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How do you feel on the roller coaster of the digital information superhighway? Are you sliding down the gravitational space of digital nowhere, or do you think the latest gadgets—the most updated life filled with the useless information of totally unknown strangers—are empowering our lives? Or do you think, beneath the façade of the information revolution, we are fast entering a field of slavery where our last corner of freedom is mapped in minute detail by every byte of surveillance anarchy?

If you feel exactly like I am feeling after spending three decades traveling the information superhighway, this ebook is the answer to all of your postmodern anxieties.

I have started from deep history. The timeframe when we were the true masters, the walking kings of the world, where our existence was not tied to a piece of land or a piece of paper. When our biological metrics were not mapped by the invisible power of servers stored in faraway lands of colonial masters.

I have taken you on a ride across different times in history when we have gradually, yet increasingly, lost our most cherished human value—freedom.

I have conversed with you like you do with your loved ones, without the strict format of academic structure and boring statistical data. Our collective feeling is enough. We all are feeling the same. These empowered gadgets in our hands are taking the happiness from our homes.

We need to revive the ancient values of tribalism. And we don’t care if it sounds regressive to talk about tribalism. If this revival is reclaiming our lost freedom, we will embrace tribalism like we hug our loved ones.

Attention is the most expensive, exotic, and rare mineral in the entire universe. We don’t know what we possessed long before we lost it in the wild jungle of the Information Superhighway.

We need to gift our very own attention back to ourselves, so that we can live with our own realities—good, bad, or ugly—as our very own. Our families need our time, and our babies need our lost attention.

Money is not enough unless it is given with the power of attention. We again will sit with our best friends and talk under the naked sky where stars dance to the tune of our fluctuating emotions when we share our secrets.

We will close our smartphones while our lover is speaking. We will eat homemade food made by the hands of our family and smell the aroma of love while relishing each portion of the food.

We will say goodbye to electronics when we are down on the bed with our children to share stories that nourish our souls, just as it did when our mothers were the natural storytellers.

We will not listen to everyone’s stories, but only to our own tribal members. We need to become local to redesign the global. We cannot be friends with those strangers who know us by digital IDs and who can’t attend to us in the middle of the night when a medical emergency hits us.

Only those who are near to us, who have enjoyed the closeness of your existence and who have received our focused attention for a long time, will attend to us in that hour of emergency. Our friends will be there, not the strangers sitting thousands of miles away who care only for our likes, retweets, replies, and social metrics.

We refuse to feed the big egos who see us as followers but not as real-life friends.

We refuse to be replaced by the arrival of AI. Our brains are irreplaceable, and we will not let a few crony capitalists swap our brains with servers of inorganic stuff.

In this book, we are reclaiming our lost civilization values where conversation was more important than any other stuff. We looked into the eyes of our friend when he was hesitant to confess anything.

We will look back and see what went wrong in the last 35 years that has made us redundant before digital servers.

We are talking like friends, in the free flow of emotional chats, like we did before the encroachments of social media.

We will learn how, historically, our freedom was taken away from us in minute installments so that we could not realize how we lost everything in the last 300 years. 

From 20,000 years ago to 300 years ago, I have mapped how our true worth was reduced to mere organs of production. In this session of a few hours, we will learn those things that are hidden from our modern eyes. It’s not that suddenly all this has happened; it has a clear-cut trajectory.

We refuse to be controlled by the omnipresent surveillance radar that is looking into every bit of our biological existence. We say a big NO to the invisible slavery of postmodern chaos, which is nothing but a revival of old slavery in disguise. We are ready to alter our lifestyle radically so that we can course-correct before it's too late.

In this book, I have written like I am talking to you—in my signature stream-of-consciousness style. In this style, my feelings sprouted like flowers when the first ray of sun falls on a plant. I have not used any artificial structure, so that you can feel the raw depth of my hidden anxiety.

I have just corrected typos and checked basic grammatical syntax, leaving everything else exactly as it came out while typing frantically.

We need to go back into the far past and become nomadic again, just as about 1% of the world’s population has already embraced the lifestyle of digital nomadism. We need to support each other so that we regain our lost freedom. We will attain enlightenment only when we are truly free from the clutches of the crony capitalists who have robbed us of the most cherished human value of all time—freedom.

We made society to free us from the tyranny of prevalent danger, the inherent risk of living alone, and we intended to create a web of security with our fellow human beings to safeguard our existence, where our children were safe and our women felt equal to men.

We didn’t want to create another invisible sense of danger lurking behind the bush. For millennia, we spent time negotiating with dangers and we didn’t have a solution, but progressively, we felt that no matter what our lifestyle—nomadic or agricultural—we are safer in a group.

Yes, we did lay out a basic law of the group so that no one suppresses the other like the bigger animals eat the smaller, and where the law of the jungle prevails on the ecosystem of might is right.

We had a brain that wove a fine fabric of balance. But we didn’t know, right from the very beginning, that all the organs of society were going to be another trap we were forming for our future generations.

Hierarchy, all means of communication, unspoken and written laws, well-understood boundaries of red lines, and running a system of exchange of services to balance out the well-being of society was our core intention behind the well-laid-out society. 

We didn’t want another prison in which we feel trapped like the smaller fish feel before the looming shark from far away in the ocean of strange water.

Despite what our modern literature says, the pre-modern societies were not as bad as we have been told.

Every new system, like modernity, dismantles the old to look better than the past. But it was not the case we have been taught in schools.

Yes, there were issues that arose out of the evolved consciousness, where we saw something needed to be done to progress further, but they were smaller and not as big as we think today. I didn’t know this, but after living four decades of conscious living in the postmodern landscape, I now realize that what we were told was not correct, but something else was going on—projecting the old as totally wrong to show the modern solution was absolutely right.

We worshipped our ancestors, not to make them a God, but to respect all those who have made the world safer to live. They got a rough world, but through their sheer willpower, they made it better for us. We respected them for raising us from the scratch of nothing. Respect is one thing, worshipping another. From where this idea of God came into existence into our collective consciousness is still puzzling me. 

All ancestors were equal when they were buried by an elaborate way of putting them to a permanent state of rest. But when one became bigger than the other while sleeping permanently is a big point to ponder about.

I think those who thought to monopolize the means of production—either through the vast fields of agriculture or through the labyrinth of trade routes—thought to elevate their ancestors to the sky of God so that they looked bigger than the rest of us. This could be one of the reasons.

We were communicating with our body, sound, and pictorial languages, and it was somehow universal as we shared a similar body, sound, and signs.

Some of us thought to assign sound to those pictorial representations of reality, and we gave birth to language. It was just intended to be a tool of communication, nothing more than this.

One language, like one ancestor, was no bigger, better, or superior than the other, like all the shared ancestors of the deep past. 

There was no hierarchy of language like the hierarchy of the dead ancestors, as all worked hard to make the world a beautiful place out of the anarchy of chaos.

We were fighting with the anarchy and indifference of the world, but not with the superiority of one over the other.

Hierarchy was needed to run a society within the discipline of shared priority. It was intended to hand over our innate freedom of either movement or to settle down to a piece of land to raise crops and family.

Freedom was the most cherished thing humans loved back then. No matter what, freedom was nonnegotiable. We agreed on these basic points that respected the will to be free. We didn’t build a cage for the future and a prison for the present.

But this is not the case. As modernity arrived with the big sound machines, we were happy to be supported by new babies of mechanical beings as they made our lives a little easier.

We happily gave our lands, fields, and old houses to be replaced by the new system of production. But we were not ready for what happened in the 19th century—exactly what happened to the second millennium BC.

In my private world of observation, the quiet, calm, otherworldly peaceful-looking century after the violence of the late 18th century and before the world wars of the 20th century did more harm to us and is still harming us in the 2020s. We need to look back two hundred years to see what went wrong, and this is the thesis of this eBook. 

We are going to dissect everything that was anti-freedom and how slowly we built an invisible prison for the future generation while running away from a past that was not as bad as we were told. First, we will dissect the education system:

If we look back past the mid-18th century in a relaxed manner, education was confined within two classes of society. Only those whose interest and undying will to know the unknown were interested in educating themselves. And those who were running the state with the power of knowledge were educating themselves. It was either a hobby or the necessity of state. It was not mandatory. It was either taught by a teacher—or a Guru, as in the Eastern civilization—or small
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