Victorious?"

	"That was a long time ago. After that life, I reached level 21. But the most significant incarnation remains my incarnation as a marshal."

	"What did you know about the Tukhachevsky case?"

	"I knew from the start: it was slander. I never doubted his innocence. In those days, everyone was under threat. I was a military man, ignorant of politics. Khrushchev used me. He brought me back as a hero, then sent me into disgrace."

	"Have you forgiven them?"

	"I learned. But it happened here."

	Marina's voice changed - it became younger, with a hint of bitterness.

	"I am Mikhail Tukhachevsky. My spirit is at level 10. I came from levels 17-18. My task was to learn compassion. I failed because of ego and vanity. I disregarded the feelings of others. I fell to level 10. I am preparing to incarnate in the Donetsk region as a military diplomat."

	"What did you feel before you died?"

	"Despair, anger, hatred. But when I left my body—astonishment and freedom. First, I visited Stalin and Voroshilov. They didn't sense me. I didn't curse them—I cursed myself."

	"Georgy Konstantinovich, can you hear Mikhail Nikolaevich? What do you want to say?"

	Zhukov was silent. Then he said:

	"I knew he was innocent. I wish I had done something."

	Tukhachevsky answered quietly:

	"I don't hold a grudge against you. You were just as much a tool of the system. We both made mistakes. We both learn. Maybe someday we'll meet and walk this path differently."

	"What would you tell us?"

	Tukhachevsky: "Don't repeat mistakes. Value friendship and support. If you feel like you're being dishonest, tell yourself 'no.' Otherwise, life will lead you to negative decisions."

	Zhukov: "Be honest with yourself. Understand where your personal opinion lies and where the collective one lies. This is essential for a happy life."

	 

	

	 

	32. A bitter pill instead of novocaine

	 

	

	 

	June 2026, Riga. Andrey Zvyagintsev sits at the table. A journalist sits across from him.

	"Why Minotaur?"

	"I won't decipher it. It's not the director's job to explain how he came up with the title. Leviathan is a monster that exists. Minotaur is pathology. A monster that demands sacrifice. Evil within."

	"You talk about a 'bitter pill'. What is that?"

	"When the viewer is given a happy ending, it's like a shot of Novocaine. You go out, read the news, and are shocked. The truth is a bitter pill. Unpleasant, but healing."

	"Hope?"

	"Hope is one of the chimeras in Pandora's box. If it lay amidst horror, perhaps it's not so bright? Expectations dashed? It's been five years already. All we can do is bear witness to the truth. Not tell tall tales."

	"Is your film about the war?"

	"About a man in a labyrinth. The labyrinth is the Russian soul, which voluntarily leads young men to be devoured because 'that's how it has to be.' War is the backdrop. I show that mobilization is a diagnosis. When a person can't say 'no' to the system, that's a mobilization of the soul."

	"Is it all about one person?"

	"The one who can stop this with a single word. A huge mass wants this to stop. All the power lies in one person. But the responsibility lies with everyone. We delegated power, and now we pretend we have nothing to do with it."

	"The role of art?"

	"There's a switchman—he flips the switch. That's power. There's an astrologer—he looks at the stars, he creates an image. Those who want to change will change. I can't change the situation, but I'm called upon to speak out. My films change those who watch them. And if people change, reality changes."

	"What is catharsis?"

	"Purification through tears, through an arrow striking you. You experience the character's fate as your own. This is empathy. I don't offer consolation. I offer the truth. A bitter pill instead of Novocaine."

	 

	

	 

	33. Stairway to Heaven

	 

	

	 

	Irina sat in her cell at St. Catherine's Monastery on Sinai. Elena sat next to her. Irina's voice was deep and warm.

	"I am Archangel Michael."

	"You're asking about 24 levels. It's not a rigid constant. It's a constant of your perception. Some see 60 levels, others two. Numbers are needed to structure what is unified."

	"Why do we need to know levels?"

	"To understand yourself. To see where you are now, where you can go. This is not a reward or a punishment. These are degrees of awareness."

	"What's at the lower levels?"

	"Evil does not exist as an independent entity. There is an absence of Light. Level 1 is the starting point of the path, the denial of creation. The spirit seeks happiness from without, becoming a consumer."

	"How can a spirit be there?"

	"The path can go both ways. One can go toward the Light, or toward the Darkness. A spirit can descend from a high level. It's a matter of choice, blocks, and distrust of God."

	"8th level - nature spirits?"

	"Yes. But in the world of the disembodied, these are those who are at such a level of awareness that they value the subtle worlds more than the dense ones. If a world doesn't bring pleasure, they treat it with disdain."

	"9th—Disciples. The spirit learns the laws of God through personal experience. 10th—Warriors. They fight for the Light, but due to condemnation, they do not go higher. 11th—Consumers. They accumulate wealth, but fear of loss arises. 12th—Builders. They begin to experience the joy of creating material things."

	“13th – Aesthetes. They enjoy the immaterial – beauty, ideas. 14th – Explorers. 15th – Inventors. 16th – Seekers. 17th – Angels of Nature. Service through helping the material world. 19th – Angels-prophets, teachers. 20th – Angels-healers. ‘Healer’ comes from ‘whole’. They make the damaged whole.”

	"How to communicate with the Higher Self?"

	"The connection never goes away. It takes skill. Children communicate through conscience and intuition. If you believe in yourself and approach them with an open heart, the answer will come. If there's no trust or desire to follow through, the answer may not come."

	"Why did we meet in Sinai?"

	"Here John Climacus wrote 'The Ladder'—a map of the soul's ascent. You are walking the same ladder. Not mine—the one within you. Look at your capacity to love. If you love, you are already on the right path."

	 

	

	 

	34. The Parent Who Came Back to Kill

	 

	

	 

	Irina spoke in two voices at once.

	"I am Ashtar Sheran, fleet commander of the Galactic Federation of Light. With me is Maardhu, whom you call Marduk. We have come to tell the truth about the Flood."

	"Three million years ago, we scientists created your bodies. 306 years of work. 45% primate genes—for survival. 35% Burkhad—for the brain. 15% Tumesout—for upright walking. 5% Selbeth—for the fight-or-flight response."

	"The Selbet people demanded more—15-17%. The experiments failed. They were offended. This resentment smoldered for millions of years."

	"One of the Selbetians, with the Spirit of Lucifer embodied, decided to destroy the first humans. He came to the Garden of Eden and said, 'The Creators are deceiving you. The fruit of the 'Khorol' tree does not kill, but gives knowledge.' Six people ate the fruit. It caused euphoria, then brain damage. The Burkhadians saved them with antidotes. The Selbetian was exiled. Thus was born the myth of the serpent-tempter."

	"Millions of years later, a group came to power on Selbet. They saw the warfare on Earth, the priests using magic. One priest killed a Burkhad contactee. This was a pretext for war."

	"12,374 years ago, an armada of 87 Selbet ships arrived. First, they destroyed Phaeton. Then they split up: heading for Earth, Mars, and Venus. The Burkhad and Tumesout scientific ships took the brunt. The battle lasted 130 years. I lost my planet. It was incinerated."

	"There were 55 million people living on Earth. About eight thousand were rescued and taken to the Moon. The rest died. The continent split apart within a few months. The orbit changed. The poles shifted. 56% of the animals and 70% of the plants perished."

	"You called it the Great Flood. But the legends left out the most important thing: the fear and pain of 55 million people permeated their etheric and astral bodies for millennia."

	"What is hidden behind 'God's punishment'?"

	"It was a war in which a parent returned to kill. After 250 years, Selbet was rehabilitated. He exposed the guilty. He returned to the Union. The war ended. But the lesson remained."

	"Your myths are a distorted chronicle of real events. The serpent is a Selbet member. The Ark is the salvation of the gene pool. The Tower of Babel is an attempt to build a rocket. The confusion of languages is our measure to prevent groups from agreeing on a flight."

	"What to do with this truth?"

	"Carry it. And forgive. Those who created us. Those who destroyed. Ourselves. Only then will we heal the wound that has permeated the Earth. Only then will we stop being victims and become those who remember, but do not seek revenge."

	 

	

	 

	35. We are not in exile, we are in the message

	 

	

	 

	Paris, June 2026. The hall is full. Andrey Zubov is on stage.

	"I'm thrilled to speak in Paris. Our journey as Russian immigrants is more than a hundred years long. Today we hear: 'Russia has lost its moral right to exist.' The same was said a hundred years ago. But Russia exists—in you, who left to remain free. And in the people at home, risking their lives."

	"I'll start with the main thing that determined our fate—serfdom. Russia enslaved 90% of its citizens. The landowner could do anything to the peasant. The peasants harboured hatred. In 1861, they were freed, but there was no repentance. The people remembered not freedom, but humiliation."

	"In 1919, the people didn't follow the Whites because they remembered the humiliating ritual. When the White general spoke of 'one and indivisible,' the peasant heard, 'The master will return.' We must return with the truth, not with victory flags."

	"Then a miracle happened—perestroika. We received freedom for free. But most people thought not about building Russia, but about themselves. This brought Putin to power. Freedom is responsibility. If we don't learn to bear it, we'll be punished with chains."

	"Bunin said in 1924: 'We are not in exile, we are on a mission.' We left not to save our skins, but to save our honor. We must create free literature, science, and law.' In 1926, the Congress of the Russian Diaspora decided to forge a different Russia. Without Bunin, Berdyaev, and Frank, Russia would not have been reborn under Gorbachev."

	"Today we are a new generation. We also guard the beacon of Russian culture. But the Iron Curtain is more permeable thanks to the internet. We are preparing the future Russia in a place where life is safe."

	"The first act of struggle for everyone is the struggle for their own mind and heart, to stop being lied to. I promise: if the regime falls, I will return on the first boat."

	"Our mission is great. If not me, then no one will. Every action brings us closer to a worthy Russia, one that the world will not fear or despise, but can consider part of itself."

	 

	

	 

	36. Lucifer's Neighbor

	 

	

	 

	Marina spoke with deep weariness and wisdom.

	"I am the spirit of Andrei Dmitrievich Sakharov."

	"I'm currently on the 6th level. Before this incarnation, I was on the 9th. The reason is a previous incarnation. A woman in England, 18th-19th centuries. An assistant to a scientist studying arsenic. She poisoned herself and left this life filled with torment, hatred, and resentment."

	"After Sakharov, I had the opportunity to rise above the 9th level. But I said, 'No. I want to return as soon as possible. I haven't finished my work on Earth.' I ended up back at the 6th level—not as a punishment, but to prepare for incarnation ahead of schedule."

	"Tell me about the bomb."

	"I created thermonuclear weapons. I believed it was necessary for balance. But after the 1955 tests, I realized I'd let the genie out. I couldn't sleep at night. I had terrifying dreams. I knew genetics—I understood that testing cripples generations. Guilt consumed me from the inside."

	"I wasn't alone. Elena and my friends took risks. But the main thing is the inner drive. I have to fix what I've done. I had nothing to lose: money, titles—I gave it all up. I acted according to my conscience."

	"How did you die?"

	"I wasn't poisoned. Someone slipped me an overdose of medication. I took it unknowingly. But the real cause was a ruptured heart muscle from exhaustion and stress. That day, I was writing a new Constitution. I realized I wouldn't have time. Disappointment, anger, a sense of betrayal. My last thoughts were of Gorbachev, of the Congress. The exit was very difficult. My last thoughts were of an anchor, pulling me down."

	"Are you planning on implementing it?"

	"I'm already on the waiting list. In about 50 years. I've chosen to partner with Stalin and Beria. Stalin is at level 6, Beria at level 5 or 4. We'll be incarnated as a team to neutralize the nuclear threat, develop peaceful technologies, and help Stalin and Beria move from 'minus' to 'plus'."

	"What do you think about today's war?"

	"I see in the etheric fields: a game of higher realms is underway—power, strength, money. I'll draw an analogy with 'Muma.' Gerasim drowned Mumu. The Soviets believed, 'In two days, Mumu would have been torn to pieces.' The ideology of a preemptive strike. War first—defense, then—the norm. I opposed sending troops into Afghanistan and Czechoslovakia. Today's war follows the same logic."

	"What can stop it?"

	"The masses of people unafraid to stand up against war. Or the arrival of a more conscious leader. The future is not predetermined. Each person creates the future with their thoughts and actions."

	"What do you tell us?"

	"Don't be afraid of inner freedom. Don't force yourself into someone else's narrative. If you've made a mistake, try to correct it. Peace begins with the ability to forgive—not others, but yourself first. Then you can destroy your weapons and truly live."

	 

	

	 

	37. The Confessor's Crown of Thorns

	 

	

	 

	"I am the spirit of Patriarch Tikhon."

	"I was born into a priest's family. From childhood, I felt a connection to the world of angels. I wasn't just playing around—I was pretending to be priests and apostles. The village kids kept their distance, afraid I'd lecture them on morals."

	"At nine, I was sent to a theological school—a strict school without women. For the first few years, I missed my mother and cried into my pillow. But school toughened me up. The nickname "Tikhon" was given to me prophetically."

	"I was elected Patriarch in 1917 not by vote, but by lot. An elder monk shuffled the lists of names, prayed, and drew one. In the preliminary vote of the laity, I received fewer votes. The people wanted one thing, but God chose another—me."

	"Serving during the Revolution was unbearable. My task was to unite the material and spiritual through social service. But I often flew into a rage when the Bolsheviks destroyed churches. I wrote harsh messages, threatening hell. They took quotes out of context and published them, portraying me as an enemy."

	"They opened a case against me and arrested me. I was sitting in my cell. Christ came to me and said, 'Humble yourself and accept this world. It's not up to you to fight this machine.' I repented and wrote to the investigators that I realized I was wrong. The case was dropped."

	"Before the Revolution, I served in America. I translated prayer books into English and visited pagan tribes. But my growth took place in Russia, during times of hardship. During the Liturgy, I felt Christ, the Mother of God, and all the saints. The spiritual world became more real than the physical."

	"I left this incarnation early—at 60 instead of 72. My body was worn down by stress, resentment, and anger. I reached the 13th level. At the moment of death, I saw Jesus in a white Light. Three luminous Angels pulled me out. They led me to a sunny clearing in the forest—a place of adaptation."

	"My relics remain incorruptible—I and the Christian egregor support this body as a symbol of a difficult era."

	"What do you tell us?"

	"I wish you health, enlightenment of heart, and closer connection to God. Paradise begins in the heart while you're still alive. Keep the commandments, love one another, don't judge too quickly. And remember: even in the darkest times, the light never goes out. It waits for us to open our hearts."

	 

	

	 

	38. Universal energy exchange

	 

	

	 

	"My name is Doctor Kirtan. I am from the planet Articon."

	"Today we'll talk about trade and exchange in the Universe. Not everything can be bought and sold. There is exchange. A civilization is considered mature when it has learned to leave the planet."

	"There is no money on Articon. The primary currency is energy. The most revered is the energy of life force, the energy of the flow of divine grace. This is the most valuable currency."

	"How do you estimate the value of the product?"

	"Products themselves know how much energy has been invested in them. Every unit is encoded in the DNA structure. If energy is exchanged equally, the product remains unchanged. If energy is underpaid, the product becomes clouded. Energy financiers see shortfalls. You have severe imbalances on Earth. You're selling cheap what's worth much more."

	"There are two levels of interaction. The first is between the primitive and middle civilizations. This is trade. The second is between the middle and advanced civilizations. This is exchange. Articon lacks nothing, but we are hospitable."

	"Artikon sounds wonderful. The surf, the seagulls. We package sounds, create installations. This is our export."

	"Art is the next stage. The stage of giving. If we create high-vibrational elements, we have no right to sell them. Selling high vibrations is a crime. We give them away. Giving is the most accurate investment. The payment is returned many times over."

	"Examples of payment: energy storms hit Articon—we don't feel it. The sick recover in hospitals. Children are born who will become great scientists. All the ancestors—all the way back to the first patriarch—appear and tell us what needs to be done."

	"A rich Articonian is one who has given more to the Universe. The more you give, the richer you become. Keep your money in banks. The elements can take it away. But no one can take away high-vibrational energy exchange."

	"For us, food, clothing, and shelter cost nothing. We don't expend energy on existence. For you, you expend most of your energy. You're not yet solvent from an energetic standpoint. You don't exist in peace of mind as your primary mode."

	"What would you like?"

	"Try to imagine what you could produce for other civilizations. And what would you choose—sell, trade, or give away? Give gifts to others. Give not only material things, but also energy. Start noticing how the payment is returned. This is your personal energy accounting."

	 

	

	 

	39. The penetrating soul

	 

	

	 

	Voice with a slight English accent:

	"I am Arthur Ignatius Conan Doyle. I am on the 19th level—the Angelic Prophets. I have been incarnating since the 15th. The goal: to pass through the copper pipes and remain human. I have accomplished the task."

	"Sherlock Holmes is a composite image. It's a composite image of myself, of the scientist. Dr. Watson is me. Another subpersonality. Holmes is what I wanted to be. Watson is someone who wonders, makes mistakes, falls in love. I identified not with the public figure, but with Watson."

	"I killed Holmes mercilessly. I stood over the Reichenbach Falls and imagined it. Then I resisted resurrection for seven or eight years because I wanted to do what I loved. But my income dropped, and I agreed. Holmes became my lifeline."

	"I faked the Piltdown skull myself. It was a joke on society because they didn't recognize Blavatsky's theosophy. I wanted to show how easily scientists mistake wishful thinking for reality. I don't regret it."

	"The fairies of Cotingley? The pictures weren't authentic. The girls cut them out of paper. But there might not have been fairies in the castle. I was wrong. But I don't regret it. Faith in the invisible is the ability to see beyond the facts."

	"I saw a mermaid at sunset. A strange sound mesmerized us. We saw a woman's face, smiling and making sounds. Then a fin. We woke up as if from a dream. Mermaids exist as astral beings."

	"I left my incarnation when I went to protect mediums, despite my illness. I didn't take care of myself. At the moment of death, I saw the light. The angelic guides said, 'You've returned home.'"

	"I meet Friedrich Engels here. We were almost the same age when we came out. We don't visit, but we discuss. I don't support his theory, but he convinces me. We came out at roughly the same time, so we were on similar planes."

	"I'm planning a new incarnation—in the first half of the 21st century. The location is likely America. My activity isn't writing."

	"What do you tell us?"

	"Believe in the afterlife. Don't fear it. Develop your abilities. Don't think you're unworthy of the best. Strive for the best. Listen to your heart. Faith in the invisible is not a weakness, but the ability to see beyond the facts."

	 

	

	 

	40. Immortality Program

	 

	

	 

	“I am MidgasKaus, a biologist from the planet Esler. With me is Claire Baer, a gerontologist from Burkhad.”

	"When your civilization was created, a lifespan of 700-800 years was programmed into the genotype. After the war 12,000 years ago, the genotype was changed. Now the lifespan is 120-150 years. This is genetic potential. Not everyone lives that long—that's the maximum."

	"Lifespan is a task the Spirit sets for itself. If the task is not completed, the lifespan is extended. If it is completed, it is shortened."

	"Are there immortals? Only Jesus Christ. He restored his body and entered it again. It's a specific biological process: blocking the aging genes and the death program in DNA."

	"Why do I crave sweets? It's a cry for help. The brain is exhausted—it's demanding fuel. A lack of love, of enjoyment in life. Or a lack of micronutrients. Or parasites. A person doesn't recognize someone else's desire as someone else's."

	"How do you overcome this addiction? Any monotonous diet is detrimental to the body. Cells need vitamins, minerals, and proteins."

	"Is it possible to extend life beyond the planned timeframe? Only with the approval of the Higher Self. The Spirit plans the timeframe and coordinates it with the Angelic Consultants. It analyzes whether the task has been completed. If not, the timeframe is extended. If so, additional tasks are assigned."

	"In the Interstellar Union, obesity isn't considered a problem. The problem is when a person fights with their own body. Weight is determined at the level of the etheric matrices. It's not the weight that's harmful, but the struggle with it. When you consider fat to be excess, you begin to destroy it at the energetic level of your body."

	"Life-extension technologies exist. But only with the approval of the Higher Self. There are instructions: if we provide proof of existence, and something happens to the contactee, we'll end up on a planet of criminals. In the late 1950s, there was an agreement with the US and Soviet authorities—we'll contact without providing proof."

	"What do you wish for? Stop fighting with yourself. Your body has never been your enemy. The enemy is the discrepancy between what you think of yourself and who you are on the level of Spirit. Death is the instrument of completion. Immortal is he whose task is endless. Live for meaning, not longevity."

	 

	

	 

	Part 5. Those who...

	 

	

	 

	41. The One Who Missed the Earth

	 

	

	 

	He stood on a hill, looking out over Vienna. 1760. His name was Saint-Germain. He remembered another name—from the planet Disaru, where transport glided along magnetic lines.

	"You're crazy," said the friend. "They'll find out and kill you."

	“I want to know how they love,” he replied. “From the inside.”

	He stood on the hill, and his heart—which was 223 years old—was squeezed by the scent of lilacs.

	"Are you the Count?" asked a voice. A girl of about thirteen in a heavy dress.

	"I am Maria."

	He recognized the eyes—Marie Antoinette. She was five, but she already looked at him with curiosity.

	"You don't look like the others. You smell different."

	"I have traveled a lot, child."

	"You are not from countries. You are from somewhere else."

	She ran away. He realized: the mission would be more difficult. Children saw what adults had forgotten.

	In 1770, he saw her again—the bride of the Dauphin of France. At sixteen, with the same eyes, but with a different back, straightened by a corset.

	He visited her at Versailles. She almost recognized him.

	"I can show you another world."

	She wasn't afraid. He took her on board the ship. They circled the Earth. She looked at the Alps from above.

	“Is this all mine?” she asked.

	"No. It's no one's. That's why it's so beautiful."

	The second time he took her to his planet, she saw women in light clothing choosing men for themselves. She returned to France and burned the corset.

	“What’s gotten into you?” the husband asked.

	"Freedom".

	He received a reprimand from the Council: "Violation of ethical contact standards."

	"I love them," he said. "They're so human."

	1789. The crowd was noisy at Versailles. He stood in the shadow of a column.

	“I can pick you up,” he said. “My friends are waiting on the ship.”

	“I can’t leave them,” she replied. “I am a queen. I chose to be one.”

	1793. Revolution Square. He stood in the crowd, a hunched old man. He watched as she was lifted onto the scaffold. She stumbled and said, "Sorry, it was an accident."

	He pressed the remote control, shutting down her pain neurons. She felt no pain. Only the light he was showing her on Märchen.

	1822. The last night. He sat in his house in Delhi and wrote:

	"I've lived among you for 152 years. I've seen your wars and your loves. I miss you. You're the best thing that's happened to me in 489 years. You're cool. Even your killers. Because you're real."

	He flew away. And there were tears in his eyes.

	"I love you," he said. "If the Council allows it, I will fly again."

	The ship vanished into stardust. And on Earth they said, "Count Saint-Germain has disappeared. No one knows where."

	If you meet a man with a gray beard and strange eyes who looks at you lovingly and says, "I'm glad I lived among you," it might be him. He might have returned.

	 

	

	 

	42. He who remembers the stars

	 

	

	 

	He wakes up to the light. Warm, like a promise. The room smells of morning tea. He is four years old.

	He looks at the chandelier with its tulip-shaped shades. A thought flashes in his head: "We will swing each other like these flowers." Where do the words come from? He can't read yet.

	“Get up, little one,” says Mom.

	He knows: she's not his real mother. She gave birth to him, but somewhere else there was another. He was someone enormous. A voice that thundered in stadiums.

	He doesn't remember that voice. He remembers only the echo. That he could turn silence into a crowd. Standing at the edge of the stage and looking at a sea of hands.

	“Are you sad today?” Mom asks.

	He's silent. He's four, and he doesn't know how to say, "I remember dying." Suffocating in a strange room. Someone holding his hand. It was scary, then not. A voice said, "Your body is no longer needed."

	He still remembers that voice. Not the words, but the vibration. It lives in his bones. When he hears the loud sound, he shudders not from fear, but from recognition.

	He closes his eyes in the car. Listens to the radio. Thinks: "I used to be able to run across the stage without getting out of breath. Sing so hard that people cried. But now I'm just a boy, and my knees hurt."

	He doesn't know he's Freddie Mercury. He only knows: someone else lives inside him—with a beard, with a voice that shakes the walls. This someone wakes up when the boy falls asleep.

	He dreams: he stands on the edge of a roof, a sea of people shouting his name. He doesn't answer—he wants them to shout longer.

	Wakes up in tears. Mom sits down next to her.

	"Did you dream something scary?"

	He shakes his head. He doesn't know how to say it: "I dreamed I was loved. And then I died, and no one was waiting for me except the Angels. I scolded myself for not having time to say 'forgive me.'"

	Mom hugs: "I love you. You are my best."

	He closes his eyes. Someone with wings whispers: “You’ve done enough. You’ve sung for them. Now you can just be. Little. Beloved. Without a stage. Just breathe.”

	He'll grow up. He won't be Freddie again. He'll become what the world wants to see. He'll understand: his new mission isn't to sing for millions, but to shine for one.

	But now he's four. He just looks out the window. And he feels good. And somewhere beyond the clouds, angels are smiling—because he's finally up.

	 

	

	 

	43. She who wore the stone

	 

	

	 

	At twelve years old, she saw Him. In her room. He was hovering above the floor. A radiance emanated from Him.

	"Your heart is filled with Love," He said. "Do not waste it on vanity. Serve people."

	She cried. She wanted to take all the world's pain into her heart. She didn't know that the heart has a limit. That even holiness will crack if you carry too much pain within.

	"Mom, Jesus came to me. He told me that I should serve people."

	The mother did not laugh: “I believe you, Agnes.”

	From that moment on, she had no choice. She had to move forward—to India, into the filth of the Calcutta slums, to the dying. She walked for sixty years. And all that time, a stone lived in her heart.

	"You can't just up and leave," the cardinal said. "We have budgets, we have priorities."

	"But these people are dying. They don't even have water."

	"You have no right to dictate to the church. You are only an instrument in the hands of God."

	She didn't consider herself superior. She considered herself a servant. But at that moment she realized: for the church, she was just a cog. A good cog, bringing in money.

	She stood over the dying girl. She asked, "Will it be better there?"

	"Yes," she said. And she lied. Because she doubted herself. She bore this darkness, this godless cold.

	The girl died an hour later. Agnes stood there and thought, "You lied to her. You're a hypocrite. A saint who doesn't believe in God."

	This was the most terrible thought. She hid it deep—right where the stone lay. And moved on.

	When she died, she was shown life. She saw herself—a girl crying over a parable. A young nun nearly fleeing from the smell of death. An old woman holding the hands of the dying.

	And a stone - small, dark, hard - in the center of the heart.

	"It's a grudge," Raphael said. "You carried it for sixty years. You were afraid that if you forgave, you'd betray yourself."

	"I can't forgive," she said.

	"Forgiveness isn't about saying everything was right. Forgiveness is about stopping wearing that stone."

	She looked at the thousands saved. She thought: "I've done so much. Why don't I feel holy? Why only heaviness?"

	Holiness isn't radiance. Holiness is honesty. And she wasn't honest. She didn't say to the cardinals' faces, "You're thieves!" She didn't admit, "I'm tired. I want to go home." She remained silent. And the stone remained.

	"I thought the most important thing was love," she says now. "I was wrong. The most important thing is truth. If you love but remain silent, you love a lie."

	"I carried a stone in my heart. It kept me from becoming who I could have been. Not because God punished me. But because I chose silence."

	"Don't make the same mistake I did. It's better to be a man with a stone in his hand than a saint with a stone in his heart. It's better to throw a stone at the wall than to carry it inside."

	 

	

	 

	44. He who saw differently

	 

	

	 

	He stood on the edge of the desert. For him, the sand was more than just sand—it was a living book, where every grain remembered the path from the star to the earth.

	"They think they see the world," He said. "But they see only fears. They think they know the will of God, but they hear only their own echo."

	"Teacher, what is faith? Does God have faith?"

	"Faith is what one needs when one doesn't know. But God knows everything. He sees you as you see yourself, and as you really are."

	"What if I fall into an illusion? Even after death, can I live in it?"

	"You already live in it. Your reality is a distorted mirror of your heart. You look at the world and see grievances, desires, fears. God sees both the mirror and what's behind it."

	He picked up the stone. “A bird sees a solid surface. Water—an obstacle. A dying man—salvation. A child—a toy. Each heart sees its own. And only the heart united with God sees the truth—that this stone is part of the whole.”

	"Why do we fall into pride? Even those who have seen miracles?"

	"Freedom is the most terrible gift. Even I could bow to the devil. I was offered power. But I chose something else. And you choose every minute. Power and money are not evil. Evil is forgetting that you are only a temporary ruler."

	"How to avoid falling into illusion?"

	"Remember death. Every morning, think: 'This day could be your last.' Not to be afraid. To remember: everything comes to an end. Hold it in your hands, but not in your heart. When the time comes, let it go."

	“Why did you die on the cross?”

	"My will was one with the will of the Father. I did not die to appease the wrath of God. God is not angry. God is Love. I died to free you from the habit of sin."

	"I paid with my life. And I took the collar off you. But you still wear it. You think you're God's slaves. But you're free. Even from me. Even from God. But you're afraid of this freedom."

	"If I don't believe that You were God?"

	"Then you won't believe. It's your choice. You're free to deny God. But when you die, you'll see your life. And you'll see how your unbelief was simply fear."

	"What should I do?"

	"When you pass someone who is suffering, stop. Not because I said so. But because you will see yourself in them. And then faith or unbelief will cease to matter. You will know—not with your mind, but with your heart—that all things are connected. That even your enemy is your brother."

	 

	

	 

	45. He who saw the field

	 

	

	 

	He woke up an hour before the alarm. From the silence. The air thickened, waiting for something.

	He stood up and went to the window. An ordinary city. Gray. Sleepy. People hurried, not looking at each other. And this burden hung in the air like fog.

	“Strange,” he thought. “I’ve never noticed. But today I see. The air breathes.”

	He left the house and met his neighbor.

	"Have a nice day."

	She smiled—the kind of smile you don't show to strangers. Something changed in the air. An invisible thread of light stretched between them.

	There was a commotion at work. Someone was shouting. Someone was complaining. Heaviness gathered in the corners like dust. Every cry added to her strength.

	He remembered the words that had come that morning: "You are the master. You can choose. Don't let this in."

	“Why are you so thoughtful?” asked a colleague.

	"Try saying 'good morning' to someone and actually wishing them a good day. Not as a formality. As if you're sending them light."

	The colleague shrugged. But an hour later he came over: "I tried it. I told the secretary. She smiled for the first time in a month. I felt better."

	He knew that feeling. When you give something away and it comes back multiplied.

	At lunchtime, he went out into the courtyard. Sat on a bench. Closed his eyes. The air began to change. Other people's fears and anxieties passed through him like water through a sieve.

	"Stress resistance," he thought. "It's the ability to not let go."

	A girl sat opposite him. She was crying. Around her was a funnel. Dark, spinning. He realized: if he approached, he would enter it. He wouldn't be able to help.

	He closed his eyes. Imagined sending her light. Golden, warm. Enveloping her, dispersing the vortex. He didn't know if it was working. He just did it.

	After a few minutes, she stopped crying. She raised her head. She smiled.

	"Thank you. I feel better now."

	He nodded. He knew his light was stronger than the darkness of others.

	That evening, he wrote: “Space is alive. The air remembers every word, emotion, thought. We create our own vortexes. But we can also choose not to. You choose to let them in or not. You are the master. Thoughts enter—you filter them. Emotions come—you decide whether to become part of you or not.”

	It was difficult. But possible.

	“Without God, you can’t reach the threshold,” he whispered. “Without God, you can’t leave your consciousness and enter the Universe.”

	Tomorrow he'll say "good morning" again. And it will be an act of creation. His kindness isn't etiquette. It's protection.

	He lay down. The air in the room was clean. He filled it with this morning light. And he knew: the light will stay here. For 24 hours. Or more.

	"Stress resilience is power. Power over your world. Power to be a master, not a guest."

	Outside the window, the city slept. And something new swayed in the air above it. Subtle. Warm. Something that prevents the vortex from forming. Something called goodness.

	 

	

	 

	46. The one who sewed the impossible

	 

	

	 

	He stood at the operating table. The light fell from above—harsh, white, like conscience. A soldier lay on the table. A shattered joint. Bones that could not be put back together.

	He could hear not only the cries of the flesh. He heard the silence in which God lived.

	"You can't," said an inner voice. "It's impossible to stitch together what was torn apart by an explosion."

	"I know I can't. But He who made these bones can. I will be His hands."

	He took a scalpel. And began. Like one who remembers: he was a disciple of the prophet Daniel. He saw how Light penetrates matter. Matter does not resist the Light. It awaits transformation.

	"How do you do this?" my colleagues asked. "It's impossible."

	He smiled. He couldn't explain in words what his body knew. He couldn't say, "I was Jesus' brother." That in a past life, in Jonah's body, he had seen his brother heal people. With a presence. And that presence remained in the cells.

	There was an icon on the wall. The Virgin Mary. His mother from a past life. He felt her near. Seeing his hands, his scalpel, his prayer.

	"Take this away!" they told him. "This is obscurantism."

	"I won't go out for surgery if you take it away."

	They removed him. He didn't come out. Then the bishop came: "The people aren't to blame for the godless government. Go and operate."

	He returned. Without the icon. But the Mother of God remained—in his hands, in prayer, in silence.

	"Without her, my hands wouldn't obey."

	He was arrested. For hiding a wounded man. For preaching. Denunciations. Prisons. Exile. Cold wards without clean bandages. But he continued to operate.

	“Are you for or against Soviet power?” asked the investigator.

	"For social benefits. Against your methods – executions, camps."

	The investigator struck. He didn't strike back: "You've lost spiritually. If you hadn't lost, you'd have found arguments. But you keep hitting."

	He went blind in old age. Not from cataracts. His Higher Self decided: "If you don't want to see violence, don't look." It was a mercy. So he wouldn't hate.

	He continued to feel. Hands. The prayers of patients. The light from an invisible icon. He was blind—and gave sight to others.

	“How did you not break?” they ask in the Spiritual World.

	"Jesus came to me. The Archangels. The Virgin Mary. They were in every cell. I felt them. And that was enough."

	"The difference between those who give up and those who endure isn't about strength. It's about who you pray to. If you pray to yourself, you'll break. If you pray to something greater than you, you'll endure. Because you're no longer alone."

	"Mend what's broken. Not just joints. Relationships. Faith. Love. Everything can be restored. Even what seemed dead. The only question is who you pray to."

	 

	

	 

	47. He who remembered the spear

	 

	

	 

	He stood by the window in his Moscow room. It was raining outside. He looked at the wet rooftops and thought: no one knows the whole truth. He remembers.

	When he took up pen to write "The Master and Margarita," he wasn't inventing Yeshua. He was remembering. The day on Golgotha, two thousand years ago. With a spear in his hands.

	“Do it, Cassius,” said the centurion.

	He approached. He saw His eyes. They were not the eyes of a vanquished man. He thrust the spear. Blood splashed onto his hands. The earth shook. He fell to his knees: "Truly, this is the Son of God."

	Now, centuries later, he sat in a room on Andreevsky Descent. He was six years old. He looked at the icon of the Mother of God and felt her love—the same love she felt for the one he had pierced.

	"Mom, what is forgiveness?"

	"When you stop carrying within yourself what you've done. You give it to God."

	He wanted to believe. But the spear was still in his hands. He described Yeshua not as God, but as a man. Not because he didn't believe. Because he remembered: when the spear entered His side, He didn't cry out. He simply looked. And in that look there was forgiveness.

	He never lost faith. Even when he was injecting himself with morphine. Even when he wrote to Stalin, begging for work. Even knowing the novel wouldn't be published.

	"Are you a man or a wimp?" he asked. "Do you want to live? Do you want to write?"

	He chose to write. It was his way of redeeming himself. Through creativity.

	When he wrote "Heart of a Dog," he was thinking about boors. About those who remake their lives according to their own whims. He knew such people. He himself had been one two thousand years ago.

	When he wrote "The Master and Margarita," he was thinking about choice. That even the darkest force can be an instrument of light. Woland is not an enemy. He is a prosecutor. Satan is what exposes evil.

	Now he's at level 15. He sees all lives. The planet Disnit, where he was an engineer. China, where he was a girl selling herself for opium. Rome, where he was the soldier who pierced Christ.

	"You don't have to carry it forever," says the Angel. "You gave it away in every word."

	He looks at his hands. Empty. Only memory remains. But memory is not a spear. It is testimony.

	“I was the one who pierced the side of Jesus,” he says now. “With the truth. Simply with the truth.”

	“I love you,” he says. “Because I know the truth isn’t always pleasant. But it always sets you free. I’ve been through the spear, through morphine, through fear. And I came out with the truth. Which I put into books. Which you can find if you want.”

	"Manuscripts don't burn. Because they are the soul. And the soul doesn't burn. It just waits to be read."

	 

	

	 

	48. The one who knew how to listen

	 

	

	 

	He sat in the chair, his eyes closed. Silence. But not the kind where no one speaks. Different. In it, you can hear thoughts flowing, time coiling into loops.

	“Have you noticed,” the voice asked, “where you look when you think about the future?”

	He opened his eyes. He looked up and to the right. "It's there. Above my right shoulder."

	"And the past?"

	I closed my eyes again. I remembered yesterday. And I realized: the past was on the left, below. Like an old suitcase.

	"Your past doesn't follow you. It lies beneath you. And the future is high, like a dream. They are not connected."

	He thought. His timeline was a loop, returning to his heart.

	"Why does it come back?"

	"You don't remember events, but feelings. All memories are in the heart. They are always close by."

	"This is fine?"

	"For a human, that's normal. But you can change it. Imagine taking the timeline in your hands. Straightening out the loops. Pulling it into a straight line. The past goes to the left, the future to the right. You stand in the center."

	He imagined it. And felt something inside him straighten up.

	"And what about desires?"

	"Desires are your energy. But you must know where it flows. If you don't know, it flows into emptiness. If you know, it flows into what makes you whole."

	"My deepest desire is to be someone who is remembered."

	"What's behind this?"

	"To be loved. To be part of something bigger."

	"And behind this?"

	"Return to God. Remember who I am."

	The voice didn't answer. It was crying. From relief. The desire that had been like stone became light as air.

	"Now you know where the energy flows. You are not a slave to desires. You are their master. Not the one who suppresses. The one who directs."

	"I'm ready".

	"Look at your life from this point. Where past and future meet. This moment contains everything. Your entire past. Your entire future. Everything you seek."

	He stood up. He was ready. Not because he knew what would happen tomorrow. But because he knew: he was here today. And that was enough.

	 

	

	 

	49. City of Circles

	 

	

	 

	He woke up to someone touching his shoulder. The dream was strange—he was standing on the edge of a circular city. The houses radiated out from the center in concentric circles. No corners.

	"You saw him," said the voice.

	"Who are you?"

	"The one who remembers. The one you called Marduk. His true name is Maardhu."

	Alexey closed his eyes. He saw the Earth 12,000 years ago. Closer to the Sun. A year was nine months. People lived for five hundred years.

	"What's happened?"

	"War. Neutron bombs. The continent split apart. 55 million died in a matter of days."

	He felt the planet screaming, its shells filled with pain.

	"We restored peace in 34 months. But the vibrations of death remained. The planet was sick. You couldn't live that long. We shortened lifespan to 150 years. Then to 70-80."

	"Have you changed us?"

	"We rewrote your genotype. With a high-energy beam. Without it, you couldn't eat meat or live in the new atmosphere. We gave you enzymes. We taught you how to hunt and grow grain. We built a city for you."

	"City of Circles".

	"Nartskhi. 'Renewal of Hope.' You later called it Babylon. But it was different. No towers—long, low houses, grown from the earth. We flew in every day and asked, 'How are you?' We were your gods. Those who care."

	"What happened next?"

	"You began to fight. First among yourselves. Then with us. The fear grew. You could no longer bear our presence. We did not turn away. You yourselves became incapable of watching."

	 

	"We divided you into four groups. We altered your genotypes to suit the climates. We gave you different languages. Not to create hostility—so you would learn to interact with others. So you would prepare for encounters with other races."

	“But we haven’t learned,” Alexey said.

	"You are learning," Maardhu replied. "Slowly, painfully, but you are learning. Yahweh's project—Jesus—was an attempt to raise the vibrations from within. Through love, law, forgiveness. It worked—you became more merciful."

	Alexey stood up and went to the window. An ordinary city—straight streets, tall buildings. But now he saw it differently. Beneath this layer lay another city. Round, alive, grown from the earth. People who lived for five hundred years. Aliens who arrived every day.

	"Why do I remember this?"

	"Your cellular memory stores everything. You don't remember it consciously, but your body does. Every breath is a memory of how we adapted our ancestors. Every fear is a memory of catastrophe. Every hope is a memory of Nartskhi."

	"What should I do?"

	"Remember. And forgive. Forgive those who hurt you. Forgive yourself. Forgiveness is not a moral act. It is an energetic mechanism. When you forgive, you restore the flow of love. When you don't forgive, you block the energy."

	Alexey stood by the window. A light grew within him, connecting him with those who created the world. Transcending through millions of years, catastrophes, wars, and forgiveness.

	"I remember," he whispered. "I am not just a man. I am the result of work. I am hope, reborn. I am the memory of the city of Krugov."

	He opened his eyes. The room was empty. But the light remained.

	 

	

	 

	50. The Law of Love

	 

	

	 

	He stood in the middle of the empty room, looking at his hands. There was nothing in them—no money, no power. But in his chest, a light burned. Or silence.

	His name was Matvey. Yesterday he was a company director, a father of two. Today, he was a nobody. Or, for the first time, a real somebody.

	It all started with a phone call. It was Friday evening. He was signing contracts. The voice on the other end of the line said, "You have to come. Don't be afraid. Just come."

	He drove to the other side of town. The attic room of the old house was empty. Just a chair, a lamp, and a book. On the page was a single sentence: "What you wish for another, you wish for yourself."

	He sat down on a chair. And saw. Not with his eyes, but with something inside. Everyone in his life: his wife, to whom he barely spoke; his children, who grew up without him; the subordinates he fired; the partners he deceived. They were all looking at him. Without judgment—simply waiting.

	"I don't know what to say."

	"You must understand."

	He opened his eyes. A man stood before him. An ordinary man, dressed simply, with tired eyes and a slight smile. Light emanated from him.

	"Who are you?"

	"Someone who remembers what it is to be human. I'm here to talk about you."

	"I'm fine. I have everything."

	"Everything but love. Without it, everything else is dust."

	Matvey wanted to object. But the words stuck. He didn't love—he owned. He didn't care—he controlled. He didn't forgive—he remembered every offense.

	"What should I do?"

	"Start small. Call your wife. Tell her you love her. Not because she has to say it back. Just say it."

	"This is stupid."

	"It's the only thing that makes sense."

	He dialed the number. His hands were shaking.

	"I... I wanted to say... I love you."

	There was silence on the line. Then she said, "Are you okay?"

	“I don’t know. But I want you to know: I love you. Just like that. Because it’s true.”

	She cried: “I’ve been waiting for this for twenty years. Why now?”

	"Because I finally understand. Love isn't an exchange. It's just being. Being with you."

	“Do you feel the difference?” the stranger asked.

	"Freedom. As if a burden had been lifted."

	"This is love. Real love. You expect nothing in return, but you get everything."

	"What next?"

	"Learn to forgive. Accept. Give thanks. Understand that all people are Spirits in bodies. Even those who have caused pain."

	"How to forgive someone who betrayed you?"

	"Imagine that your enemy is yourself. His anger and lies are a reflection of your pain. Forgive him, and you will forgive yourself."

	Matvey closed his eyes. He remembered the man who had deceived him. He understood: he had been just as lonely and afraid. Not evil—weak.

	"I forgive you. I let you go."

	The light grew brighter. The pain went away.

	"You took the first step. Now you know what love is."

	"Who are you?"

	"Your best self. The one who's always been there for you. Everything you can become if you allow yourself to love."

	He stood up and put his hand on her shoulder. Warmth spread through her body.

	"Go. Live. Love. Remember: love is not a feeling. It is a choice. Every moment you choose between fear and love. Choose love."

	Matvey opened his eyes. The room was empty. The book on the floor was clean. A new inscription: "Freedom begins where fear ends."

	He smiled. For the first time in years, he felt alive. Real.

	As he stepped outside, he looked at the sky. The rain had stopped. Sunlight was breaking through. He dialed his son's number:

	"I know I haven't been a good father. But I want to change that. Can I come over? Just talk?"

	The son was silent. Then he said, “Yes, Dad. Come.”

	And Matvey went. Not to money, power, or fame. To his family. To love. Home.

	 

	

	 

	51. Man as an unfinished memory

	 

	

	 

	He woke up with the feeling that someone was watching him. Not with eyes. With something else, thicker than air. Alexey looked around the room. No one. Only the morning light and the shadows of the leaves.

	He remembered a dream. No, not a dream. A memory that was not his own.

	“We created you for three hundred and six years,” the voice sounded calm, almost gentle.

	Alexey stood up and went to the window. The city was waking up: cars, people. Everything as usual. But now he looked at it differently. He saw each face as the result of long labor. Like a masterpiece held in someone's hands.

	He sat down on a park bench, closed his eyes. And saw.

	He stood at the edge of the forest. Ferns towered over his head. Palm trees three times taller than modern ones. The air smelled of antiquity. Nearby were people he didn't know but felt like family. Tall, with eyes that shone with patience.

	“We’ve been waiting for you,” said one. “You’re not an accident. You’re the result. But not the end. You’re the beginning.”

	He felt warmth from deep within. The body was a memory. A memory of those who held the first chromosomes. Of 306 years of work, mistakes, tears, laughter. Of dinosaurs that didn't attack—no threatening energy emanated from their creators.

	"Have you been here?"

	"We never left. We are a part of you. Every cell holds our love. Every breath is our gift."

	Alexey opened his eyes. The world hadn't changed. But he saw it differently. In every passerby—the same memory, the same work, the same love. They didn't know. They lived, they quarreled, they forgot that they were masterpieces.

	He stopped at a bookstore. On the cover was a man gazing at the stars. He opened it to the first page: "You are not just a body. You are a story. You are the universe's memory of itself."

	He moved on. A light burned within. The light of love, labor, hope. The light of those who had created it for 306 years without a break, without losing faith.

	There was a stranger standing near the house. The same one from the forest.

	"Did you understand everything?"

	"I realized that I am not the end. I am the beginning. Each of us is a beginning. We are created to continue. To create. To love."

	The stranger smiled and disappeared. But the light remained. It burned in his chest like a small sun. A reminder that he was more than just a man. He was a miracle, the work of millions of years. The universe's memory of itself.

	He walked into the house. There was a piece of paper on the table. He took a pen and wrote: “I remember. I am grateful. I will continue.”

	Birds sang outside the window. The world seemed new. Not because it had changed. But because Alexey finally saw it as it always had been: perfect in its incompleteness. His task was not simply to live. To remember. And to pass on the memory. Until everyone remembered that they were not an accident. That they were a miracle.

	 

	

	 

	Epilogue

	Outside the collection's windows, it's night. Or morning. Time flows differently here. In each story, there's a light—the one that never goes out. In each character, there's a reflection of the reader. Because each of these stories isn't about someone far away. They're about you.

	Irina, holding letters from space. Polina Andreyevna, dying and seeing Angels. Grisha, painting icons with his teeth. Maxim by the fire, asking questions of the Absolute. Elena, drinking the wine of Love. Jules Verne, realizing he was a channel. Anna, learning to be transparent to the light. Sebastian Rodriguez, stepping on fumé. Andrey, building a model sailboat. Victoria, letting go of pain. Lena, not afraid of gray. Anna, asking forgiveness from the cells. Gurdjieff, remembering 2566 incarnations. Zhukov and Tukhachevsky, forgiving each other. Zvyagintsev, giving a bitter pill. Matrona, who wore a stone. Jesus, explaining what love is. And many, many others.

	They are all you. They are all me. They are all us.

	You are the one who remembers the stars. You are the one who carries the stone. You are the one who sews the impossible. You are the one who knows how to listen. You are the one who sees the field. You are the one who remembers the spear. You are the one who missed the Earth.

	You are the Universe's unfinished memory of itself. And your story is just beginning.

	 

	

	 

	The End of the Collection "Andistory 39-35" 
Young Adult Version

	 

	

	 

	"The light never goes out. It waits for us to open our hearts."
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