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​Ruler of Reality 

Vadim Zeland

​READER REVIEWS

“As strange as it may sound, Transurfing actually works! Incredible! Some of the things that have started happening to me are nothing short of miracles. I would have never thought such a thing was possible!”

“What an overwhelming impression! I’m feeling a sort of childlike delight in beginning to understand things I could only guess at before.”

“I just want to say that it works! It’s unbelievable! I can’t remember a time when I was so certain that everything would turn out exactly as I want it to. Things will simply be as they should.”

“I’ve started seeing happiness all around me, and now it just keeps growing every single day! Oddly enough, it was always there around me, but I simply didn’t notice it.”

“I have to tell you, I’ve been missing a book like this my entire life. It describes the precise relationship between my soul and my mind.”

“I have this lingering feeling that I can move mountains. That anything is possible. It’s a strange kind of sensation—I rejoice at everything like a child. Words fail to describe all that I’m feeling.”

“At first, came a sense of reality shifting. The ‘me’ ceased to exist—I was inside a stream of energy radiated by... Words? Meaning? I can’t explain it. Then, as if a sudden jolt thrusts you back to the surface, you’re left utterly dazed for a while.”

“I’m getting a truly surreal amount of pleasure out of this. For me, the book isn’t just an actionable guide. It’s as if I’ve finally been able to articulate what, at long last, is actually going on.”

“All my life’s problems have begun to resolve smoothly; everything is settling down and falling right into place. It’s wonderful!”

“I lack the words to describe the state I’m now in. To put it only roughly: silence, peace, happiness...”

“I suspect there’s something in this that makes my Mind quietly squeal with joy...”

“I’m absolutely thrilled! I can’t remember the last time something brought me so much joy! Transurfing pulled me out of a quagmire that seemed to have no end in sight!”

“Mind-blowing, mind-blowing, and once more—mind-blowing!”

“It really works. Nothing else matters.”

THIS BOOK, despite its title, is not a work of fiction at all. Everyday reality appears here in a new, unfamiliar guise, making it far more astonishing than any mysticism. You are about to see for yourself that reality is not quite what we are accustomed to taking it for.

The material universe, strange as it may seem, possesses its own mirror reflection—an intangible and invisible, yet objectively existing world whose presence manifests in inexplicable phenomena. And remarkably, at the point where these two worlds meet, reality becomes manageable.

The energy of thought does not vanish without a trace—it undoubtedly exerts a distinct influence on the surrounding world. But how do you harness this energy? Why do our desires remain unfulfilled, while our worst expectations come true instead? Why do well-known methods of visualising one's desires work in some cases, yet fail in others?

The point is, there is a single missing link without which any esoteric practice turns into a useless waste of time. Meanwhile, the secret lies right on the surface, and it is so inexplicably simple that it is hard to believe. This book provides the answer to what that missing link actually is.

By acquiring the key to a manageable reality, you will discover a world where the impossible becomes possible. Even though much of what you learn will seem highly extraordinary, remember: there is no fiction here—it is all real.

INTRODUCTION

DEAR READER!

This book, despite its title, is not a work of fiction at all. Everyday reality appears here in a new, unfamiliar guise, making it far more astonishing than any mysticism. You are about to see for yourself that the world around us is not quite what we are accustomed to taking it for.

Reality, in all its diversity, exhibits a clearly defined mirror symmetry. The dual nature of our world manifests itself everywhere: there is left and right, up and down, soul and mind, the living and the dead, black and white, the tangible and the illusory. This dualism drives the age-old confrontation between two fundamental worldviews—idealism and materialism.

Yet, what is our world, truly: a mechanistic system or a virtual illusion? If one seeks the answer in only one direction, a multitude of contradictions and paradoxes inevitably arises. Nor does a so-called "happy medium" exist—it is far too blurred. Where, then, does the truth lie?

In our search for a solution, we shall take a rather unusual path. As an answer to any question of the type “What is reality: this or that?”, we shall accept one non-trivial postulate: “Both.” Truth lies not in the middle, but precisely at the intersection of the facets of a multifaceted reality. Alongside the material universe, there exists its mirror reflection—an intangible and invisible, yet equally real world whose presence manifests in inexplicable phenomena. At the point where these two worlds meet, reality becomes not only comprehensible, but, remarkably, manageable.

Human nature, however, tends to go to extremes. Depending on one’s worldview, a person attempts to solve their problems either strictly within the bounds of material reality or purely in the realm of metaphysics. Yet neither path yields satisfactory results. A person remains at the mercy of circumstances—life simply “happens” to them, like a dream they are powerless to influence.

And yet, there is a fundamentally different way of interacting with the world around us—Transurfing—which is what this book is about. The essence is that if you take both sides of the dual world into account and follow certain rules, you can gain access to managing the flow of events. Reality ceases to exist as something external and independent of a person—they acquire the ability to subject it to their will.

You have probably already heard that the energy of thought does not vanish without a trace—it undoubtedly exerts a distinct influence on the surrounding world. But how do you harness this energy? Why do our desires remain unfulfilled, while our worst expectations come true instead? Why do well-known methods of visualising one's desires work in some cases, yet fail in others?

The point is, there is a single missing link without which any esoteric practice turns into a useless waste of time. Meanwhile, the secret lies right on the surface, and it is so inexplicably simple that it is hard to believe. This book provides the answer to what that missing link actually is. By acquiring the key to a manageable reality, you will discover a world where the impossible becomes possible.

This book was born out of correspondence with readers—those who have tested Transurfing in their own experience. All of them speak with genuine wonder about the incredible changes that have occurred in their lives. Usually bothersome problems somehow disappear; doors that once seemed hopelessly shut swing open; people around them begin to treat them with greater affinity for no apparent reason; reality literally transforms before their very eyes. It turns out that thoughts materialize into reality in a thoroughly incomprehensible way.

If this is your first introduction to Transurfing, you may encounter unfamiliar concepts in the text—their explanation is provided in the glossary of terms. A more detailed exposition of the principles of reality management can be found in the books Transurfing of Reality and Apples Fall to the Sky. Even though much of what you learn will seem highly extraordinary, remember: there is no fiction here—it is all real.

WHAT THIS BOOK IS ABOUT

DREAMS ARE ONE OF THE MOST COMMON and at the same time most mysterious phenomena in human life. A person spends a third of their life asleep. Everything that happens to them in this twilight state remains shrouded in mystery to this day. Scientific research in this field explains very little. Philosophical interpretations likewise swing from one extreme to another. Some say that dreams are mere illusions; others claim that even our life itself is nothing more than a dream. Who is right here?

Transurfing, as an esoteric teaching, approaches this issue from a different angle. Does the mind truly imagine its dreams? On one hand, the events occurring in a dream are virtual, but on the other hand, dreams seem so real that a person takes them for reality every time. It is a known fact that in dreams one can witness scenes that seem entirely alien to our world. Moreover, it is abundantly clear that seeing such things in real life is, in principle, impossible. If a dream is some sort of mental simulation of reality by our brain, then where do all these unimaginable scenes and storylines come from?

There is a hypothesis that the brain synthesizes dreams on its own and, while sleeping, perceives these scenes just as it would when awake. This is indeed nothing more than a hypothesis. So far, no one has proven that this is how it actually happens. In the Transurfing model, the interpretation is completely different: the subconscious mind invents nothing by itself, but connects directly to the space of variations, which contains all information. The space of variations is an informational structure storing the scripts of all possible events. The number of variations is infinite, just as there is an infinite number of possible positions for a point on a coordinate grid. Everything that ever was, is, and will be is recorded there.

Do not rush to skeptical conclusions. Look closely at any object, then close your eyes and try to imagine it. Even if you possess extraordinary visualization skills, you still will not be able to "see" the object with your eyes closed in the same way you do with them open. The image captured by your brain is merely a very low-quality snapshot. Suppose the brain stores such a snapshot as a specific state of a group of neurons. In that case, to reproduce all the snapshots held in one's memories, no amount of neurons—despite their immense quantity—would ever be enough.

If our memories and dreams were a reproduction of what is recorded in neurons, then how many of these cells would we need to have in our heads? Transurfing explains this contradiction by stating that neurons are not carriers of information like bits in a computer. The brain stores not the information itself, but a kind of address index to information within the space of variations.

Perhaps the brain is capable of holding a limited amount of data within itself. However, even as an advanced biological system, it is incapable of storing everything we are capable of recalling in our memory. Still less can it synthesize a virtual reality as flawless as a dream. One should not be fooled by unconvincing arguments claiming that, upon shutting off, the brain somehow gains the ability to clearly perceive the scenes it imagines.

If we arbitrarily assign everything conscious in the human psyche to the mind, and the subconscious to the soul, we can say that a dream is the flight of the soul through the space of variations. The soul has direct access to the field of information where all "scripts and scenery" are stored permanently, like frames on a film strip. The mind does not imagine its dreams—it actually sees them. And these are by no means illusions, but a real movie about what could happen in the past or future.

In dreams, all sorts of possible events are observed, but because there exists an infinite number of potential variations, there is no guarantee that a dream has any bearing on actual reality. Any event occurring in our physical world represents the material realization of one out of many variations. The material world moves through the infinite space of variations much like a film frame moving across a screen, resulting in the manifestation of matter moving through time.

Admittedly, this seems hard to believe. Where is the space of variations located? How is such a thing even possible? From the perspective of our three-dimensional perception, it is everywhere and nowhere at the same time. Perhaps it lies beyond the boundary of the visible universe, or perhaps right inside your cup of coffee. In any case, it does not belong to the third dimension. Even so, access to this information field is, in principle, possible. That is precisely where intuitive knowledge and clairvoyance originate. The mind is incapable of creating anything fundamentally new. It can only assemble a new version of a house out of old building blocks. All scientific discoveries and masterpieces of art are obtained by the mind from the space of variations via the soul.

Yet, is there something in common between a dream and reality? While we sleep, it never occurs to us to take a critical look at what is happening. In a dream, virtual reality is simulated with astonishing naturalism. Despite the bizarre events that frequently unfold there, we accept them as something ordinary. In a dream, a person is completely at the mercy of circumstances; a dream "happens" to them, and they can do nothing about it.

In an unconscious dream, the mind does not dominate the soul with its control—it watches the movie like an audience member. At the same time, it experiences what it sees, and these emotions are passed to the soul, which immediately tunes in to the sector of the space of variations that matches those expectations. Thus, the script changes dynamically on the fly. The scenery and characters instantly adapt to the shifting plot. Imagination does participate in a dream, but solely as an idea generator.

Sometimes, however, if we are lucky, we realize at some point that we are dreaming. In that case, an unconscious dream transforms into a lucid dream. In a lucid dream, a person participates in a virtual game while fully aware that it is merely a dream. If this has never happened to you and you are hearing about it for the first time, have no doubt—it is not a fantasy. Many books are dedicated to lucid dreaming, and there are enthusiasts around the world who practice it constantly.

The moment a person realizes it is just a dream, extraordinary abilities unlock. In a lucid dream, nothing is impossible—you can control events and perform mind-bending feats, such as flying. But even in a dream, the sheer desire to take off into the air is not enough. What gets realized is not the desire itself, but the orientation toward the goal. It is not thoughts of what is desired that work, but something else—something difficult to put into words. A certain force stands behind the scenes of the stage where the game of thoughts unfolds. And yet, this force has the final say. As you have probably guessed, we are talking about intention. Intention can be roughly defined as the resolve to have and to act.

Desire in itself yields nothing. On the contrary, the stronger the desire, the lower the chances of success. If, while dreaming, you wonder whether flying is possible or not, you will fail to take flight. To fly, you must simply lift yourself into the air through intention. Choosing any script in a dream is accomplished not through desire, but through a firm orientation toward achieving the goal. You do not reason or desire—you simply have and act.

Intention is the driving force that governs the script in a lucid dream. But here arises a question: why, then, do our fears come true as well? Can they really be classified as intention? In dreams, as in real life, we are perpetually haunted by variations carrying the scripts of our fears, anxieties, antipathies, and hatred. After all, if I do not want something, I do not intend to have it, do I? Yet we still get precisely what we strive with all our might to avoid. Does it mean that the direction of our desire does not matter? The answer lies in an even more mysterious and powerful force known as outer intention.

The intention to do something through one's own efforts is familiar to everyone—this is inner intention. It is far more difficult to extend the action of one's will to the external world. The concept of outer intention is inextricably bound to the space of variations. All manipulations with time, space, and matter that defy logical explanation are customarily referred to as magic or paranormal phenomena. The intention is called "outer" because it resides outside the person, and is therefore beyond the control of their mind. To be sure, in a certain state of consciousness, a person can gain access to it. By subjecting this powerful force to one's will, one can perform incredible things. With the help of this force, the mages of antiquity erected the Egyptian Pyramids and performed all similar wonders.

If you try to move a pencil on a table using mental effort alone, you will fail. But if you hold a firm intention to visualize it moving, you might succeed. Suppose you manage to nudge the pencil from its spot (after all, psychics do achieve certain results). What I am about to say may seem spookily strange: the pencil does not actually move! And yet, you are not simply imagining it either. In the first case, you attempt to move the pencil with the energy of your thoughts. This energy is clearly insufficient to displace a material object. In the second case, you slide across sectors of the space of variations where the pencil occupies different positions. Do you see the difference?

Here lies a pencil on the table. By the power of intention, you visualize it starting to move. Your intention scans the sectors of space in which the pencil occupies ever-new positions. If the mental radiation possesses sufficient power, the pencil sequentially materializes at new points in physical space. In doing so, a single "layer of the pencil" moves, while the remaining layers—including the layer of the observer—remain motionless. It is not the object itself that moves, but its realization in the space of variations. The movement of so-called unidentified flying objects, for which the laws of physics (specifically inertia) seem non-existent, operates on this very principle.

It is hardly surprising if you fail at telekinesis. In almost all people, such abilities are very weakly developed. The issue is not even that your energy is weak, but that it is extremely difficult to believe in such a possibility and, consequently, to evoke pure outer intention within yourself. People who achieve results with telekinesis do not move objects. They possess the unique ability to direct their energy through the power of intention to shift a material realization within the space of variations.

Everything associated with outer intention is commonly regarded as mysticism, magic, or, at best, inexplicable phenomena whose testimonies are successfully filed away on dusty shelves. The conventional worldview flatly rejects such things. The irrational always evokes a peculiar kind of fear. A similar fear and numbness are experienced by people observing UFOs. An inexplicable phenomenon is so distant from accustomed reality that one does not want to believe it. And yet, it possesses such a staggering audacity to be real that it inspires terror.

Outer intention represents the case where "if Mahomet will not go to the mountain, then the mountain must come to Mahomet." The operation of outer intention is not necessarily accompanied by paranormal phenomena. In daily life, we constantly encounter the results of outer intention at work. In particular, our fears and worst expectations are realized precisely by outer intention. But because in this case it works independently of our will, we remain unaware of how it happens.

The ability to control a dream manifests as a result of a person becoming aware of themselves within the dream relative to actual reality. At this level of awareness, a person has a foothold—the reality to which they can return upon awakening. Reality, in turn, resembles an unconscious waking dream—a person is at the mercy of circumstances, and life "happens" to them. A person does not remember their past lives and lacks a foothold relative to which they could rise to the next level of awareness. And yet, the situation is not so hopeless. Transurfing offers indirect methods through which outer intention can nevertheless be made to work by roundabout means. Under certain conditions, the energy of human thought is capable of materializing a given sector of the space of variations. In other words, a person is capable of shaping their own reality. However, this requires adhering to specific rules.

Reality exists in two forms: the physical form, which can be touched with one's hands, and the metaphysical form, which lies beyond perception yet is no less objective. In a sense, the world is a vast dual mirror: on one side lies the material universe, and on the other stretches the metaphysical space of variations. Potential possibility is embodied into actuality much like a reflection in a mirror of variations. The ordinary human mind attempts in vain to act upon the reflection, whereas it is necessary to change the image itself.

What is this image? How do you change it? How do you handle this strange mirror? Transurfing provides answers to all these questions. In essence, it is a powerful technology for managing reality. Here, a goal is not achieved, but rather realized largely on its own. This sounds unbelievable only within the framework of a conventional worldview. By picking the locks of stereotypes, you open doors to a world where possibilities are limited solely by intention—where impossible dreams are embodied into reality.
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​THE DEATH OF THE PROGRAMMER
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“I HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR SUCH A BOOK FOR A LONG TIME. It works, without a doubt. But I feel like I haven't quite managed to make it breathtaking yet. I must not be doing everything right. The first thing I am learning is not to waste energy unnecessarily, though I break down sometimes. I’ve almost made it a habit to tell myself that ‘I may not know, but my world knows how to take care of me’ and ‘my intention is being realized, everything is heading towards it, and everything is going as it should.’

It really does work, but troubles are still haunting me. My personal life isn't working out. Perhaps I’m attaching too much importance to it, and I need to loosen my grip. I try not to compare myself with others, telling myself, ‘Well, they are succeeding, but I’m not.’ As soon as doubts creep in, I pick up the book again; it helps, but sometimes I can’t distinguish the boundary between desire, importance, or the visual representation of what you want. I’m confused.

For example, I have a desire or intention to live and work in England. By chance, I found an organization that deals with this. They scammed me. But I keep thinking about it anyway and taking steps in that direction. I visualize it, but maybe it isn't my door, I don't know.”

I will tell you a story about a close friend of mine. Let's call him the Programmer, since that was his profession. He, too, wanted to leave his native and familiar, yet harsh and uncomfortable country. In Russia, the Programmer was a highly qualified "errand boy," and as was often the case, a "whipping boy" as well. Over there in the West, however, people like him belonged to the most elite caste of all the "white-collar" workers. When news arrived from over there about mind-boggling salaries, expensive cars, and cottages with swimming pools, his head simply spun, and a fever raged in his chest—a gold rush, as real as it gets.

My friend, as if guided by the principles of Transurfing, asked himself: which goal should he pick on the map? And his soul immediately, without hesitation, gave an answer—Austria, of course. For some reason, this particular country lay closest to his heart. The Alps, mountain skiing, nature of unique beauty, and altogether one of the most cozy places on the planet.

My friend, with a twinkle in his eyes, told me about his idea and even tried to persuade me to pack up and head there together. By all appearances, his soul and mind had fused into a single impulse. And yet, nothing about Transurfing was known to us at the time, and so the Programmer’s mind took the steering wheel of destiny into its own hands.

One day, my friend showed up with a extinguished gaze and announced that the plan had to be abandoned. As it turned out, breaking through the wall of Austrian immigration law was no easy task. His pragmatic intellect, accustomed to dealing with realistically achievable goals, won out. That was the Programmer’s first mistake.

The dream was hastily buried, and my friend's soul grew downcast. However, his enterprising mind soon scouted out a quite acceptable replacement. Canada! That was actually not bad at all. Besides, there was a major shortage of specialists over there, and obtaining a work visa was much easier.

The new idea was realistically doable. My friend described to me in full detail all the advantages of the intended undertaking. But that former twinkle in his eyes was gone. He reasoned like an analyst who had thoroughly weighed all the pros and cons and calculated the entire algorithm for reaching the goal in advance. As far as I understood, the goal was to get a high-paying job. He had a family to feed. And not just feed them—he was sick of languishing in poverty, especially with brains like his! He really was a top-notch Programmer.

Since my friend had a reputation for being a workaholic, it was completely obvious to him that a prosperous life could only be earned, and through hard labor at that. He threw himself into the matter with total zeal. He leaned heavily into his English, mastered new computer technologies, drafted a flawless resume, and dispatched it off to all the right places. In short, he did everything right.

Six months passed. From over there—nothing, only cold silence. The resume had already been polished to perfection, the qualifications couldn't be better, and his English was quite good. Given the number of addresses to which his application had been sent, all of Canada should have known the Programmer by now. What were they missing? Perhaps he needed to raise his qualifications even higher. And so he labored ever more zealously, sparing himself no effort. But in his soul, fear had firmly taken root, sitting hand in hand with an unbearable desire to achieve his goal no matter what. Was he worse than others, or what?

On the one hand, there truly was an acute shortage of specialists over there. But at the same time, reports kept floating to the surface that Canadian employers were very reluctant to deal with foreigners. Once again, rational logic had misfired.

In such a situation, the Programmer's mind wisely concluded that it wasn't worth obsessing over Canada alone. After all, one could try to break into the States. As it turned out, our brains were valued quite highly over there. Thus, the previous goal receded into the background, and a new campaign to conquer America began.

By now, the Programmer was seasoned in such matters. He had thoroughly studied all the necessary information and knew precisely what, where, and how. The strategy and tactics were thought out to the smallest detail. Everything was top-level—the knowledge, the practical experience, and the presentation. He had become a true pro in the field of job hunting.

One would think that American employers should be simply blown away by our hero's magnificent portfolio. Yet no one showed any interest in the high-class specialist, nor were they rushing to hunt down his brains. The Programmer's mind frantically tried to pinpoint the reason behind such a strange situation: after all, everything was being done impeccably, so why was there no result? And what about the "headhunters"—where had they vanished to? And what about the stories of hundreds, if not thousands, of IT professionals who had built brilliant careers in the States?

An explanation was found this time as well. High tech was evolving rapidly, and right now the job market was experiencing a particularly spike in demand for a specialization that was not our applicant's primary profile. Even though his own specialty was also in demand, the Programmer, with his characteristic fervor, set about mastering the new technology. He had to be the best! Whatever it took. But all his efforts were in vain. America maintained its unwavering indifference, like an infamous and inaccessible Statue of Liberty. Another year passed in this manner.

My friend would drop by to visit me sometimes and tell me about his ordeals. Where had that inner light gone, the one that radiated from him when he spoke about his Austria with such passion! Now he was no longer a lively enthusiast, but a weary and anxious gambler who methodically checked his mail every day in anticipation of a win. Anyone who hasn't been in a similar position would find it hard to understand what it means to balance on the brink between hope and despair.

Then one day, he finally received an offer—and not just one, but three all at once! What a sly and cruel flirt fortune really is. It happened at the exact moment when the Programmer had already lost hope and almost thrown in the towel on his whole endeavor.

The interview took place in Moscow. Naturally, in an excited state, he immediately set off there. The first meeting was held in some elite cafe. The Programmer was received almost warmly, and the conversation went surprisingly smoothly and successfully. A friendly American woman treated him to coffee and pastry. To be sure, when she nonchalantly paid the bill, he nearly evaporated from shame and amazement—he had never imagined that it could cost so much! However, it was time to get used to his new life—soon he, too, would be able to afford a great deal.

The second interview, with a different company, was the exact opposite of the first. An arrogant Swiss gentleman spent a long time pretending not to understand what this pitiful provincial was saying to him and refused to let him into the hotel where the meeting was scheduled. Two rather unfriendly Americans subjected the Programmer to a cross-examination, apparently testing his stress tolerance. Then he had to take a fairly complex computer test. He was not informed of the result, but judging by the satisfied faces of the examiners, he successfully coped with that task as well.

Elated by his success, the Programmer took heart to such a degree that he did not even attend the third interview, with a Finnish company. What was Finland to him! The States—that was the goal to strive for. Upon returning home, as etiquette required, he sent letters expressing his gratitude for the interview. The response came back from both companies: he was accepted!

Yes! The Programmer was deservingly rewarded for all his torments. That is what hard work and perseverance yield! Now everything was behind him. All that remained was to choose one of the two companies. The first, with whom he had enjoyed that lovely chat in the cafe, was in Arizona; the second was in California. Look at how fate had turned—now he was the one choosing! Well then...

The Programmer’s all-knowing mind, as usual, was right on cue: what had he lost in Arizona, in that desert of cacti? Granted, the job in California, by all appearances, promised to be much more demanding. And the path to this company had proved arduous from the very start. But a workaholic didn't look for easy ways out—he chose the second option.

For the first time in his life, he had to play an unfamiliar role and politely decline the offer of the welcoming company from Arizona. Oh well. The main thing was that his whole life was now filled with joyful preparations. Soon an invitation arrived, and the Programmer effortlessly obtained the long-awaited work visa—for his entire family!

He had to, however, sell the modest apartment where he lived with his wife and daughter, and move in with his parents. Otherwise, where was a poor Russian Programmer to get fifteen hundred dollars to pay for three visas? But that no longer mattered. Everything was falling into place, and an affluent, comfortable life in sunny California awaited them ahead.

Having settled all affairs, the Programmer sent a joyful message to his company stating that he was ready to depart. It was the spring of 2001. America was eagerly waiting for the Programmer. They were supposed to book his plane ticket. It seemed nothing could stand in the way of what was already virtually accomplished.

And yet, for some reason, right at this moment, he again collided with a cold silence. The Programmer could not wait any longer for a reply and sent one email after another. What could have happened? A forgotten feeling of panic-stricken fear had already begun to awaken in his chest.

Lately, in all this commotion, he had somehow stopped paying attention to the news reports from across the ocean. And now, when he began to read analysts' reviews of the economic situation in the US, a horrifying picture unfolded before him. A crisis of unprecedented scale was rapidly gaining momentum in the high-tech sector. Tens, hundreds of thousands of specialists were losing their jobs. Enterprises whose activities were tied to computers and telecommunications were suffering immense losses. As it turned out, the Programmer's company was among those that had gone completely bankrupt.

He could never have expected such a turn of events. Now American employers were looking askance not just at foreign specialists, but at their own as well. Besides, the visa had become invalid, as it was tied to a specific workplace. And the apartment? That was gone now, too. That was it... Total ruin.

The blow was further compounded by the fact that, by irony of fate, the company from Arizona had stayed afloat and was continuing its normal operations. The Programmer made a desperate attempt to reach out to them! But to no avail... Of course, no one deigned to answer him.

My friend was crushed by such a failure, yet he had no intention of ending his life, as it might have seemed to you. With the same zeal, he looked for a high-paying job, if not abroad, then at least here in Russia. He believed that through hard labor one could achieve anything. And indeed, fate seemed to take pity on him—soon he received a very lucrative offer from a joint venture located not far from where he and his family were living.

He was offered a very high salary, yet the Programmer did not wish to continue his career in a not-so-prestigious settlement. His bar of ambition was set much higher. After all, he had nearly taken California by storm! And besides, he was accustomed to giving it his absolute all.

Indeed, the Programmer had already become a specialist of such high caliber as were hard to find. And so, in the summer of that same year, having passed through all stages of rigorous selection, he nevertheless secured a position at an American company whose branch was located in Moscow.

The salary, even by capital standards, was so decent that it would cover housing and everything else in abundance. Well, now at last, he thought, everything had to be fine. The company was stable, had survived the crisis, and profits were growing.

The Programmer arrived in Moscow, settled in, and set to work, which promised impressive career growth. It was highly probable that, over time, he would be sent to work over there in America. Perhaps it was for the best? After all, if it hadn't worked out the first time, it meant fate had spared him from a worse scenario.

However, the joy was premature. September 11 arrived—that memorable day when, as a result of a terrorist attack in New York, buildings were destroyed and thousands of people perished. As it turned out, the company’s head office was located in one of those skyscrapers, and as a result of this event, it ceased to exist.

So it turned out that fate had decided to mock him once again. It seemed as if some evil forces were trying to hound the Programmer out of this world. The harder he tried, the worse the outcome was. Now it truly was the end. He had no choice but to return home with nothing.

Thus my friend bade farewell to hope. He sold his computer and decided never again to engage in this business he had grown to hate. The Programmer had truly died. What survived was a broken, exhausted man, tired of life.

He went to work at a factory, where he began earning pittance through primitive manual labor. As high as his ascent had been in terms of qualifications, just as deep proved his fall. That was how the Programmer’s mind decided to punish itself for its own worthlessness.

Can one blame the man for his actions in this sad story? After all, from the perspective of a conventional worldview, he did everything right. Many people act in a similar way. Some get lucky. He didn't. And yet, everything could have turned out completely differently. Let us examine the Programmer's mistakes from the standpoint of Transurfing.

The first mistake was abandoning his goal due to its hard-to-reach nature. The Programmer’s original goal—Austria—was chosen correctly, as it was born in the unity of soul and mind. When a person, thinking about a goal, literally flies on wings with anticipation of happiness, it means that very unity has been achieved. In such a state, the soul sings, and the mind contentedly rubs its hands. Mind you—this is still only the stage of determining one's
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