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    FROM THE AUTHOR

My name is Sensei Max — for those who are with me in the moment.

Born in 1972, in a village in the Voronezh region. Grew up on the streets of Magadan. Paid his debt to the Soviet Army in Vladivostok. Collected debts on the streets during Russia's chaotic '90s, then trained as a coach in Voronezh. Martial arts, self-defense, coaching — none of it was a hobby. It was how I survived, and how I learned what a human being is made of under pressure.

Then Moscow — a postgraduate degree in cultural studies, entrepreneurship, a chain of branches across the country, a few appearances on TV. In family life, I was quite the hero too — two marriages, plenty of kids. Since 2019, I've lived in Bratislava.

Covid dug in like a splinter. The war burned the sting right out of a gloomy ego.

Something happened in the spring of 2023. I won't dress it up in pretty words — it just let go. What used to feel like a rock-solid "me" — the personal story, the grudges, the ambitions, the fears — suddenly turned transparent. Like a dream you wake up from.

Ever since, I walk in the mornings. Around Bratislava, toward the Danube. Along the way there's a small chapel — Christian, modest, no pretensions. I often sit on the bench beside it. Or I keep walking, into the fields, into the woods. And I talk. To a camera, to students on the other end of a phone, to you — people I haven't met yet. Not because I decided to preach. It just comes out that way — when you're walking, and breathing, and the ground under your feet is real, the words that come out are real too.

That's how the course "The Dot" was born. Twenty-one days, on my Telegram. I recorded the lessons right there — on the street, on the move, sometimes on that same bench by the Slovak chapel. The first one, at home, before launch: an introduction to the subject. The last one, a satsang and a group meditation set to Tibetan monk music — wailing horns, pounding drums, trance on the border between life and death. Zazen, in one sitting. Now it's a book.

I didn't rewrite it. I set the rhythm with punctuation and cut the filler words where there were too many. The voice stayed the same. My feet are still on the same ground.

· • ·

This book is not a theory of awakening. Not a philosophical treatise. Not another mindfulness course in a paperback cover.

This is a training tool.

An instrument tested on real, living people — programmers, Orthodox priests, housewives, soldiers. Stupidly simple: a dot on paper, five minutes in the morning, five minutes at night. And three weeks on this path.

I don't promise enlightenment. I guarantee this: follow the plan exactly, and something will change. Because it changed for everyone who did.

Let's go.

— Sensei Max

Bratislava, 2023–2026


  
    INTRODUCTION

What Is Awakening?

He who sleeps, dreams. He who dreams is certain he isn't sleeping.

A small but important note, friends!

What is awakening? Let's make this crystal clear — who's waking up, waking up from what, and what kind of process this even is.

Look. Awakening is a direct analogy — a metaphor pointing us back to sleep. That nighttime sleep, the one where we're actually asleep.

You're asleep. And inside that dream, it's real. Real reality. You feel it straight through: you're really there. Not a shred of doubt — because if you doubted it, if you thought, this is just a dream, you wouldn't wake up in a cold sweat. You wouldn't feel those sharp sensations, those emotions, that whole rush of experience. Everything you feel in a dream is real. All of it, dead real.

And then you wake up — and that reality, the one that was just there a second ago, collapses. Just like that. As if it was never there at all.

What's left of it? Just a memory. Thoughts. Because everything that felt real in the dream was nothing but a product of imagination. You were the main character, sure — but so was every other character, every road, every house, the forest, the enemies, the friends. All of it was created by one single Dreamer. Every situation, every event — it all happened inside the Dreamer. Nowhere else.

The whole plot. The whole canvas.

· • ·

That's what awakening is — spiritual awakening, I mean. It's waking up out of thought.

Because thoughts are the substance of the dream. The thing you're submerged in. Thoughts are ideas, beliefs, images, concepts — about yourself, about the world, about other people. How things should be, how they are, how they shouldn't be. And these thoughts build a dream — except this time, your eyes are wide open.

A waking dream. That's how you're living.

If there's such a thing as awakening, it's only ever an awakening from thought. Even from the thought of awakening itself. Because there's nothing else here. Everything here is dream-stuff. The moment you start to see that — that's what awakening means. You wake up out of being captured by thoughts: this is a tree, this is the sky, this is the ground, this is good, this is bad, this is me.

That last one is the big one — this is me. As if there's some separate, isolated, independent, standalone "me" in here. That's a thought too. And it grabs everything: mine, mine, mine, and that's not mine. You do this constantly — and you don't even notice. You're just asleep inside it.

That's what sleep is: being captured by thoughts, submerged in their substance.

And thoughts change costumes. A thought can dress itself up as meaning. A thought can put on the clothes of hope. A thought can be anxiety about the future, and suddenly you're there, already living in that anxious future. Hooked — and asleep, right there.

Or a thought is nostalgia for the past: Ah, what a happy time — childhood. Where does childhood go? It paints everything golden — and now, ugh, everything's just not that. So there you are, living in the past, like it's a dream. Or the opposite: everything was terrible, all the childhood wounds, all the little grudges — you drag them behind you and live inside them.

"That's why I'm a failure. If only things had gone differently back then, I'd be happy now."

That's what keeps you asleep.

· • ·

The only way to wake up is to actually be here. Right now. In the present moment. Just being here.

And then it's all recognized for what it is. Thoughts get recognized instantly as empty. About nothing. Not the past, not the future. Just something you dreamed up.

Think about waking up in the morning — you can't really take what you dreamed seriously. It happened, sure, whatever. It hangs around in your head for a bit: Damn, what a dream. What a trailer that was. Terrifying. Or, well, kind of hot. You walk around with the aftertaste of it. But then it dissolves. And you're back in the moment.

Then other thoughts grab you — and the dream continues. Except now your eyes are open.

You are that — the consciousness all of this happens inside of. All these dreams, all these characters, including the character called "me, the person." That's a character too — an object being dreamed, just like the rest. The dream happens to the Dreamer. And the Dreamer, too, happens inside this consciousness.

And you are this moment. You are this actual presence, right here — in this space, clear, full of light and clarity.

Until these thoughts, like clouds, start rolling in and taking over — and it kicks off another Netflix binge of worry, feelings, expectations.

So the word "awakening" — it's literally that. Waking up.

Wake up, brother. Wake up, sister.

· • ·

Let's begin. This is the practice called "The Dot."

A basic practice. A foundational one. Its purpose: to pull your attention back — the attention that's gotten lost somewhere out there, spread thin, scattered — and gather it into a single point. Focus it. Like sunlight through a magnifying glass, concentrated into one tiny spot — until it actually catches fire.

And then, with that beam of attention, you can shine it wherever you want — straight into all those thoughts, lighting them up, en-light-ening them. And you'll see they're transparent. Nothing at all, really. That they exist inside this light, dissolve in it, arise in it. And free themselves, all on their own.

You can aim this attention — polished, trained — at feelings, at sensations, at sounds. Everything starts to be perceived differently. You'll gain power. Range of attention. That's what energy actually is.

One month of clear, precise, focused practice.

You'll walk into this dot with your attention — and walk out of it awake.

Point of entry. Exit is here.

· • ·


  
    HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

This book is a training tool. Not just to read — to practice.

Near the very start of the book, you'll find a page with a dot on it. Print it out on paper and hang it on the wall — at arm's length, that's punching distance. Sit like Bodhidharma. This is where the practice happens.

The book is structured like a course — 21 days, 9 assignments. Each assignment adds a new layer of attention. The arc: from a simple dot on paper — to presence. From focus — to freedom.

· • ·

How to read.

Every lesson starts with a live voice — explanation, imagery, the philosophy behind the practice. Then a specific assignment straight from the Telegram dojo, with exact instructions. You read the lesson, and you do it. Not later. Not "when I'm in the mood." Right now.

You can read-and-do this book slowly — one lesson, one week. Or faster, if the practice is clicking. The pace is yours.

How to practice.

Morning and evening. Right after waking, right before sleep — that's not an accident: the practice keeps going while you sleep, and the line between waking and sleeping gets thinner. The same time, every time — fixing the time is itself part of the practice. It builds a habit. Your body starts to know: now — this happens. Full stop.

The progression is simple:


	Week 1 — 5 minutes morning + 5 minutes evening

	Week 2 — 10 minutes morning + 10 minutes evening

	Week 3 — 15 minutes morning + 15 minutes evening



That's 21 days over three weeks. One sitting each time, that's it. No retreats, no special cushion, no special conditions required. A chair. A dot on the wall. You.

Self-observation journal.

Get a notebook, or use notes on your phone. One entry after every session. Not an essay, not an analysis. Just what happened: what you noticed, what you felt, what occurred. You're running an experiment on your own attention. You're the researcher and the test subject, both at once.

The knuckle plank.

Every lesson comes with a bonus: the knuckle plank. This isn't just a physical exercise. Here, the dot is your fist. Body and mind become one, in a single act of concentration. The dose grows with the practice: 30 seconds in week one, 60 in week two, 90 in week three. Get your knuckles ready ahead of time — it'll feel unfamiliar at first.

Before you start — one mandatory assignment.

Before you look at the dot — clear the field. This is the "Fore-giving" exercise. It comes right after this page. Don't skip it. Without it, the practice gets harder — I'll explain why in there.


  
    FORE-GIVING

A preparatory practice. Mandatory, before you start.

Hey there, seeker.

Before you look at the dot — one assignment. Without it, everything ahead gets harder. Let me explain why.

The first exercise I'm giving you: two lists. One — everyone you've hurt. Two — everyone who's hurt you, everyone you're still holding a grudge against. Make the lists, then go meet each person. Ask for forgiveness, or give it.

This exercise is mandatory. No matter how much it wrecks you — no bailing, no excuses, no nervous giggling your way out of it, no sweeping it under the rug. Because without this, nothing else works. If you don't learn to forgive and to ask for forgiveness, nothing further is going to happen. Nothing at all.

· • ·

There's a rational argument here too — about where your energy is actually going.

All those grudges — "they hurt me, I hurt them" — are clumps of energy, built out of your own attention. And your attention stays stuck there, in the background, running in the corners of your mind. False concepts stick around, false beliefs: "those people are bad, and I'm the good one, I got hurt."

All that resentment, all that self-pity — it sits inside you like a stinger, like a splinter. And these splinters are sucking out your attention. The exact attention you're going to need for the practice — for self-inquiry, for finally finding yourself, seeing your real self. And your real self is the cosmos.

You won't have enough energy, get it? Because standing between you and yourself will be a thicket — literal garbage, junk piles of false constructs: "poor you, feel sorry for yourself, everyone's terrible, the world's terrible, and you're good but miserable." All that crap is going to keep draining your attention. Sitting there, permanently.

In your version of the world, there's a poor, miserable Karen or Chad — that's you — with your own personal history where you got hurt and wronged over and over. And you're sitting there waiting for the world to apologize. Waiting to finally be understood. Think about it — that idea's been stuck in there like a splinter since childhood, and it's still stuck: "Nobody understands me, people are supposed to understand me." Why the hell is anybody supposed to understand you? Understand what, exactly? And who's supposed to do it? That's a delusion. A massive one.

· • ·

These delusions need to be handled — practically, mechanically.

Once you're sick of chewing on the cactus that is yourself — this fragile, sensitive, oh-so-tragically-depressed-and-gloomy personality — that's when you gather up whatever courage, strength, and attention you've got left. And do the assignment: ask forgiveness from the people you hurt. And forgive everyone who supposedly hurt you.

Why "supposedly"? Because all those grudges — they're located inside you. Nowhere else. In your personality, your personal history, your reactions, emotions, thoughts, beliefs. It's all in you and nowhere else. Who else is going to deal with it, if not you?

How it's done.

Not just "fine, I forgive you in my head" — nope, that changes nothing. It has to be in action. Face to face, eye to eye — you meet the person and you say it.

The words are simple. Remember them:

"Please forgive me. I'm asking for your forgiveness."

That's it. Nothing complicated. After that, you don't wait around for them to forgive you. Don't demand it. Don't extract it. This is an act of absolving yourself — not humiliation. You did it, now let it go. Leave it to the other person to decide whether to forgive you or not. That's not your business anymore.

The other direction — you forgive the people who hurt you. Whatever they did already happened. It's the past. But it's sitting inside you, and it's time to let it go.

You meet them face to face and say:

"Buddy — I forgive you."

Or: "My friend. My wife. My brother. My mother. My father. I forgive you. I forgive you with my whole generous heart."

That's it. Case closed. We keep moving.

· • ·

When this happens, a massive amount of attention gets freed up. You become lighter. Like you've finally cleared out a hoarder's basement — dust everywhere, no light, no air — and now it's cleaned out.

"To forgive" is to un-complicate. To make everything simple. And you become simple, everything becomes simple, and suddenly, everything just... is simple.

All those grudges pop like soap bubbles: pop, pop — and none of it's there anymore. Nobody hurt you, you didn't hurt anybody — because the act of forgiving simplified all of it away.

And all that energy stays right here. In you. You are that space, full of energy. Like an open field.

· • ·

At first it'll be hard. The personality is used to suffering: "What will people think? Am I crazy or something?" It twists, it resists, it gets triggered — and that is the work. This is self-inquiry, right here in real life. Not in some monk's cell on Mount Athos, not on a dark retreat in Tibet — right here, in real meetings, in real conversations.

But then — one, two, three — and you'll actually start to like it. Because it gets lighter. Because you'll feel the energy coming back. Like dropping a weight you've been carrying.

The person who hurt you? They might not give a single fuck — they probably forgot about it years ago. And you've been carrying it around this whole time. Who's actually suffering from this thought you've blown up to the size of an elephant?

Funny thing: he already let it go, just by forgetting. Forgive, forget — same grip, opening either way.

Forgiveness is the beginning.

Nobody is ever going to understand you. Because there's no actual "you" out there — you glued it together yourself, invented it, and you've been living inside it. Nobody's ever going to see this "me" — everyone's got their own demons to deal with. Drop this wild idea, and you'll feel lighter. For real. Consider that a spoiler.

· • ·

This is an ancient exercise. We don't get it. We think: "Why should I humiliate myself, what am I, some kind of doormat?" But if that's what you're thinking — don't be an idiot, just actually think it through: you're the one carrying the grudge inside you. So why keep hauling this cargo-cult cargo? It just happened — and it's over, gone. And you're still hauling it around.

Hold a grudge, and the world rides you like a mule.

But for the awakened, the wood chops itself and the water carries itself — nothing but miracles.

Do it. Then — on to the dot.
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