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PREFACE

I very much wanted to start this book with some punchy biblical quote, but I realized I was only trying to give my thoughts more weight by referencing a popular source. That's what they do with limp films meant to look more grandiose through such an artless trick. And since this book is deeply personal to me — because to drive a road marker into the ground, you first have to walk the whole path and come back — since this book is part of my very personal and important search, I deliberately refuse to dress things up at the expense of meaning. The book will also touch on religion, and that alone will surely get stones thrown at me, but the main purpose of the letters, words, and sentences ordered on these pages is to share a disillusionment. A disillusionment that every living person absolutely needs in order to play the only true role in our world-theater. The role of themselves. And this disillusionment concerns the people who will forever remain the dearest — our parents. Our first gods, who from our earliest years plant in our heads their understanding of what is good and what is bad. It is parents who construct the coordinate system that later becomes part of our personality — even though it actually isn't.

The purpose of this book is disillusionment in the people closest to us in the world. That sounds cynical, even perhaps offensive. But if the very idea of becoming disillusioned with your parents is so repugnant to you, it means you have a taboo on their infallibility. Your parents have truly become gods to you — their every word is law, their every action an example. In that case, this book will cause you nothing but irritation, and reading it should be postponed until the first moment you disagree with something your gods say or do. As long as your faith is blind and sinless, you are powerless to do anything about the astronomically powerful influence that has been exerted upon you.

Let me clarify — I love my mother and father. Some of the stories that make up their lives fill me with admiration; others serve as an example. Nevertheless, I do not want to be their carbon copy, which is why I spent a long time sorting out what in me is genuinely mine and what has been borrowed. If you too are interested in playing hide-and-seek with yourself and ultimately discovering what you actually love and what you hate, where your truth lies and what your path is — this book, like a guidebook, is deliberately divided into chapters. Some will not touch you in the slightest, some only partially, and some will be almost entirely about you. Irritation will serve as your compass on the journey of exploring your own geographic worldview. The harder certain passages are to read, the more likely they are written specifically about you. How wonderful if the book strikes you as easy or even boring! In that case, I will take quiet pleasure in knowing that my book has been read by someone who doesn't need it. Perhaps then you should write your own book to share the secret of how such enlightenment was achieved. For everyone else — among whom I still count myself — what is laid out here may prove useful. I sincerely hope that the reading, and especially the thoughts that come after it, will make your life better, just as they have been gradually making my own. The chapter titles name the most common problems, but naturally the list is not complete. Using the examples in this book, you can mentally write your own chapters — the ones that are specifically about you. Most importantly: I wish you a deep disillusionment in your gods. Only then will you be able to become your own God.
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In post-Soviet countries and states of the former communist bloc, the attitude toward money is very specific. A person who has money has certainly stolen it, while one who has none is a decent, law-abiding citizen. The cult of contempt for wealth has so thoroughly captured the minds of the population that living in poverty is no longer shameful at all. If you, living in the modern world, think the same way, the culprit is likely your parents' complexes — and your father's in particular. Does anyone give us a hundred roses for free if we say we want to delight our beloved? Does anyone feed us at a restaurant without charge because we're hungry? Is beautiful clothing handed out on the streets for nothing? And can one travel in comfort without spending a penny? To afford the very best for yourself and those you love, you must have financial means. Without them, life shrinks to the size of your own apartment and turns into a waking nightmare.

Now think carefully about what your father is supposed to do if his father, and his father's father, were always poor and justified it with various noble pretexts. Grandfather fought in the Second World War, defended his family from the Nazi filth. Noble? Absolutely. And upon returning, everything destroyed needed to be rebuilt. How could one get rich in those circumstances? Personal interests had to be set aside to build a bright future for children and grandchildren. And your father? He had no starting capital. How could he have gotten rich if money makes money? There was no seed money, and so there was nowhere for money to come from. Everyone always has a multitude of noble reasons to justify their poverty. And the position of women here is even worse. Often dependent or simply abandoned, women in post-socialist countries are either forced to raise their children alone, or are forced to believe — and this, perhaps, is the hardest part — the fairy tales invented by their husbands. That sounds very rough, even brazen perhaps, but it's true.

How wonderful if your parents are wealthy! It means you were spared one of the most harmful cups that fate can hand you. If not, you very much need — it is a matter of survival — to become disillusioned with your own dearly beloved parents. Only by recognizing the inadequacy of the religious, political, social, and any other beliefs with which your parents justify their poverty will you be able to break this vicious cycle. It is crucial to understand that parents are nothing other than you — just a few decades older. All their virtues, but equally all their shortcomings, have seeped into your flesh and your soul so deeply and so organically that they already feel like your own. You think you are the one thinking this way — but in reality, it was your parents who thought this way, and the parents of their parents. Any mistake, any flaw, over time and across generations turns into a tradition, and then into dogma.

But the Bible says otherwise! "It is easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven." We will talk about religion later in a separate chapter. But think carefully — why do you believe? Did a pillar of fire appear to you, or did a heavenly voice persuade you? Most likely, the cross was placed around your neck by your parents. Parents who were searching for consolation for their earthly suffering and found it in a place where poverty is not only not condemned, but actively exalted.

It can be extraordinarily difficult not just to break, but even to shake one's inherited beliefs. Because to do so means agreeing that a substantial portion of one's life has been lived in vain. How painful it is to admit that you are simply a failure — not a chosen righteous soul with a warm spot waiting on the other side. How crushing to realize in a single moment that all the pleasures you denied yourself are irretrievably lost, along with the most precious and irreplaceable thing of all — time.

That is precisely why it is so important to become disillusioned in time, to find the loose ends and cut them. No — there is no need to tell your parents everything on your mind and cut off contact. You are the one to blame for not having your own opinion and the willpower to resist views that were never truly yours. You — not they — are to blame for remaining a child after growing up, blindly believing what was drilled into you countless times. And you and you alone are to blame for the fact that, with an open world around you and truth accessible at your fingertips, you chose to base your life on the experience of people whose lives you do not, to put it mildly, admire.

But enough self-flagellation, if you've been suddenly tempted by it. Let me remind you: you are wasting your time again, instead of, say, going and getting rich.

As if it were that simple — you'll say, and you'll be wrong. The example of your first gods, your parents, will stand before you. And if they couldn't manage to succeed, how could you possibly? There is a fair share of truth in that claim. The apple really doesn't fall far from the tree — but the question is which direction it rolls. The influence your parents or guardians have exerted on you is titanic, enormous. No other influence will ever come close. And the war that awaits you is extraordinarily difficult. It begins at the very moment when you first doubt the correctness of the thoughts that your most beloved people in the world so carefully placed inside your head.

What a bastard you'd have to be to fight those who love you! That's not godly! Allow me to disagree. Here is a direct quote from the Gospel: "I came to set a man against his father, and a daughter against her mother, and a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law. And a man's enemies will be those of his own household." One might object that the phrase has been taken out of context, but we are not here to interpret scripture or to criticize or defend religion — there is a separate chapter for that. We are here to begin work on the most precious person in the world — you yourself. And that person will not be fully themselves until you have rid yourself of everything extraneous, everything foreign, everything borrowed. First and foremost from your parents, and then from all other authorities. "Authority" in this context is most definitely a common noun, and certainly a negative one.

And if you feel that the author of this book is also beginning to lay claim to that title — tell him to go to hell and sort out your life on your own! Truly, that would be the best decision. Or you can endure a little longer, read to the end, sift it through the sieve of your own worldview, and afterward keep the useful crumbs and throw the verbal husks away.

Money. Everyone dreams of being rich and realizing their dreams. But not everyone admits this to themselves, even fewer take steps toward their financial goals, and only a tiny fraction actually manages to get back on their feet after life handed them the precious gift of experience in the form of a
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