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THE SUM OF SUMS

Or Why It Is Truly So Heavy Within You

Serhii Riabokliach

NOTE ON KEY TERMS

This English edition keeps several Ukrainian terms because ordinary English words would flatten the mechanism of the Codex of Volia. These are not decorative foreign words. They are working terms of the system.

Volia is a Ukrainian system term. It is not merely freedom, and it is not only willpower. In this book, Volia means the living sovereign force of direction: the capacity of Consciousness to give strength to an address and accept responsibility for the consequence.

Kokhannia is kept as a Ukrainian word-term. It is not ordinary love, not attraction, not tenderness, and not dependency. Here it means a deep living coupling of conscious systems, a state in which closeness does not erase the center of either participant.

Suma means more than a sum in the arithmetic sense. It is the gathered inner load of a person: inherited, bodily, personal, acquired, broken, repaired, unfinished, and still unpacked. When Consciousness does not see its Suma, that Suma becomes inner heaviness and sorrow. When Consciousness sees it, Suma can become strength.

Rod is not only family or bloodline. It is a living field of origin, memory, transmission, protection, and inherited programs. When the technical name appears, IEFR means the Information-Energy Field of the Rod.

Body-Solution / Kletos is the earthly living system of the human being. In earlier volumes of the Codex of Volia, this system was called Kletos. In this volume, Body-Solution is used because it more precisely shows its nature: water, salts, tissues, electric differences, chemical transitions, bodily memory, and the earthly form of the living coupling.

Consciousness, Soul, Ego, Egregores, Architects of the Flow are capitalized when used as terms of the Codex of Volia, not as casual everyday words.

The Ukrainian title Suma sumy sum holds a word knot that English cannot fully reproduce in one phrase: sum, Suma, sorrow, and inner burden. The English title, The Sum of Sums, keeps the main philosophical axis. The deeper play of the Ukrainian original is explained and unfolded inside the book itself.

INTRODUCTION. Why It Is Truly So Heavy Within You

The Sum of Sums is not a mathematical formula, although arithmetic can be heard inside it. The Ukrainian language itself gives the key here: suma as the total of what has been gathered; sums as the previous accumulations of the Rod, the body, experience, choice, pain, and Volia; and sorrow as the state in which that whole gathered bag begins to drag a person downward. Two, three, hundreds of previous sums — ancestral, bodily, personal, foreign, and one’s own — meet inside a human being and give birth either to sorrow or to strength. It does not depend on the weight itself. It depends on whether Consciousness sees what exactly it is carrying.

A person often thinks they are sad because of events: exhaustion, losses, failed relationships, betrayal, lack of money, aging, war, loneliness, mistakes that can no longer be corrected, or a future that refuses to open. All of this may be true. Events really do hurt. The body really does become exhausted. The nervous system really does have limits. A human being must not be turned into a wooden soldier and told, “Do not invent things; just become aware of your Suma.” Where the body is already in an emergency state, the body needs help. Where the psyche is exhausted, one should not play the sage on a kitchen stool. The Codex of Volia does not replace a doctor, does not hand out sweet little pills, and does not promise to make a person happy instead of that person.

But there is another layer of sorrow. Quieter. Deeper. More stubborn. It is not always explained by one event. The event passes, and the sorrow remains. A person changes places, and the sorrow travels with them. A person changes people, work, habits, even beliefs, and still there is some heavy bag standing inside — a bag that no one seems to have placed into their hands, yet they carry it. This is the layer addressed in the eighth volume. Not sadness as a bad mood. Not beautiful melancholy with a cup of tea beside a window. And not the fashionable fatigue of the world. This is about the Suma that a person does not see, yet carries.

Suma is not merely the quantity of what has been lived through. It is everything gathered in a person that is not only their present “I.” The Rod, the body, memory, fears, talents, unfinished programs, foreign voices, one’s own mistakes, the victories of ancestors, their breaks, their Kokhannia, their war, their ways of surviving, their prohibitions, their prayers, their curses and blessings, their unfinished knots that did not vanish merely because someone died long ago. To this is added the person’s own life: their choices, their escapes, their honesty, their lies to themselves, their Kokhannia, their shame, their Volia, and where they gave that Volia away.

An unconscious Suma becomes sorrow. A conscious Suma becomes strength.

This is the central formula of this volume. It is simple, but it is not easy. To see the Suma does not mean inventing a beautiful legend about ancestors, the soul, destiny, and “it had to be this way.” To see the Suma means to find the address. Not the guilty one. Not a victim to be punished. Not a convenient enemy on whom the whole bag can be dumped. It means the address of the mistake, the address of pain, the address of the program, the address of escape, the address of Volia. Because without an address there is no repair. There is only blind striking, and from that even the strongest soul begins to sound like a dented pot in a village kitchen.

A human being is not simply one creature that happened to find itself in a body. Within the Codex of Volia, the human being is a temporary earthly coupling of several living systems. The Soul provides nourishment. The Body-Solution provides earthly form. The Fields of the Rod provide Suma and the address of origin. And human Consciousness is born in this coupling and may become an I. Not automatically. Not by passport. Not because the body grew, learned words, learned to defend itself, earn money, take offense, and explain why it is right. The I forms when Consciousness begins to see what is actually working inside it, who is holding the steering wheel, where Attention is directed, and where Volia has gone.

Ego in this mechanism should not be made into an enemy. Ego is a guard. A watchdog beside an old house. Sometimes it barks at a thief, and sometimes at the one who came to open the windows. It should not be beaten. But giving it the steering wheel is dangerous. Ego guards the person’s familiar assembly: the image of oneself, old excuses, defenses, fears, inherited reactions, and survival methods that may once have saved someone but now can lead into a dead end. When a person is told directly, “This is your Ego,” what turns on inside them is often not understanding but defense. They hear not “a protective program has taken the wheel,” but “I am being accused.” And then an accurate word becomes a trap. That is why sometimes what is needed is not attack, but silence. Not weakness, but space in which Consciousness can at least for a moment take the wheel back from automatic programs.

Where Attention stands, an address opens. Where Volia is given, force goes. And where force has been given, action has already begun. Even if the person has not yet had time to call it an action. Even if they said, “I only thought it,” “I only believed,” “I only handed responsibility to someone who knows better.” No such luck. The transfer of Volia is also an action. Consciousness that has said, “my force goes there,” has already entered the consequence. No one can remove from it the responsibility for the address it has indicated. A system can promise. An egregore can promise. A leader, a boss, a mediator, an authority, a religious contour, or a parasite can promise: “Give us your Volia, and we will lead you, protect you, forgive you, explain everything, save you.” But the mechanism does not read advertising brochures. Responsibility begins not after the consequence, but at the moment Volia is given.

Therefore, faith without an address is not yet a channel. It may be an emotion, hope, fear, habit, cultural clothing, or a warm blanket on a cold night. But mechanically, what matters is not only what a person believes in with words. What matters is where they place Attention, to whom they give Volia, through which contour they direct force, and who receives the nourishment. God in the Codex of Volia is not a heavenly official with an office where a correctly filled-out request must be submitted. God is the Primary Source of the Living, through which Consciousness, Rod, body, Volia, Flow, and direct coupling are possible. The Rod does not replace the Primary Source. The Rod is one of the living channels through which the Living can act. And doubt in such a system is not an enemy. Doubt is a navigator. It asks: is this truly the Living? Is this not a foreign contour? Am I taking responsibility or giving it away? Is my Volia going to an accurate address or into fog?

A false system fears doubt. A living system becomes more precise through doubt.

Here the Rod begins to open. Not as a museum of ancestors, and not as a dark basement full of portraits where everyone looks sternly at you as if you have once again placed your boots incorrectly. The Rod is the Information-Energy Field of the Rod: a living network of memory, protection, transmission, emergency control, and the continued writing of Suma. A child is not simply born from a father and a mother. A child is a new node of coupling between two enormous ancestral networks. The father carries his Rod. The mother carries her Rod. In the child, these two architectures meet for the first time in exactly this way. Then the child lives, gathers personal experience, strengthens something in the ancestral packages, breaks something, repairs something, cleans something, distorts something, transforms something. And then this process continues through new couplings.

The transmission of the Rod does not end at conception. If everything were transmitted only then, it would be meager. Parents, grandparents, and great-grandparents will still live, fight, love, make mistakes, endure, break, recover, learn to hold a tool, fear, a boundary, silence, loss, and responsibility. After the work of the physical body is completed, experience does not disappear simply because the body has shut down. Within this model, death is not the deletion of a network. It is the completion of a local working session of the carrier and the transfer of gathered experience into the larger network of the Rod. Life becomes a working session. Death becomes the saving of changes. Not a romantic phrase, but a contour: what enters the Rod is not the same package the person received at birth, but a package edited by life.

That is why a person does not merely receive the Rod. A person edits the Rod through themselves.

This is why the Suma is so heavy. Because what is inside it is not only yours. A fresh program of a close ancestor may be working there; an ancient deep firmware; unfinished pain; transmitted fear; repaired strength; talents you did not create, but through you they may awaken. An old program gives the root: survive, hold the boundary, protect your own. A fresh program gives a working tool: here is how not to fall apart in this situation; here is how to act; here is how to pass through fear; here is how to keep your hand steady when life depends on you. The strongest program is not necessarily the oldest one, but the one that is fresh, close, compatible with the body, and received at the right age. Thus in folk sayings that seemed like superstition, sometimes not a fairy tale is hidden, but the arithmetic of time. A force did not “jump” across a generation. The final package arrived when one receiver had already hardened, while the other was still plastic.

But the Rod transmits not only blessings. It also transmits curses. Not in the theatrical sense, not like a black candle on a windowsill, but as a program of breakage, fear, dependence, unwept resentment, or unfinished war that continues without repair. A blessing is a repaired, strong, victorious program. A curse is a broken program that has not lost its nourishment. And here everything again rests on Consciousness. Because Suma itself is still only a bag. Material. Ego, subconsciousness, ancestral archive, automatisms, defenses, programs. Consciousness is not the bag. Consciousness is an active living node in which the Suma of the inherited and the acquired gains the ability to see itself, choose, direct Volia, and change further transmission.

That is why the eighth volume is not a volume about family relationships. Close relationships are the first field where Suma begins to knock on the door — sometimes with a fist, sometimes with a forehead, sometimes with a frying pan. But a full diagnosis of that field will be a separate workshop. Here, first, we need to see the foundation: what Suma is, why it becomes sorrow, how Soul, Body-Solution, the Fields of the Rod, and human Consciousness couple inside a person, how Attention opens an address, how Volia gives force, how responsibility follows the address, and why escape changes only the scenery, while awareness changes the route.

A person can run for a long time. To another city, another faith, another marriage, another job, into entertainment, into boredom, into cynicism, into spiritual fairy tales, into constant busyness, into the phone, into someone else’s correctness, into the role of victim or victor. Sometimes escape really does save a person from danger. But escape from one’s own Suma does not repair the Suma. It only changes the scenery. An unrecognized program will find a new stage, new actors, and once again put on the old play. Destiny repeats not people and not places. Destiny repeats the unrecognized program.

The sum of sums carries its sum with sorrow because it does not know that it is not merely a bag of the Rod, but a living network of the Flow. It does not know where it comes from, what it carries, to whom it has given Volia, where it is being pulled, and why. That is why it is sad. Not because it is weak. Not because it “thinks incorrectly.” Not because it prayed badly, tried too little, or failed to find the right motivational quote for the refrigerator. It is sad because a great unpacked Suma stands inside it. And an unpacked Suma presses no worse than a sack of wet potatoes — except at least potatoes can be seen.

Joy begins not when someone promises salvation. And not when a person learns to explain their pain beautifully. Joy begins when Consciousness sees the mechanism, takes back the wheel, accepts responsibility, and begins turning Suma from burden into strength. The Codex of Volia does not give ready-made happiness. It does not promise to save a person instead of that person. It does not stamp “sovereign” on anyone for pretty words. It only shows the contour: here is the bag, here is the address, here is Volia, here is the Rod, here is the body, here is the program, here is the mistake, here is the possibility of repair. And then Consciousness must do what it was born in this coupling to do: see, choose, give Volia accurately, and not run away from the consequence.

And perhaps it is precisely then that sorrow stops being an enemy. It becomes a bell at the door of the unpacked Suma. It does not need to be worshiped. It does not need to be drowned in. It does not need to be decorated with music and called depth when it is actually an unrepaired knot. But it does not need to be fled from either. Because sometimes sorrow comes not to break a person, but to lead them at last to the bag they have carried all their life with their eyes closed.

An unconscious Suma becomes sorrow. A conscious Suma becomes strength. This is where we begin.
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SECTION I. The Codex of Volia as Map and Workshop
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The Codex of Volia does not ask anyone to believe. This must be said at once, before the reader has time to hang a convenient label on it: philosophy, mysticism, psychology, spiritual system, fairy tale for adults, attempt to explain the inexplicable, or yet another map of the world that someone drew at the kitchen table between tea and thunder. The Codex of Volia does not ask anyone to believe. Faith without an address too easily becomes fog. And fog is a poor craftsman. In it, a person can walk for a long time, keep stepping on the same old rake, call it a path, and then wonder why the forehead already has many years of experience with a wooden handle.

The Codex of Volia asks for something else: look where your Attention goes. Look to whom you give your Volia. Look at what program turns on after that. Look who is really holding the wheel: you, your fear, your old resentment, your Rod, the body in emergency mode, someone else's command, an egregore, the habit of being right, the habit of being guilty, the habit of running away, or the habit of proving that you are not like that. Because until a person sees who is holding the wheel, they may speak about freedom as much as they like. The words will be free, but the route will be old.

That is why the Codex of Volia is not only a map. A map shows the terrain, but it does not repair a bridge by itself. A map can say: here is a river, here is a cliff, here is an old road, here is a swamp, here you can cross, and here it is better not to climb in, because what they will pull out afterward may no longer be you but only the legend about you. But it is not enough for a person to know where the swamp is. They need to understand why they keep going into it, why they call it fate, why they get angry at the universe for wet boots, and why their hand once again holds the same route, written by someone else. That is why the Codex of Volia must also be a workshop. Not a temple where one must stand quietly and fear making a mistake. Not a court where the guilty one has already been chosen and the evidence is merely being adjusted. A workshop, where the mechanism is examined: where the knot is, where the leak is, where the wrong address is, where the old program is, where someone else's Volia is, where one's own responsibility is, and what exactly can be repaired.

In a workshop, no one worships a broken mechanism. But no one beats it with a hammer while shouting, “Why aren't you working, you scoundrel?” In a workshop, first they look at what is connected to what. Where the power is supplied. Where the contact is broken. Where the circuit has switched over. Where an old part has long exhausted its resource, yet someone stubbornly paints it gold and calls it tradition. It is the same with a human being. A person may live for decades under the control of a program that once saved their Rod and now destroys their own life. They may carry a fear born not in their own event. They may be ashamed of a strength that was once declared dangerous in their Rod. They may confuse Kokhannia with dependency, responsibility with guilt, humility with the refusal of Volia, faith with handing the address over to an outer circuit. And if you simply tell such a person, “You are living wrongly,” that will not be repair. It will be one more blow to the casing. The casing is not exactly new as it is, so let us do without heroic hammer-throwing.

The Codex of Volia works differently. It asks: what exactly happened? What program turned on? Through what did it receive Attention? Who supplied Volia to it? Why did Consciousness fail to keep the wheel? Is this personal experience, a bodily reaction, a protection of the Rod, an egregorial connection, an old resentment, a fear of losing belonging, or the habit of giving power to whoever speaks with more confidence? There is no need to rush the answer here. Haste is the favorite servant of automatism. A protective program always wants to close the question quickly: he is guilty, she is guilty, the parents are guilty, the state is guilty, fate is guilty, God is guilty, I am guilty, everything is lost, everyone may go home. But the Codex of Volia is not looking for a quick culprit. It is looking for the precise address.

Guilt looks for a victim to punish. Error looks for an address to repair.

This is one of the main differences. A person is easily drawn into guilt, because guilt creates the illusion of depth. A person suffers and thinks: if it hurts this much, then I must be working honestly. Not necessarily. Sometimes they are simply standing in an old puddle and calling it purification. Guilt can spin a person around one knot for years, while giving them no tool. Guilt asks: who is bad? Repair asks: where is the error? Guilt wants punishment. Repair wants a change of route. Guilt compresses Consciousness into one dark tunnel. Repair expands the Field of vision so that one can see not only the pain, but also the mechanics of the pain.

That is why Doubt is important in the Codex of Volia. Not the small, poisonous doubt that gnaws at everything living and builds nothing. Living Doubt, which clarifies the address. It does not come to destroy Volia. It comes so that Volia will not go into fog. It asks: is this truly my action? Is this truly my responsibility? Is this truly the Living, and not someone else's circuit? Is this my Sincerity, or fear of being rejected? Is this Kokhannia, or dependency? Is this service, or the sale of the wheel? Is this the Rod beside me, or has a ancestral program already sat behind the wheel and started driving me down a road that no longer exists? Doubt does not destroy a living system. It cleans the contacts. A false system fears Doubt because it rests on fog. A living system becomes more precise through Doubt.

The Codex of Volia does not abolish faith, but it demands an address. It does not abolish Kokhannia, but it demands that one see what exactly has been called Kokhannia. It does not abolish the Rod, but it does not allow worship of the Rod as a dead idol. It does not abolish the body, but it does not allow a human being to be reduced to meat, nerves, and chemistry. It does not abolish the Soul, but it does not allow the Soul to be confused with the human I. It does not abolish freedom, but shows that freedom without Volia can be a beautifully arranged cage. One may have a wide yard, a pretty sign saying “free entry,” the right to walk in circles, and even the right to sing the anthem of one's own independence. But if the wheel is not in the hands of Consciousness, this is not sovereignty. It is an enclosure with good lighting.

That is precisely why the Codex of Volia is not a set of correct thoughts. A correct thought without Volia can become one more ornament on the cage. A person may speak very luminous words and still feed a dark circuit with them. They may preach Kokhannia while supplying Volia to fear. They may speak of God while addressing nourishment to an intermediary system. They may speak of the Rod while living not in mutual understanding with the Rod, but in slavery before a ancestral program. They may speak of freedom while asking someone else, again and again, to decide for them. That is why the Codex of Volia does not first ask: what are your beliefs? It asks: what happened to your Volia after those beliefs?

This is an uncomfortable question. It does not let anyone hide behind beautiful language. Because one can name the world very correctly and still supply power incorrectly. One can say “I forgive,” while in fact merely running away from the address of pain. One can say “I accept fate,” while in fact handing the wheel to an old program. One can say “I serve the Living,” while in fact serving an egregore that has learned to wear living words as a mask. One can say “I can do nothing,” and by doing so remove from oneself not only the burden, but also Volia. And this is where the Codex of Volia becomes a workshop: it does not scold a person for getting tangled. It shows where exactly the tangle is.

A map without a workshop can make a person proud. They have seen the scheme and think: now I know. No. To know the scheme is not yet to know how to repair the circuit. One can know what Rod, Volia, Attention, Soul, Body-Solution, Suma, Flow, egregore, and architectonic Consciousness are, and at the first painful word fall into an old reaction like into an open manhole. It happens. It is not a catastrophe. It is a test of the real state of the Field. The system shows: here you do not yet hold. Here the word became a trap. Here the Ego caught the wheel. Here the body turned on an emergency program before Consciousness had time to say, “I shall now respond wisely.” The body, by the way, often does not ask permission at such moments. It does not read manifestos. It saves as best it can.

Therefore the workshop of the Codex of Volia begins with honest observation. Not with heroic self-improvement. Not with the promise, “from today onward I am sovereign.” Not with spiritual cosmetics. With the simple and difficult thing: what is working in me right now? Who answered instead of me? What in me became afraid? What wanted to attack? What wanted to run? What wanted to prove? Do I truly see the person before me, or do I see an old address of pain that this person accidentally touched? Does my reaction correspond to the present moment, or am I fighting a ghost while using a living person as the target? The questions are unpleasant. But they are useful. An unpleasant question sometimes does more good than a pleasant lie with excellent diction.

In this workshop, Sincerity grants access. Without Sincerity, Consciousness does not enter the real circuit; it only circles around the scenery. Attention finds the knot. Without Attention, a person feels pain but does not see the address. Doubt clarifies the direction. Without Doubt, a person easily mistakes someone else's circuit for the Living, an old program for fate, escape for wisdom, and fear for intuition. Volia repairs or switches off the program. Without Volia, even the most precise vision remains a drawing on the table: beautiful, intelligent, almost brilliant, and with not a single nail in the wall.

Volia is not merely desire. Desire may run around the room like a frightened chicken and call itself a great intention. Volia is the supply of power to an address. And power supplied to an address has already begun action. That is why the Codex of Volia keeps returning the person to responsibility. Not as a moral stick. Not as “be good because you must.” As mechanics. If Consciousness gives Volia to an old program, the old program receives nourishment. If it gives Volia to fear, fear grows. If it gives Volia to another's circuit, that circuit grows stronger. If it gives Volia to precise repair, repair begins. Mechanics does not take offense, does not take revenge, and does not applaud. It works.

Here it is important not to fall into another trap: not to turn the Codex of Volia into a new dogma. Dogma always wants to finish a living process. It says: here is the correct answer, now repeat it. The Codex of Volia cannot work that way, because the Living does not stand still. The Field of vision of Consciousness changes. The body changes. The Rod is being rewritten. Suma opens layer by layer. What yesterday was the right passage may tomorrow become an old crutch. What saved yesterday may hinder tomorrow. What yesterday was protection may tomorrow turn into a prison. Therefore the Codex of Volia must not become an icon on the wall. It must be a set of tools on the workbench. A hammer is not offended if today a wrench is needed. A wrench does not demand that nails be hammered with it. Although people, of course, can do that. People are creative creatures: give them a microscope and they will crack nuts with it, then say that science does not help.

The Codex of Volia as a map shows the circuit. The Codex of Volia as a workshop teaches how to work with the circuit. It does not take away a person's path. It does not make the choice for them. It does not remove responsibility from them. It does not promise that after correct understanding life will become soft, obedient, and polite, like a well-brought-up cat that does not climb on the table. Life may remain difficult. The Rod may raise heavy knots. The body may grow tired. Other people may be unready for the truth. Old programs may resist. But the difference is that Consciousness stops being a blind carrier. It begins to see what exactly it is carrying.

And when Consciousness sees the Suma, the Suma stops being a nameless burden. It may still be heavy. But it is no longer dark. And darkness is often more frightening than the weight itself. Because when a person does not know what is in the bag, they fear the whole bag at once. When they open it, they see: this is fear, this is talent, this is someone else's guilt, this is an old survival program, this is pain asking for an address, this is strength that was once forbidden, this is a blessing lying under a layer of shame, this is a curse that does not have to be passed on. And then the work begins. Not magic. Not self-suggestion. Not a heroic pose against the sunset. Repair.

That is why Volume VIII begins not with the promise of happiness, but with a question about inner heaviness. Because that heaviness is often the first signal that Consciousness is standing beside a great unpacked Suma. It does not yet see the whole map. It does not yet know all the addresses. It may still confuse its own voice with an ancestral automatism, the Living with an egregore, Volia with desire, responsibility with guilt, the Rod with a burden, and silence with weakness. But if it does not run away, if it can stand beside this heaviness without worship and without panic, then the heaviness will begin to do its true work. It will lead to the knot.

The Codex of Volia is not needed so that a person may say, “Now I have understood everything.” That is too cheap a victory. It is needed so that a person may learn to ask, each time more precisely: where is my Attention, where did my Volia go, who is holding the wheel, what program is turning on, what will I pass on further? Because every life is not merely lived. It edits the Rod. Every action does not simply disappear into yesterday. It changes the quality of the package that will go further. And every Consciousness that has learned to see its Suma no longer merely drags a bag. It opens it, sorts it, repairs it, and at last can say to an old program: thank you, you once helped us survive, but now I will hold the wheel.

This is where the workshop begins. Not with faith. Not with worship. Not with a ready-made answer. With a precise gaze at the living circuit: Attention, address, Volia, responsibility, Rod, body, Suma, repair. And if this gaze can be endured, then even inner heaviness stops being only pain. It becomes a door.
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SECTION II. Every Suma Has Its Rod
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Every Suma has an origin. It does not fall into a person from an empty sky. It does not grow out of itself, and it does not appear simply because someone woke up one morning complicated. Complexity also has roots. Even chaos has a history. Even chance often turns out to be an old road that Consciousness has not yet learned to see. If there is fear in a person, it came from somewhere. If there is talent, it too has a line of emergence. If there is an invisible prohibition, an inner constriction, a strange pull, a recurring pain, an unexplained certainty, or a reaction stronger than the event itself, none of it hangs in the air. It has a Rod.

Here the word Rod must be widened at once. If we leave it only within the limits of a family tree, we immediately narrow the mechanism. The family Rod is important, but it is not the only depth. There is the Rod of the family. There is the Rod of the tribe, the nation, the species. There is the Rod of Life. There is the Rod of matter. Every form that exists carries not only itself, but also the line of previous closures, transformations, attempts, mistakes, selections, survivals, and accumulated solutions. A stone does not know itself the way a human being does, but matter has its own memory of form. The body does not think in words, but it has a memory of reactions. A species does not sit in an armchair writing memoirs, but it carries within itself thousands of ways of survival, fear, mating, protection, struggle, adaptation, and transmission. Rod is not only the question, “Who was your great-grandfather?” Rod is the question: from what network did this Suma come?

A person often thinks of themselves as a separate being. Here I am. Here is my life. Here are my thoughts, my desires, my traumas, my victories, my mistakes. Partly, this is true. Without personal responsibility, a person quickly turns the Rod into a convenient excuse: this is not me, this is my program; this is not my choice, it is the ancestors; this is not my weakness, it is just the line. Not a chance. The Rod explains the origin of the Suma, but it does not cancel the responsibility of Consciousness. On the contrary, when Consciousness sees the origin, it gains the possibility of more precise repair. Not in order to say, “I have nothing to do with it.” In order to finally see what exactly it is dealing with.

The family Rod is the nearest and most visible layer. Through the body, DNA, voice, gait, temperament, fears, reactions, ancestral prohibitions, habits, shame, pride, craft, prayers, silences, stories, and unfinished knots, it enters a person before that person begins to call themselves “I.” The child does not yet know words, but the body already knows intonations. The child does not yet understand the history of the lineage, but the nervous system is already learning: where it is dangerous, whom to fear, what earns love, what brings punishment, what must not be spoken of, what strength must be hidden, what weakness must be passed off as virtue. Part of this comes through upbringing. Part comes through the body. Part comes through a field that does not ask permission from the mind, because the mind is still only gathering itself together and proudly learning not to fall off the stool.

But the family Rod is not a dead archive. It does not end with dates of birth and death. Within the Codex of Volia, the Rod is a living network that is continually being written further. The closure of the paternal and maternal ancestral networks creates a new node: the child. The child receives a starting package: body, basic architecture, line of origin, initial programs. But the transmission is not exhausted by this. Because ancestors continue to live after their children are born. They gather experience, pass through war, losses, Kokhannia, illness, craft, victories, shame, responsibility, breakdown, and restoration. If, after the physical body completes its work, this experience enters the greater network of the Rod, then the Rod transmits not only blood. The Rod transmits ripened programs.

Here old folk observations begin to sound differently. Not as superstition, but as rough yet attentive memory. When people say that some strength appears “through a generation,” it does not necessarily mean a magical leap. It may be the arithmetic of time. One descendant receives the complete package when their own system has already hardened, overgrown with roles, fears, daily life, resentments, and social locks. Another receives the same package much earlier, while the body, nervous system, Consciousness, and even the Ego are still plastic. Then the program may not lie on top as a foreign weight, but build itself into the very architecture of growth. The people see the result and say: it was passed on through a generation. The Codex of Volia asks more precisely: who transmitted it, when it was transmitted, what package arrived, who received it, at what age, through what address, and whether Consciousness managed to turn it into strength rather than yet another sack.

Because not only a gift is transmitted. A fracture is transmitted too. Not only a blessing, but also a curse. A blessing is not a sweet from the ancestors wrapped in shiny paper. A blessing is a repaired, strong, victorious program that can go onward as support. A curse is not theatrical mysticism and not a black stain from a fairy tale. It is a program of pain, fear, dependency, shame, violence, escape, or unfinished war that went onward without repair. Sometimes a person calls this character. Sometimes fate. Sometimes, “Everyone in our family is like that.” This is a very dangerous phrase. Because after it, people often put a full stop exactly where they should have set up a workbench.

The Rod of the family gives the nearest tools and the nearest knots. But behind it stands a wider Rod: the Rod of the people. It enters a person through language, land, song, ways of bearing loss, attitudes toward the ruler and toward the boundary, the memory of famine, war, displacement, humiliation, uprising, endurance, cunning, dignity, shame, and disobedience. A people also has a Suma. It has its blessings and its curses. There are songs that hold the Living. There are fears that are passed on like weather. There is the habit of surviving where others would have surrendered. There is the habit of not trusting even when trust could have saved. There is the strength to stand. There is the danger of standing silently where action is needed. The national Rod does not cancel personal Consciousness, but it creates the landscape in which it grows.

Still deeper lies the Rod of the species. The human being likes to think of itself as a very cultured creature, almost heavenly, only sometimes with bad internet and a painful lower back. But under culture, species memory is at work. The body remembers hunger, danger, darkness, predator, loss of the group, the need to belong, fear of exile, struggle for status, protection of children, search for a mate, reaction to blood, scream, smell, gaze. Part of what a person calls “my decision” is sometimes an old species program that has merely put on a modern suit. It no longer runs from a saber-toothed beast, but it may run from a message on the phone as if teeth had flashed again in the bushes. The species program is not bad. It is old. And old is not always wise. Sometimes it has simply survived for a very long time.

Above the Rod of the species opens the Rod of Life. Here the human being is no longer only a descendant of a father and mother, not only a child of a people, and not only a representative of a species. The human being is a node of the Living, which continuously passes from form to form, learns to hold complexity, builds bodies, tests ways of movement, sensing, protection, interaction, reproduction, care, struggle, and coexistence. Life did not begin with the human being and will not end with human self-importance. The human being is not the king of the Living and not a random weed at the edge of a cosmic road. The human being is one of the forms in which the Living tried to create Consciousness capable of seeing the Suma itself, choosing the direction of Volia, and changing the quality of further transmission. This is a great honor. And a great responsibility. Because with such an ability one can repair; one can also spoil not only one’s own little hut, but an entire piece of the field.

Deeper still is the Rod of matter. This sounds strange only when matter seems like dead brick from which someone accidentally assembled the world. But the human body is not made of abstract thought. It is made of water, salts
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