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DEDICATION

	My Path

	This book is dedicated to you, my sons. Because before a man can guide anyone, he must first walk his own path—as I have walked mine.

	I have lived forty-six years on this earth—marked by journeys, scars, falls and ascents, by unanswered questions and delayed answers—not from books but through my own physical experiences: through loss, sleepless nights, negotiations, defeats and victories.

	It all began with tents, stones, and campfires. I grew up on archaeological expeditions, among geologists who pored over maps and read the earth with the same intensity as others read the Bible. These people were strict, precise, and inwardly composed. I observed how they knew how to wait, how to keep silent, and how to find the essence without fussing. At the time, I didn’t realize that these lessons would become my default settings for my life.

	Then came my own businesses—failures, successes, international projects, partnerships, money, contracts, airports, time-zone jumps, meetings, phone calls, losses, betrayals, new highs, and new lows. But this is not a story of a career, it’s a story of the path—of how a man builds his inner architecture brick by brick, sometimes alone, sometimes in battle.

	I ventured where there were no instructions. I did what seemed impossible. And most of the time, I clenched my teeth and kept going. And yes, I made mistakes, many of them: hard ones, foolish ones. But that is the absolute path—not glossy, not cinematic, but alive.

	This path left its marks on me—not only on the outside, but deep within. It shattered my naivety, stripped away the unnecessary, and taught me the most important lesson: one must have an inner backbone, a system of coordinates, a personal core. Because in a world filled with noise, trends, manipulation, and illusion, without that core, you become malleable clay. A mask. A puppet.

	I did not arrive at these thoughts while sitting on a couch; I lived them. Experience, breathed, endured, and reconsidered, and this is the foundation of this book. Now, having you, my sons, I feel compelled to share this experience, not as an ultimate truth, but as an invitation to think.

	I am not perfect. This book is not a manifesto of omniscience. It is the narrative of a living man who has had his journey. Now, I want to share this knowledge with you honestly, without embellishment, without moralizing—authentically.

	Why This Book Exists

	I did not want to write just another book full of polished words—the world is already overflowing with them. I am not interested in motivation for its own sake. I am interested in essence.

	I authored this book not because I see myself as a guru or a teacher, but because I have witnessed how an inner vacuum can destroy even the strongest people. People do not burn out from work—they burn out from a lack of meaning. They do not drown in problems; they drown from the absence of an inner foundation.

	Every day, I see adult men who appear successful on the outside but feel empty inside. Because no one has given them what matters most—a personal Credo. Their own axis, their own formula. Their own set of reference points with which to weather any storm.

	When a person has no Credo, he lives by other people’s algorithms, by their rules. He is tossed from one path to another, from expert to expert, from trend to trend. It’s as if he is continuously building a house, but each time on someone else’s foundation. Then he wonders why everything keeps collapsing.

	This book exists to restore to each person the right to be themself. To remind you that you don’t need a crowd of coaches if you have honestly answered the most critical question: who are you, and what do you stand for? Only then can you begin to live by your own inner constitution.

	In this book, I do not teach “success for success’s sake.” I make no promises of paradise on credit or wealth in seven steps. I share the work tools that have run through my blood and the principles that sustained me when everything around me was falling apart. This is truth tested not by words, but by time.

	Perhaps this book will not suit everyone. Some may find it too direct, even too harsh. But I believe that for someone, it will be like a breath of fresh air—an anchor, an inner point of return when life once again goes off course.

	Why You

	I dedicated this book to you for a reason—because you are my responsibility and my hope. You, too, live in this world, and it will offer you no instructions. Instead, it will make demands, test you, and, at times, throw you off course.

	And when that day happens, I want you to have not just a memory of me, but a real beacon—a living, working guide. A system of coordinates you can always return to, even if you one day find yourself in complete darkness.

	I want you to know that no one is born strong—strength is built. And this strength is not found in muscles, titles, or bank accounts. It lies in character, in awareness, in a personal Credo, and in the clarity that you stand not only on your feet, but on your principles.

	You are my children, but you are becoming men. You will make decisions—for yourselves, for others, for your family. And I want you not to go through life, but to hold your course—your own course.

	You will not embrace everything I write—and that’s normal. In fact, that’s good. But if even a single thought from this book someday becomes a point of support for you, then I wrote it for a reason.

	I want your life to be filled with fewer illusions and more clarity. I hope you never live by someone else’s templates, that you’re never afraid to be yourselves, and that you know the value of truth—and never confuse it with loud talk.

	And let it be that on your hardest days, when everything around screams that you should give up, you remember that you have inner support—you have your own backbone. Everything else is just window dressing.

	This book is my attempt to pass on to you what truly matters. The rest is in your hands.

	With love. With respect. With faith in you.
Dad.

	 


PREFACE

	This book is not an instruction manual, nor is it a sermon. It is my perspective, a unique system of coordinates shaped by my life experiences. It is honest, sometimes harsh, at times painful, but always real. I have journeyed on this path, not for one year or two, but my entire life—from my first breath in the maternity ward to my most recent international flight. Everything you will find in these pages is not a collection of neatly packaged truths, but distilled meanings, drawn from scars, pain, and mistakes.

	I was born into a family of geologists and archaeologists, which meant I spent half my childhood in expeditions. The air was filled with the scent of campfires, damp earth, and freedom. At night, I could hear the wind, and during the day, I listened to the conversations of adults who possessed a wisdom not found in books. I observed fathers with tired eyes and mothers whose silence spoke louder than any words. I walked the trails with them, following behind with a backpack on my shoulders, blisters on my feet, and my budding infatuation with the smell of real life in the mountains, where nothing was done half-heartedly.

	The other half of my childhood was spent in a rough neighborhood in Tashkent, where everyone knew one another. The grandmothers sitting on the benches served as both guardians and nurturing figures, treating every child as their own. I attended a regular school, sometimes excelling and other times struggling. I played ball with the boys in the yard and, during high school, would often disappear with friends until late evening, when my parents were already calling local morgues in search of their son.

	Then came university—a powerful, vivid time, filled with energy, challenges, new knowledge, friendships, and noisy parties that made your head spin. It was also when I ventured into my first business and encountered my first fears. Alongside mistakes, there were unexpected successes that arrived from places I hadn’t even dared hope for. There were vile betrayals that cut deep, and there were kindnesses that were unexpectedly, almost impossible to fathom. There were people I believed to be friends, and there were those who merely, without saying a word, extended their hand in my darkest hour. There were cities. Airplanes. Deals. Partnerships. Depths from which it seemed I would not emerge. Ascents, I barely noticed. Sleepless nights in which I lay quietly, asking myself: Why all this at all? For what purpose?

	I can’t claim that my life was particularly special. I am deeply thankful to every person, every experience, every twist that shaped my journey. But to be honest, I had no profound revelations. No great insights visited me in dreams, no divine messages descended from heaven. Indeed, there were tough times—days when it felt that the light would never appear. However, no clarity was gained from either pain or suffering. No one came and said, “This is why you live. This is your next step.” All I had was the path, and step by step, my own understanding.

	Through all these long, changeable, at times chaotic but always honest years, I, like any thoughtful person with a hint of an inner life, have tried to find answers to a vast array of questions—not philosophical ones, but the painfully everyday queries that are both simple and unbearably complex. For example, how can I be a good husband, not the ideal partner typically portrayed in magazines or the media, but simply someone my wife wants to talk to and come home to? How can I be a father whom my children don’t fear but also don’t climb all over, whom they respect without turning me into a voice-enabled ATM? How can I remain a son when I myself am an adult with a mortgage, a business, and two degrees, yet my mother still thinks my hat is unsuitable for the weather, and I’m still, to her, the helpless child who can’t do anything without her.

	I thought about friendship and what it truly means: a phone call once every six months, a toast to honesty, or a silence that offers more support than a thousand words. I asked myself how to become successful, strong, and smart—and preferably in that order—but sometimes to collect? I questioned how to solve problems in relationships when, in reality, you don’t want to “solve” but to close the door, run away from the issues, go to Tibet, and take a vow of silence? I pondered on how not to lose your mind when what you’ve invested in failed projects, and how not to buckle to the temptation to kill someone out of rage, but instead smile, take a deep breath, and respond less emotionally, along the lines of: “Well, all right, then it’s meant to be.”

	I scoured all resources for answers to these “hows” and “whys”—first thing in the morning and last thing at night, pacing in the kitchen, searching in books, in conversations, and within myself. Why is everything this way and not otherwise? Why does it hurt when everything seems fine? Why do you stumble even when you’re doing everything right? Why do you sometimes want to disappear even though you have a family and a job? Yes, I’ve searched.

	The further I journeyed—battling with disappointments, experiencing elation, fear, hope—through my own mistakes and the ambition of others, while confronting internal battles and societal expectations—I began to notice a peculiar and recurring pattern: no matter how hard we try, no matter how much we strive, fight for justice, meaning, or results, no matter how we resent the cruelty of the world, the foolishness of people, or the unfairness of circumstances, everything around us, quite literally, obeys specific laws. They are omnipresent: in the cosmos and in a single human cell, in chemistry and in quantum physics, in the way a tree grows and how a marriage can unravel. These laws are evident in the way a planet drifts through the void and in how your employee interacts with you. They reveal themselves in the office and on the sports field, in stock markets and family disputes, traversing the realms of politics, business, career, body, and mind. Some of these laws were discovered by observing nature, while others we crafted ourselves in an attempt to somehow impose some structure on this chaotic, uncontrollable experience we call life. Even for those who believe in God, it’s clear that He, too, did not offer suggestions. He provided specific guidelines: Ten commandments, without variations, edits, or footnotes. Not advice, not ideas, nor inspiring thoughts, but clear, structured rules meant for everyone to follow. At some point, my endless “whys” and “hows”—honest, stubborn, and demanding—led me to a simple but profoundly consciousness-shifting discovery.

	I didn’t grasp it immediately. True to my nature as a stubborn seeker, I began to dig deeper. I attended workshops promising enlightenment over the weekend and a new life come Monday. I listened to scientists present their brilliant theories, formulas, and graphs, where everything seemed perfectly calculated. I read philosophers—from ancient Stoics to modern cynics. I pored over the works of psychologists who explored why we are often our own worst enemies and how techniques like interval breathing could save us. I absorbed, digested, argued, nodded in agreement, and tried on the truths of others as if they were new clothes that would suddenly make me feel different in my own skin. And yes, I uncovered a wealth of insights. So much, in fact, that I eventually realized: comprehending it all at once is simply impossible. My mind cracked under the weight of concepts, ideas, techniques, and systems. Everything sounded beautiful, reasonable, and logical. It felt as if I’d stumbled upon a universal answer. And here is another. And another, just in case... Yet, the further I delved, the clearer it became: within each of these answers, something critically essential was missing, or, conversely, something foreign lingered—extra, imposed, from another world, not mine. It was as if everything was valid, but not for me. Or not now. 

	Ultimately, after almost twenty years of searching, by the time I reached forty, I finally understood: truth is not a ready-made recipe, not a “one-size-fits-all,” not a universal answer, not someone else’s formula you can merely take on and apply to yourself. Truth is something you must endure yourself, distill from your own awareness and knowledge, firsthand through personal experience. Eliminating everything unnecessary, shedding the husk, rejecting other people’s voices, quietening the noise, and leaving only what resonates with your own frequency. There are no universal methods; they do not exist. They cannot exist because each of us is a unique system with our own experiences, pain, sensitivity, breakdowns, and victories. This means that the rules of life, the laws, the coordinates of the inner compass must come from within us. They cannot be copied, nor borrowed, but suffered, derived, and realized.

	And this is where real adulthood begins: not with the instructions from others, but with one’s own Credo. In that moment, everything that felt scattered, foggy, and reactive begins to come together in something cohesive—a backbone. It becomes the inner structure that defines who you truly are. Each person is a story waiting to be told. Not merely a collection of statuses, but a destiny—an essence. I share this not out of a sense of superiority, but because I have experienced it firsthand. I know—without a doubt—that what I describe here works. It works consistently and without fail.

	If you are holding this book in your hands now, it means you, too, are on a quest. You are searching for something not external, but for something internal; not for what is fashionable, but for what is genuine, authentic; not for the superficial but for what is substantial. I may not know who you were yesterday or who you will become tomorrow, but if even a single word in this book resonates with you, it means that our encounter was not in vain.

	Credo — from the Latin Credo, meaning “I believe”—is not merely a set of principles. It is a declaration, a personal manifesto, a body of convictions forged through one’s worldview, serving as the inner axis on which a person leans when everything externally collapses. No psychotherapist, coach, or even the wisest book can hand you a code of law that perfectly resonates with your inner self, echoes in every cell, and becomes sincerely yours. They can only guide, illuminate the path, and offer a hint. However, you, alone, must walk it. 

	I wrote this book not because I feel exceptional, but, on the contrary, because I know too well how easy it is to lose one’s way—how imperceptibly you stop being yourself and become a social entity: first a child, then a student, a spouse, a manager, a citizen, a partner, a provider, a speaker—anyone, but yourself. You live, breathe, work, meet, discuss, and plan. But increasingly, according to a script, by instructions, or by someone’s template. And one day, by accident, you realize that the inner voice has grown quiet. Too quiet. It’s there, but it seems subdued, timid, compressed, faint—drowned out by other people’s voices, formulas, and other people’s sense of “right” and “must.” You look in the mirror and are jarringly unable to recognize your own gaze. It is weary, but not from lack of sleep, but from the fact that you have lived too long like a mechanism playing a role. Without inner support. Without your own armature and structure. Without a living, personal “why.”

	It is precisely here that the Credo sparks and germinates, manifesting your own internal framework. You can be anyone—a lawyer, a programmer, an entrepreneur, or a barista. Still, if there is no clarity inside, if there is no personal system of coordinates, everything else loses its flavor. You will move, achieve, plan, and yet still feel empty and unfulfilled. No matter how much you build outside, if your inner self is empty, no external fortress will suffice.

	Friends frequently ask me: “Why this book at all? What do you want to offer with it?” And my answer is always simple: “Nothing.” I am not offering, I am sharing. This is not a sermon, not motivation, nor a collection of polished formulas to make you feel “upgraded.” This is not about external efficiency—it is about internal clarity, about the axis around which your life rotates. I am not playing guru, nor am I building a cult or gathering followers. I do not need your approval. I need one thing from you: that you feel you, too, have the right to your own inner foundation. Not copied, borrowed, dictated by society, but forged, endured, born out of pain, insights, awareness, failures, choices, and authenticity.

	Because in a world where boundaries blur daily, where noise drowns out essence, and where informational debris assaults one from every side, the only way to maintain a clear path is to remain steady and build an inner spine—the kind that does not bend under the first hint of pressure.

	This book contains twelve principles—my principles. Like the months of the year, the signs of the zodiac, like Christ’s disciples. That’s how it evolved and manifested. Twelve life rules that I developed through experience, distilled through honest internal reckoning. Today I live by them. Not because I must, but because without them, I fall apart. Over time, there will be more of them, because life offers no final formulas. It moves, teaches, collides, shakes up, and reveals. But at this stage, I present twelve principles, not as definitive answers or established standards, but rather as reference points for you to explore within yourself and start to formulate your own guiding laws. Yours will be completely different. Some of mine may resonate. That doesn’t matter. What matters is that they are yours. That one day you can say: “This is my code. I live by it.”

	I do not know who you are, or where you are presently, what lies behind you, what lies within you, and where you are going. But I do know this: you are a human being. Which means you are a universe. You carry your pain and faith, your fears, sleepless nights, and dreams that have gone unspoken for a long time. If even one paragraph of this book helps you rediscover yourself, then none of this was in vain. For everything real in life begins with you. With an honest look inward, you make the admission: “Yes, here it hurts, and here it is empty.” You embrace the desire to stop being someone else’s project and, finally, become the author of your own
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“If you don't create your
own rules, then you live
by someone else’s”

Denis
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