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Foreword

When you hold this book in your hands, you are bearing witness not only to a story but also to one of humanity's deepest quests. Madmen and Geniuses is the tale of a journey that walks the borders of sanity and madness, breathing between light and shadow.

From the notes Walter Russell took during his 39-day trance, to Nikola Tesla’s whispered statement, “Humanity is not yet ready,” this voyage stretches from forgotten notebooks to the cries of the modern age, asking us a single question: Where does true madness begin, and where does true genius end?

This book is a fictional reweaving of historical events, philosophical discussions, and mystic intuitions rendered in the language of a novel. Every chapter is a story in itself, and every page is a breath with its own rhythm. For the laws of the universe echo not only in laboratories but also in our hearts, our art, and our dreams.

Perhaps, as you read these lines, something within you will resonate. Perhaps you will recall a feeling you once forgot, or a thought you chose to ignore. If so, then the true purpose of this book has been fulfilled: to remind you of your own rhythm.

Remember, the line between madness and genius is not just a matter of words, but a single breath.

Madmen and Geniuses

A thick blanket of fog covered the narrow streets of New York. The pale light of the gas lamps struck the brick walls of the dilapidated houses, creating shivering shadows, while the wet stones of the streets reflected the night like mirrors.

Walter was moving through the darkness with small steps. He wore a thin, worn-out coat; his shoes were full of holes. The winter chill was seeping into his bones, but something far stronger than the cold was burning in his eyes: an endless curiosity.

He stopped for a moment, lifting his head. Beyond the hazy city lights, the sky opened up like a deep, incomprehensible abyss. The stars there were distant and cold, yet they seemed to pulse with life.

The boy's heart began to pound rapidly. It was as if the stars were speaking to one another, and only he could hear their voices. He could not make sense of the strange feeling that washed over him.

And at that very moment, he heard a whisper pierce the silence. A voice coming not from without, but from within... Ancient, gentle, yet non-negotiable:

"You are not separate from them, Walter. You are a part of them."

Walter's breath caught. His legs gave way, yet he did not fall. A warmth embraced him, replacing the fear. He was not alone. He had never been alone.

The shadows falling across his small face under the streetlamp changed for a moment. They were the shadows reflecting not from the face of a homeless child, but from the face of a man who would one day question the laws of the universe.

Walter slowly continued to walk. The darkness was no longer dark. Every corner, every shadow, every stone... all were alive. All were thinking.

And in the depths of his child's heart, he made a vow he could not yet comprehend:

One day, I will uncover this secret.

He awoke in the morning to the smell of coal smoke seeping through the thin walls of the tenement. A thin layer of ice had drawn lines on the fractured windowpane, as if an invisible hand had woven a fragile river network onto the glass overnight. When Walter breathed out, a small circle cleared on the pane, and the grey sky outside slipped in through the hole.

His mother whispered, “The coal is running out.” There was no exhaustion in her voice, but a calculating mind. “Look for some work today. Bring back even a little.”

“I will,” Walter said, but his mind had already wandered to the ragged scrap of paper in the corner of the room. Lines from the night before. A face, a half-finished hand.

New York was just waking up when he went out onto the street. The iron rims of carriages scraped against the stones, and the scent of freshly baked bread drifted from the corner bakery. Walter inhaled the smell of bread; his stomach ached. But he couldn't stop and follow the scent. First, coal, and then perhaps—yes, perhaps a piece of paper.

He turned onto the docks road. Burly men on the waterfront worked with hooks and ropes, cigarette smoke swirling around them. For a moment, he noticed how the shadows moved: a black line falling on a man's face would split when the rope was pulled taut, and close when the sun opened up. Light, like words, sometimes shortened and sometimes lengthened. He wanted to record this somewhere, but he had no pencil in his pocket. With his finger, he drew an imaginary line on his trousers.

In the window of the corner pawn shop hung a yellowed landscape painting. A river curved between trees; the sky was pink, and the light hitting the water stretched in long, thin lines. Walter stood before the glass, fogging it with his breath again. He thought he could walk right through the painting. A man inside looked up and opened the door a crack. "Go on, move," he said, "you'll crack the glass."

Walter didn't move. "Who made this?"

"A dead painter. It's no use to you."

"That water..." the boy said, following the light in the painting with his index finger. "How did he draw that?"

"With a brush." The man closed the door. Walter's hazy silhouette on the glass dispersed.

Towards evening, he turned onto a narrow street with print shops. The rhythmic hum of the press came from behind an iron door: turn, squeeze, release; turn, squeeze, release. Peering through the gap in the door, he saw the room filled with the smell of ink and steam. An old man, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, was pulling and pushing the arm of the press. Walter stepped closer to see another line; something hard as a rock was jammed under the door, and a sliver of wind slipped in like a line.

"What is it?" the man asked, without raising his head.

"Can I look?"

"You can look. But don't touch."

Walter entered. Ink, metal, warm paper... Every smell was like a separate word. The man hung a page freshly off the press onto a shelf. The wet letters gleamed in the light. "Levine," the man said. "Mr. Levine. And you?"

"Walter."

"You have fine fingers, Walter. Fingers that love lines."

"One day I will buy a brush," Walter said, as if he had already bought one and was about to pull it out of his pocket.

"First, buy paper," said Mr. Levine, pulling a worn-out bundle from under the counter and handing it to him. "These are scraps. Torn, but they have white spaces. Paper is like a drum that amplifies the voice in a poor boy's heart. Play it."

Walter took the bundle with a shy thank you. Just as he was about to leave, one of the copper plates on the press caught the light; the thin lines on its surface rippled like flowing water. "Did you draw that?"

"I didn't draw it, I scratched it," Levine said. "Light is scratched."

Walter pocketed the word: Light is scratched.

That night, the candle was barely burning at home. His mother threw two or three coal crumbs into the stove and asked, “Was there no work today?”

“There was,” Walter said, lifting the paper bundle. “This.”

His mother was silent for a moment; her eyes settled on the papers. “It’s not bread,” she said.

“I know.”

“Then it must take the place of bread.” There was a mix of softness and sharpness in her voice. “If we wake up hungry tomorrow, will we eat those papers?”

Walter didn't answer. He took a piece of paper on his lap, holding it close to the candle flame. The candlelight spread on the paper like a lake. With his finger, he drew the shadow that fell on the face of the man he had seen at the docks that day; the line suddenly split, light seeped through, and then it closed. The shadow flickered with the trembling of the candle.

“Mother,” he said, “look.”

His mother, pulling her head out of her black shawl, leaned in. With his fingers, Walter first drew his mother's hands: the cracks, the white lines opened by soap, a thin scar from sewing. Then he moved to her eyes; a grey ring where fatigue and resistance mingled. As he drew, the paper seemed to hold his mother's breath, going deeper with every line.

His mother suddenly put her hand to her mouth. “You’ve put myself in this,” she said in a hushed voice, with a surprise she was completely unaccustomed to. “You—you’ve kept me here.”

Walter realized he was using a piece of coal in the absence of a pencil. He reached near the stove and lightly smeared his finger with soot. He put a dot into the eyes: light. The drawing took a breath.

The next day, he went out again to get coal. He had no money, but he had the papers in his pocket. "Like bread," he said to himself, "it has to be like bread." He stopped in front of a wall and found a broken piece of chalk. First, he drew a girl's face—the sister of the shoe-shiner on the street. The nose, the braid, the line of the forehead... The girl approached, shy and embarrassed.

“Is that me?”

“Let it be you,” Walter said.

The girl ran her finger across the wall and remained perfectly white. “Give it to me.”

“It’s the wall's,” said Walter.

“The wall is not mine.”

“Nor is it mine,” Walter said; his face smiled.

A man stopped; two children, three. Soon, a small crowd gathered in front of the wall. Everyone found a piece of someone on the wall. A man tugged at his beard and said, “Draw me too. Look, I have no money, but I’ll buy you a coffee.”

Walter quietly worked on the direction of the white strand in the man's beard, the notch in his chin, and the line at the corner of his eye. The man laughed and pulled two coppers from his pocket. “Better than coffee,” he said, “take this. I’ll be here tomorrow.”

The coins jingled in his pocket like two small stars. Walter bought bread from the bakery; the smell seeped into his hands, and for a while, he didn't eat the bread as he walked, but inhaled its scent. Then he took two bites and wrapped it back up; he was taking it to his mother.

That evening, the crackling sounds in the coal stove were late. His mother saw the bread and said nothing; she only tore off a piece and left it in Walter's hand. “You did something,” she said. To understand what he had done, she looked at her son’s face, searching for the dot from the drawing of the night before in his eyes. It was there.

At night, the children gathered in the empty lot behind the bakery, drawing spinning tops with chalk and making squares on the ground for jump rope. Walter chose the smoothest part of the wall. He closed his eyes and remembered the river painting in the window: the pink sky, the thin light falling on the water. A line with chalk, a second line, a third... He sprinkled a bit of chalk into the sky; the dust fell like snow and settled on the line. He drew a current: bending, widening, then narrowing in one place.

"What is this?" a boy asked.

"Water," Walter said.

"Is water like this?"

"In the eye, it is."

"In reality?"

"The eye makes reality," he said, as if he had always known it.

A hand touched his shoulder. He turned around; Mr. Levine. He had closed the loom, certainly tired, but with a faint light of joy on his face.

"The wall is bigger than the paper," he said.

"I have little paper."

"Then the wall makes it bigger," Levine said. "But one day, the wall won't be enough."

Levine took a small piece of coal pencil from his pocket. “Try this.”

As Walter took the pencil, he measured its weight; it was like cupping a bird. He drew a dark shadow along the banks of the current on the wall. Suddenly, the water deepened, and the sky became lighter. The children in the crowd gasped. A girl reached her hand out to the wall, as if she would touch the water.

“Come tomorrow,” Levine said, “to the workshop. I'll show you the engraving needle. How to scratch light.”

The next morning, the smell of ink was sharper in the workshop, and the rhythm of the press was steadier. Mr. Levine gave Walter a small engraving needle, sized for his fingers. “Look,” he said, “the dark areas hold the ink; where you scratch becomes the light.”

Walter leaned over the copper plate. When he made the first line, the sound from the metal echoed in his ears like a delicate song. He extended the line, cut it, and did it again. A woman's profile appeared: high cheekbones, a thin nose, slightly parted lips. The metal seemed to tremble, as if consenting to the image.

“Who is that?” Levine asked.

“My mother.”

“You are putting your mother into metal.”

“Let her stay there,” Walter said.

Levine rubbed thinned ink over the plate, then wiped the excess with a cloth. “Light is born from darkness,” he said. “What remains when you wipe away the darkness is the trace of light.” He placed the plate on the press. Paper closed over it, the arm went down, and came up. Walter’s heart kept pace with the rhythm of the press: turn, squeeze, release. Levine carefully lifted the paper.

His mother was reborn on the paper. Thin bright lines in the curve of her dark hair; light around her eyes where exhaustion met stubbornness. A lump formed in Walter's throat.

“This,” he whispered, “this is warm.”

“The metal didn't warm up,” Levine said, smiling. “Your heart did.”

Walter placed the print between the papers and went home. His mother was at the sewing table, biting and pulling thread. Walter put the paper on the table. The woman didn't look at first; then her eyes fell and stayed. For a moment, she didn't breathe. She took the needle out of her mouth and put it on the table.

“It's me,” she said. “But it's not me.”

“It’s your light,” Walter said.

The woman traced the line with her fingertips, as if stroking her own back. “Show this... to someone,” she said; her voice trembled. “Maybe with this—” She couldn't finish the sentence.

Two days later, Walter took the leftover copper scraps from the workshop and began to engrave small portraits of the women in the market. A ring on one woman's hand, a pattern on another's shawl... One woman held out a small photograph she wore on a black ribbon around her neck. “My fiancé,” she said, “he died in the war. I want to remember his face. The photo is fading.”

Walter looked at the photograph; the eyes were dull, the line of the mouth indistinct. He plunged the stylus into the metal; he sought what was not visible in the photo: a lively gaze, the moment just before a smile, a muscle caught at the corner of the lip that the camera had missed. He didn't invent what he didn't see; he scratched what he felt. They inked the plate and pressed it. The face that appeared on the paper was closer, more alive than the photograph. The woman put her hand to her mouth. “It’s him,” she said, and she wept. Walter felt a few silver coins dropped into his pocket as his eyes stung.

That night, they put coal in the stove; the fire caught quickly and burned with a roar. Walter scraped the ice from the window with his nails; the glass showed the emptiness of the sky a little more clearly. The stars, despite the city smoke, flickered like light seeping through pinholes. A voice inside him whispered, as it had on the first night of his childhood, but this time more deeply, more decisively:

Don't just draw the light, Walter. Hear the light itself.

The next morning, Mr. Levine gave him a piece of linoleum. “Wood is expensive. Scratch this. What you’ll learn is rhythm more than line.”

“Rhythm?”

“Yes,” Levine said. He pointed to the arm of the press. “Look: turn, squeeze, release. Every print is a breath. Your line must breathe too.”

Walter cut, carved, and tried. The first face, the second hand, the third tree... none were quite right. He thought it was a game; it was not. He became angry; anger ruined his line. He stopped. Took a deep breath. He remembered Levine's rhythm. Turn, squeeze, release. Something inside him softened.

“Light is scratched,” he repeated. The angle of the knife in his hand changed; the line, for the first time, obeyed the voice inside him.

In the late afternoon, a small child entered the workshop—one of the children who had admired the river painting on the wall. “My mother,” she said shyly, “is talking about your pictures. They erased the wall, but she can still see your mother.”

Walter smiled. They had erased the wall; the city officials had cleaned it. But the lines seemed to have remained in the wall’s memory. Some of the lines now lived in the waters of the docks, some in the smell of bread at the marketplace, and some at the corners of his mother’s eyes.

The days began to follow one another with the rhythm of the press. Calluses formed on Walter's fingers, and patience accumulated in his lines. The papers multiplied; some were sold, some were thrown away. One day, a well-dressed man passing by the workshop stopped. “Who is on that copper plate?” he asked.

“My mother,” Walter said.

The man had cold eyes, like someone involved in science. Still, the line at the corner of his lips softened. “Do something for me. A light. A shadow. An... idea.”

“An idea?”

“Yes,” the man said, “an idea.”

Walter nodded. He leaned over the metal, not to draw how a light is born, but to scratch the rhythm of its birth. He opened a thin spiral on the blackened surface; a line that curved towards the center, then breathed out, an inhaling and exhaling line. Levine nodded his approval. The man put the money on the table; the amount felt wealthy to Walter.

“Art,” the man said as he left, “is valuable if it is as real as bread.”

That night, the cold from the window met the warmth of the stove head-on. Walter drew his mother as she slept; this time, not just her face, but the slow rise and fall of her chest, the line of her lips curled towards an unknown dream, and the patience in the worn stitches on the edge of the blanket. The line, once again, breathed.

Before falling asleep, he looked at the cracks in the ceiling. The fissures were like a map: thin roads, thick arteries. Those paths connected to the city streets, and from there to the river's curves, and from there to the veins of the sky. The stars trembled in the ceiling as an invisible continuity. Walter, for now, only listened to that invisible thing—the thing that could not fit on the wall, nor be scratched into the metal.

One day, he thought, one day I will write the light itself. Not just its picture; but its rhythm, its breath, the sound it makes when it is born.

The wind seeping under the door bent the candlelight. Walter noticed the curve of the candle flame, how it spiraled like the same thin shape he had scratched onto the plate earlier that day. He smiled to himself. The universe seemed to have left him a small note: You are on the right path.

That night, for the first time, he saw no faces in his dream. There was only light; silent, but rhythmic. Flaring dark for a moment and then bright, just like the arm of the press. When he woke up, he wanted to write this dream down somewhere. Like a child who completes unknown words with a line, he could not transfer the dream onto the paper. But the feeling the dream left behind still lingered in the room in the first light of dawn: as if an invisible hand had drawn another fine river network on the glass.

Walter opened another small hole in the ice on the window with his finger. Outside, the sky was pale, but patient as water. Inside, a coal ember in the stove was drawing a small spiral towards the unburnt coal.

He pushed the coal and watched it ignite. Then he whispered, unheard by anyone:

“Today, I will scratch the light a little more.”

And he left. All the shadows of the city were waiting for him, like a masterfully executed sketch. Every street was another line, every face another light, every breath another rhythm. He was light and persistent enough to carry the bread bag and the paper bundle in the same hand, for he now knew: at the tip of the brush was not just color, but the world.

And the world, in the right hands, was ready to be born again.

As the first light of morning cast thin cracks on the frosted windowpane, Walter pushed the pieces of coal by his bedside closer to the papers. Lines, shadows, and light were speaking to him now; yet there was another stirring inside him. Sound.

The city morning was beginning like a symphony. The iron rims of carriages struck the stones, gulls cried out, circling the sky, and the crackling from the bakeries echoed in the distance. Walter listened intently. He was listening not with his eyes, but with his soul. Every sound was like an invisible line; it waved in the air, did not vanish, but was etched somewhere.

That day, as he went out to buy coal, his path led him past Trinity Church. The door was open; hymns multiplying as they bounced off the stone walls came from inside. The boy paused on the threshold. Inside, a choir of human voices was parting the heavens. Thin and thick voices touched, rose, fell, and then rejoined. Walter’s heart quickened. He had understood the rhythm of lines, but now the rhythm of sound was opening another door.

The priest came up to him, surprised to see a stranger child at the door. “Would you like to come in?” he asked.

Walter, in a quiet voice, said, “Yes.”

He sat down among the stone benches. The sound bounced off the walls and climbed towards the sky. When the choir finished their hymn, a child stood up and sang alone. A thin voice, but brilliant. Walter closed his eyes. The line had now become sound; it was drawing invisible spirals in the air.

When the ceremony ended, Walter couldn't get up; he sat there as if enchanted. The priest came up to him again:

“Did you like the song?”

“I didn't like it...” Walter said, then his eyes shone. “...I lived inside it.”

The priest smiled faintly. “Are you interested in music?”

Walter shrugged. “I’ve never played anything.”

“Do you have a voice?”

The boy thought. “I haven’t tried.”

The priest took a small notebook and drew a few notes. “Look,” he said, “this is also a line. But it’s the line of sound.”

Walter’s eyes widened. A line could convey both light and sound. He reached his hand towards the notebook, following the curves of the notes with his finger. From within, a melody poured out that perhaps he had never heard: first a murmur, then a whisper, and finally a delicate song.

The priest froze. “Where did you learn that melody?”

Walter smiled. “It was out there, in the air. I just took it.”

From that day on, those passing through the church doors quietly let Walter in. Each time, he produced a different sound, correctly singing notes that he had never learned in the children’s choir. The other children were surprised, some were jealous, but the priest saw the fire within him.

One night, he told his mother:

“Mother, lines are not enough. Sound is also like a line. I must capture that too.”

His mother looked with tired eyes, but the light in her son’s eyes silenced her. “Then don’t lose your voice,” she only said.

Walter drew during the day and sang in the church at night. The same secret was hidden in both: the breath of rhythm. There was breath in the line, there was breath in the sound. And breath was the invisible thread of the universe.

One day, Mr. Levine asked him as he handed him the copper plate in the workshop:

“Now you’re singing too. Which will you choose? Painting or music?”

Walter answered without hesitation:

“I won’t choose. It’s all the same light.”

Levine was surprised but nodded his approval. “Then be careful,” he said. “Too much light can blind.”

But Walter's eyes were not darkening. On the contrary, every new art form opened another door within him. He was still a child, but he now knew: the line, the sound, and the light were different verses of the same song.

And this song was calling him to a greater journey.

The hum of the city had been circling in his ears all day. The clatter of carriages on the stones, the shouts of street vendors, the needle-like rhythm of the sewing machine... all merged, forming an invisible musical score in Walter's mind.

That evening, when the children’s choir dispersed at the church, the priest came up to him with a small, old violin. Its creaking case was cracked, and its strings were rusty. “Someone left this years ago,” he said. “Do you know how to play it?”

Walter took the violin. He tested the tension of the strings with his fingers; he felt the weight of years passing through the cracks of the wood. “I don’t know,” he said honestly.

“You should try,” the priest said, with a slight glimmer of hope in his eyes.

The boy rested the violin against his chin. The first movement of the bow produced a screech that grated on the ears. The few remaining children in the choir giggled. But Walter’s face did not flush. The second movement was softer. On the third, the bow trembled, and a vague but alive sound emerged from the strings.

He closed his eyes. Something stirred within him: the whisper he had heard on the starry night, the spiral he had drawn on the wall, the rhythm of the press... all converged in the vibration of the strings. As the bow moved up and down, the sound carried out the melody buried deep inside Walter.

The priest bowed his head, placing his fingers to his lips. The children’s laughter ceased. The stone walls of the hall began to echo with the melody Walter played as if he knew it but had forgotten. It was neither a folk song nor a church hymn. It was as if the very voice of the sky had taken form in the wood of the violin.

When he finished, silence fell. Only the crackling of the candles could be heard.

The priest whispered, “Where did you learn that melody?”

Walter took a deep breath. “From no one.”

“Then how do you know it?”

The boy pressed the violin to his chest. “It was inside me. It just wanted to come out.”

After that night, Walter picked up the violin whenever he could. He united the sounds flowing from the strings with the hum of the streets, his mother’s tired breath, the silence of the sky. In every note was a line, and in every line was a light.

One day, Mr. Levine stopped by the workshop. Walter had stopped



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Humanity is

Universe

Wbt ussell,

not yet ready. "

Netots Tl

'MADMEN

AND

GENIUSES

ANTALYA

= P UBLTSHING—





