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For centuries, human beings have
worked according to the rhythms of nature and daily needs. It was
only with the Industrial Revolution that time was transformed into
a rigid measure, up to the modern forty-hour working week.
  
Today, despite technological advances and the enormous growth of
global wealth, only a small minority can really dispose of their
time in complete freedom. If just 1% of the world's population
holds most of the wealth and, at best, no more than 10% can choose
how to spend most of their time, what about the remaining 90%?
 

This book explores the relationship between work, time and
freedom, questioning rules and models that we consider normal but
may not be at all. An invitation to imagine a different society, in
which progress is finally at the service of the majority and not of
a small elite.
  
  


  
These are some reflections of a fifty-five-year-old, belonging
to the so-called "X" generation, a term made famous by the Canadian
writer Douglas Coupland where in essence, the letter X
symbolizes:
  
  A generation of people born between 1965 and 1980
  
  A generation that is difficult to classify
  
  a certain distance from the traditional values of the Boomers
(born between 1946 and 1964
  
  a more independent, skeptical and disenchanted attitude
towards institutions and conventional success
  
  


  
  



 



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        1	MEANING OF THE 40 HOURS PER WEEK FROM AN ESOTERIC AND SOCIAL CONTROL POINT OF VIEW
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

  
	If we analyze the structure of working time through the lens of
esoteric numerology and sacred symbology (often associated with
Masonic or control contexts), the numbers 5, 8 and 40 take on
precise meanings that radically deviate from the linear historical
and economic narrative.

  
	Here is an esoteric and symbolic reading of these numbers
related to the control of time:

  
	Number 5: The Cage of the Senses and the Microcosm.

  
	The material plane: In the esoteric tradition, the 5 represents
the microcosm, the human being trapped in matter through the 5
senses and the 4 elements plus the quintessence.

  
	Geometry of control: The pentagram (5 points) symbolizes man,
but when placed in a rigid structure (the working week), it
represents the confinement of human experience within the limits of
material action and biological survival.

  
	 

  
	Breaking Natural Cycles: Dividing time into artificial 5-day
blocks breaks the harmony of the natural lunar and planetary
cycles, tuning the conscious mind only to the frequencies of
production.

  
	Number 8: The Frequency of the Infinite Cycle and Forced
Regeneration

  
	The blocked infinity: 8 is the number of the infinite (the
lemniscate) placed vertically. 

  
	It represents the law of Karma, cause and effect, and perennial
cycles.

  
	The time loop: Applying the 8th to the daily hours creates a
repetitive closed loop (a "loop") from which it is difficult to get
out. 

  
	Eight hours of production, eight hours of consumption/recovery
and eight hours of sleep create a perfect geometric
compartmentalization that saturates the day.

  
	Solar Control: In some Masonic interpretations, the eight is
related to justice and cosmic balance; overturned in the industrial
system, it becomes a forced equilibrium tool to keep the workforce
in a neutral energy state (neither too weak to stop, nor too
charged to rebel).

  
	The Number 40: The Number of Isolation and Reverse
Purification.

  
	The traditional meaning: In Kabbalah and esoteric currents, 40
is the number of trial, waiting and transition (the 40 days in the
desert, the 40 days of the flood). 

  
	It represents the time needed for a radical change of
status.

  
	The energy "quarantine": Imposing 40 hours of work per week
acts as a kind of "quarantine" or ritual energy isolation. Instead
of using 40 to elevate spiritually, the individual's life energy is
constantly drained and depleted within that precise numerical
limit, preventing inner "transmutation" or awakening of
consciousness.

  
	Henry Ford and Social Geometry: Henry Ford, a well-known
Freemason (he reached the 33rd degree of the Ancient and Accepted
Scottish Rite), was deeply attracted to total efficiency and social
geometries. 

  
	 

  
	 

  
	 

  
	 

  
	 

  
	Beyond the superficial productive motivations, the application
of precise numerical constants to regulate the lives of millions of
individuals responds perfectly to the ancient esoteric principle of
regulating the microcosm (man) to dominate the macrocosm (society),
replacing the rhythms of the Earth and the Spirit with the
artificial rhythms of the machine.

  
	Industrial modernity has not limited itself to organizing work:
it has organized time itself. And those who control time, to a
large extent also control consciousness.

  
	The division of the day into three eight-hour blocks (
8 hours of work, 8 hours of leisure, 8 hours of sleep) is
often presented as a social achievement compared to the brutal
conditions of the first industrial revolution, when many workers
worked 12, 14 or even 16 hours a day. And in part it was. However,
it is possible to observe how this structure has also transformed
the relationship of the human being with nature, with himself and
with the community.

  
	
    
The loss of natural time
  

  
	For most of human history, activities were mainly regulated by
natural rhythms: the rising and setting of the sun, the seasons,
the agricultural cycles, the needs of the community.

  
	Contemporary man, on the other hand, lives according to the
time of the clock.

  
	He does not get up because it is daytime, but because an alarm
goes off. He does not eat when he is hungry, but during the break
granted. He does not sleep when the body would require it, but when
the day's schedule allows it.

  
	Time stops being an experience and becomes a grid.

  
	
    
 
  

  
	
    
 
  

  
	
    
The industrialization of consciousness
  

  
	The most important innovation of the factory was not the
machine, but the synchronization of human beings.

  
	For a large industrial organization to work, millions of people
must get up, move, work, consume and rest in predictable time
slots.

  
	The standardization of the timetable does not only produce
economic efficiency; it also produces social predictability.

  
	An individual who constantly lives within rigid time patterns
tends to devote a large part of his mental energy to fulfilling
daily deadlines.

  
	
    
The 40 hours and consumption
  

  
	This is where the case of Henry Ford comes into play.

  
	The reduction of the working hours to about 40 hours a week was
certainly an improvement compared to the nineteenth-century
exploitation. However, Ford also understood something
fundamental:

  
	A worker must have enough money and enough free time to buy
what he produces.

  
	Thus was born the figure of the worker-consumer.

  
	The system does not simply need people to work. It needs people
who work, receive a wage and then feed it back into the system by
buying goods and services.

  
	From this perspective, free time is not necessarily a space for
emancipation; it can become an extension of the production cycle
through consumption.

  
	
    
 
  

  
	
    
 
  

  
	
    
 
  

  
	
    
Fatigue as a political factor
  

  
	
    
 
  

  
	After a busy workday, most people seek instant rest,
distraction, and gratification.

  
	Reading a complex book, studying philosophy, questioning the
meaning of one's existence, participating in political life or
organizing forms of social change requires cognitive energy.

  
	Chronic fatigue reduces this availability.

  
	Explicit authoritarian control is not necessarily needed. It is
enough that a large part of the physical and mental energy is
absorbed by the management of daily survival.

  
	In this sense, some thinkers, from Marx to Foucault, up to
Byung-Chul Han, have argued that modern forms of power operate less
through direct coercion and more through the organization of
habits, rhythms and behaviors.

  
	
    
The illusion of free time
  

  
	Many people believe that they have eight hours of freedom a
day.

  
	But if you subtract:

  
	  commuting,

  
	  household chores,

  
	  bureaucracy,

  
	  the commissions,

  
	  recovery from fatigue,

  
	the time actually available for autonomous reflection is
drastically reduced.

  
	At that point, passive entertainment becomes the easiest
choice.

  
	Not because individuals are incapable of thinking, but because
they arrive in the evening with cognitive resources already
consumed.

  
	
    
The fundamental question
  

  
	The deeper question is not whether 40 hours are better than 80
hours.

  
	They almost certainly are.

  
	
    
The real question is:
  

  
	Is the organization of time designed to favor the development
of the human being or to maximize the stability and productivity of
the economic system?

  
	Harmony with its natural rhythms has been replaced by an
engineering management of human time, creating efficient,
productive and consumer individuals, but often disconnected from
themselves, from the community and from nature.



 



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        2	THE CONSIDERATIONS OF A DAY'S WORK
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
It's five in the morning and I'm
already awake, even before the alarm goes off. I always get up a
little early to carve out at least an hour and a half for myself:
time to reflect on the direction of my life, write down some ideas
for this book and do some exercise to keep my body moving.
  
After coffee and a quick breakfast, I get in the car and face
the 85 kilometers that separate me from work. On the best days it
takes me an hour and a quarter; in the worst ones, even two hours.
In total, that's 170 kilometers and at least two and a half hours a
day spent on the motorway: a significant part of my life consumed
in traffic, between one motorway toll booth and another.
  
But there's one question that accompanies almost every commute
to work: Why do I have to wake up at five in the morning to reach a
place where I can devote most of my day to creating value and
wealth for someone else?
  
Why does the model of life that we consider normal require most
people to exchange their time — and therefore a part of their
existence — for an income? If you look at the entire day, from the
moment you get out of bed to the moment you come home tired and
drained, work often takes up twelve hours or more.
  
Yet, this condition is commonly presented as a source of pride
and accomplishment. In my case, I work for a family business and I
personally know the entrepreneur I work for. But I think of those
who work for large multinationals, without ever having met or known
the faces of those who benefit from the results of their work.
Distant realities, separated by a distance that is not only
geographical, but also human, while millions of people continue to
devote the best part of their time to a system that they rarely
question the possibility of questioning.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
A first answer to the question of why we accept this model of
life — which perhaps it would be more correct to call by its real
name, slavery — is to be found in the process of conditioning that
we undergo from an early age. In Italy, the so-called kindergarten
welcomes children from three to five years old and, although it is
not mandatory, it is often a necessity for many families who, in
the absence of the support of grandparents or other reference
figures, are forced to entrust their children to this
institution.
  
For the child, however, this can be the first real detachment
from the family unit and the first contact with a system based on
rules, schedules and obligations. At an age when the natural desire
would be to play freely, laugh, explore the world and feel
protected by the presence of parents, they are instead required to
adapt to pre-established rhythms and behaviors. It is the first
step towards accepting an organization of life decided by
others.
  
As the years go by and the entry into primary school, this
process intensifies. A human being, unique and unrepeatable, a true
work of art of nature, a jewel of inestimable value that has no
identical copy in the world, gradually finds himself forced to
conform to schedules, rules and criteria established by a system.
But who decided these rules? And above all: in whose interest?
 

  


  
  


 
  


  

  
Probably the gaze of a child, especially in his first months
of life, is one of the closest manifestations to the idea of the
divine. In those eyes there is no malice, calculation or interest:
there is only a boundless depth in which it is easy to get lost.
Each child contains an instinctive wisdom, an authentic tenderness
and a spontaneity that seem to belong to a purer dimension of
existence. These are precious qualities that, however, this club
seems to want to shape and discipline as soon as possible.

  
School, at least according to this perspective, is not so much
the place where one learns to think independently or to acquire
knowledge that is really useful for future life, but rather a space
in which, through rules, schedules and evaluations, obedience is
learned above all. You learn to conform, to compete against each
other, to adapt to a unique and pre-established system, often
memorizing notions that rarely find concrete application in
everyday life. All this is aggravated by a reality in which many
teachers, underpaid and unmotivated, carry out their task without
that passion that should accompany such a noble and fundamental
profession.
  
It should therefore come as no surprise that, even at an
increasingly early age, we are faced with boys and girls of four or
five years old who seem like small versions of the adult world. A
world in which dynamics such as self-centeredness, lack of empathy
towards others, weakening of the sense of solidarity and incessant
competition that often prevails over collaboration emerge at an
early age. Thus, that natural authenticity that characterizes
childhood risks being stifled before it has even had time to fully
express itself.      
  
   


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
But let's go back to the working day. I arrive at work and find
myself surrounded by people I didn't choose to meet, just as years
before I hadn't chosen my schoolmates. Some are respectable people,
others even pleasant, but in most cases I don't share deep
interests or a common outlook on life with them. This is
particularly evident in those who have been spending their days in
the same company for decades: individuals so accustomed to routine
that they move almost automatically, unable even to imagine that
there could be an alternative to the ritual of forty hours a
week.
  
Each day is repeated identical to the previous one. The same
environment, the same walls, the same mediocre coffees dispensed by
the vending machines and the same conversations about weekends,
perceived as the only real parenthesis of freedom. Two days that
should compensate for five endless days spent contributing to the
success of a company towards which one often feels no sense of
belonging, if not outright aversion. We hate work, but even more we
hate immobility, the obligation to sit for hours when the body and
mind would ask for movement, air and space.
  
So, when the clock strikes noon, one rushes towards the exit
with an almost instinctive impulse, like someone looking for a
short escape from a temporary prison. For a few moments you can
finally breathe real air, feel the sun on your face and remember
that there is a world outside those walls.
  
In the meantime, many hours are consumed between circumstantial
conversations, superfluous meetings and moments of forced
inactivity in which there is nothing really useful to do. And it is
precisely in those empty spaces that I decided to find a different
meaning to the time that belongs to me: using it to write this
book. If nothing else, some of those hours won't be completely
lost.
  
                 


  
Let's take this precise moment. I'm sitting in my office, it's
10:30 in the morning and, about two meters from me, there is the
colleague with whom I share this space. Fortunately, the gods of
bureaucracy have had a rare surge of mercy and have assigned me a
pleasant person, who like me has landed in this company for a
relatively short time.
  
It is July 2nd. Outside summer shines, inside reigns the surreal
quiet of a place where no one really has anything to do. Everyone
is silently engaged in their personal chores, trying to make sense
of the slowly passing hours. I, for example, am writing these
pages.
  
The funny thing is that what I'm doing now, I could do easily
from home, in a park, in a library, under a tree or in front of the
sea. I would probably have better concentration, healthier posture,
and a higher level of happiness. And yet here I am, inside a
building where I have to be physically present to prove that I am
working, while in reality I am using my time for something that
belongs to me. A small act of existential smuggling that makes
imprisonment slightly more bearable.
  
It is curious to observe how this society attributes a sort of
moral value to the amount of hours spent working. If you work ten
or twelve hours a day you are often looked at with admiration, as
if you were a modern hero. No one seems to stop to reflect on the
fact that those hours are used, in most cases, to increase the
economic well-being of someone else: the entrepreneur, the
shareholders, the investment fund or some distant and impersonal
entity whose face you will never see.
  
Even more curious is the fact that so few people seem to notice
the absurdity of the situation. It is all so obvious, so exposed to
sunlight, that it is almost invisible. Like a scenography that we
have been observing for so long that we have stopped noticing
it.
  
I look up from the computer and through the large windows on the
first floor I see green fields, trees moved by the wind and the
horizon free of walls, badges and tags. Out there, nature continues
to exist regardless of quarterly reports and meetings scheduled
well in advance. 
  
And I can't help but smile bitterly thinking that, of all the
creatures on the planet, we human beings are perhaps the only ones
who have voluntarily built their own cage, and then convinced
themselves that bars are a privilege and the key a dangerous tool
of subversion.
  
The hands of the clock move with enormous effort and I am
already savoring my hour of air, poor slave that I am.
  
  


  
We close all our eyes for a few moments and imagine a
revolutionary, almost science fiction scene. Let's imagine that
tomorrow morning an entire city decides not to get up to go to
work. No killer alarm clock at 5:30, no standing coffee rush, no
procession of cars queuing up to industrial estates, offices and
warehouses.
  
Instead, let's imagine that everyone wakes up when their body
deems it appropriate and freely chooses what to do with the day.
Those who walk, those who read, those who paint, those who make
love with life. 
  
  


  
Let's let this image settle inside us for a few seconds and
observe the consequences: less stress, less traffic, less
depression, less gastritis and probably much better working hours
and conditions, better salaries if not even sharing in company
profits. 
  
  


  
It may be true that AI is increasingly taking hold and replacing
millions of workers around the world, but will it be true that we
are all so replaceable? I don't believe it at all but I believe
that the opposite is true and that if everyone stopped even for
just one day and carried out this revolutionary act: do what you
want, on the other side of the barricade, that elusive 1%; He would
understand that it is the 99% who choose but as mentioned, mass
manipulation, from an early age, has had nefarious effects on the
vast majority of human beings. Many of which are now irretrievable

  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
… Here I am again.
  
I have just returned from my lunch break. A take-away pizza
eaten in the shade of some trees in a small public park. No human
beings within several tens of meters, which contributed
significantly to the quality of the experience.
  

  

I was there, surrounded by nature. Of course, a nature carefully
pruned, irrigated and disciplined by municipal gardeners, a sort of
corporate version of the forest, but still nature.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        3	I'M CURIOUS TO KNOW 
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
I am sincerely curious to
understand how it has been managed, in a relatively short period of
time, to convince the vast majority of people that it is perfectly
normal to spend at least eight hours a day locked up inside an
office, a factory or any other concrete box intended for
production. Even more surprising is the fact that many consider
this not only normal, but even desirable.
  
It seems that life, for millions of individuals, must
necessarily coincide with twelve hours a day absorbed by work and
everything that revolves around it: waking up, getting ready,
moving, working, returning home and recovering the energy necessary
to repeat the cycle the next day. 
  
In the meantime, a very small minority — let's call it 1%, 5% or
10%, little changes — enjoys the fruits produced by the immense
work of the majority.
  
I am equally curious to know how a few individuals managed to
convince billions of people that it was their exclusive right to
create money and ask for interest from those who needed it. Perhaps
in the past, when money had a more tangible physical consistency,
the issue might have appeared less obvious. Today, however, in the
age of digital numbers that appear and disappear on screens, the
mechanism is even more difficult to understand. Just go to the bank
and ask to withdraw a few thousand euros to be observed as if you
had just made an extravagant or even suspicious request.
  
What continues to amaze me most, however, is the
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