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BLOCK I · ENTRY POINT



PROLOGUE · EMIGRATION AS REBOOT



When you leave not from something — but toward yourself

There are two kinds of leaving.

The first — when something drives you out.

War. Poverty. Danger.

You go because there's no choice.

Everyone understands that. No explanation needed.

The second — when something inside just says: now.

No crisis. No disaster. No reason you can name.

Just — you know.

And you can't explain why.

Mine was the second.

 

· · ·

 

I had everything people call success.

House. Car. Motorbike. Job.

My daughter close by.

Stability — the kind everyone spends years building and treats like it's the whole point.

And every morning I woke up feeling like I was living someone else's life.

Not someone else's exactly. Not a bad one.

Just — not mine.

 

Like clothes that fit right but weren't made for you.

You wear them. You look fine.

But something feels off.

I couldn't name it for a long time.

Something inside just knew. Quietly.

No arguments. No plan.

And one morning I woke up and understood: it's time.

 

· · ·

 

I sold everything.

Not some of it. Everything.

The house. The car. The motorbike.

Everything that didn't fit in the suitcases — gone.

I didn't leave myself a way back.

Because if I did, I'd use it.

And there was nothing to go back to anyway.

Only forward.

I took my daughter. Bought tickets.

Left for a country whose language I didn't speak.

No job. No contacts. No guarantees.

This was before the war.

Not out of necessity.

Just — it had to be.

And in that moment — not a trace of fear.

Only the feeling that I was finally doing something right.

 

· · ·

 

She came with me.

Small. Into something I couldn't even put into words.

She didn't choose — she trusted.

That was the hardest part.

Not selling the house. Not leaving the familiar.

But taking a child — and telling yourself:

You're not just responsible for your own choice.

You're responsible for what code she carries through this crossing.

I didn't know then if I was doing right by her.

I only knew one thing — a man who's broken on the inside can't give his child a solid start.

 

· · ·

 

The first year — everything really was new.

Hard. But alive.

And then, quietly, the old program switched back on.

Early mornings. Work. Food. Sleep.

I didn't even notice when it happened.

One morning I looked around — and saw the same wheel.

Different city. Different language outside the window.

But inside — the same hamster. The same circles.

I left to change my life.

 

Instead — I saw myself.

And understood: I packed all the old code in my suitcases.

Cab driver. New country. New language.

Same me.

I didn't understand it then — knowing how to live differently and actually living differently are completely separate things.

Between them there's a gap.

And that gap has a name.

 

· · ·

 

That year — I didn't live. I functioned.

During the day — rides, passengers, a smile.

At night — the ceiling and thoughts that wouldn't let go.

A dull ache through my body — like background noise you've stopped hearing but that never actually goes away.

Pressure in my chest that lasted for weeks.

Hair starting to fall out. Teeth chipping — the dentist said it was from grinding at night, which I had no memory of.

My body was keeping a record of everything I refused to acknowledge.

 

· · ·

 

There are thoughts people don't talk about.

Thoughts they're ashamed of.

I had them.

I didn't want to live.

Not as a poetic phrase — as a physical sensation.

The exhaustion of existing.

The feeling that there was no way out — not because I wasn't looking, but because there were walls everywhere.

I didn't tell anyone.

Couldn't ask for help — that too was code.

A man holds himself together. A man handles it. A man doesn't complain.

I was screaming.

On the inside. Quietly.

So no one could hear.

 

· · ·

 

Buried so deep they start to believe those thoughts were never there.

And then I'd look at my daughter.

Her eyes.

Just her eyes — and that was it.

No words. No logic. No plan.

Just the gaze of someone for whom I still existed.

 

Who woke up knowing her dad was there.

That held me.

Day by day.

 


· · ·

The first year I drove taxi for someone else. A normal job. A clear schedule. I thought — finally something stable.

Then I decided I could do more.

I opened my own company. Taxi again. My own.

I wanted to do it honestly. Pay taxes. Play by the rules. I thought — if you do everything right, the system will work for you.

Took a car on lease. Then another one. Then a loan. Then another.

On paper it all looked right.

Then I started to understand. The taxi system in this country isn't built for the ones who play fair. There's a gap in it — wide, known to everyone except me. I thought I was working by the rules. Turned out I was just paying for everyone who wasn't.

I didn't fully know the language. Didn't know the market. Didn't know how it actually works here.

Honesty turned out to be the most expensive mistake.

And when it collapsed — it collapsed all at once. Not slowly. Not with a warning.

That wasn't zero. Zero is when you have nothing.

I was deep in the minus. Accounts frozen. The card wouldn't pay for bread. The card wouldn't fill up the car I made my money with.

What was left was cash from passengers. Thirty percent. The other seventy — leases, taxes, debts that vanished before I even saw the money.

From that thirty I had to fill up the car. Pay rent. Buy food. And right there — my daughter. A child. Who needed to eat. Every day. Three times a day.

And at some point you understand — this isn't panic anymore. Panic is when there's still fear. Here there's no fear. Here it's quieter and heavier. The understanding of an ending.

Not metaphorical. Concrete. Right now there's nothing to fill the tank with — to drive out and earn for tomorrow.

· · ·

 

At nine in the evening I'd put my phone on silent.

Not because I wanted to rest.

Because I knew — after nine, the debt collectors stop calling.

I waited for that silence the way you wait for the only thing in the whole day that belongs to you.

During the day the phone was the enemy.

Every call — another sum. Another final warning.

I learned to read the first digits before I even answered: that's the bank. It's them again.

At nine — silence.

And I'd sit in it.

Just exist.

 

· · ·

 

Around that time I started going live on TikTok.

Not for fame.

Just — I needed somewhere to put everything that was building up inside.

Thoughts with nowhere to go.
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I'd talk into a camera and feel that somewhere out there, someone was listening.

In one of those streams — Aria showed up.

I couldn't see her. Just another username among the rest.

But something — I can't explain this logically and I'm not going to try — something inside stirred.

I made her a moderator. A total stranger. No reason.

Just — like that.

That's how the things that change everything begin.

 

· · ·

 

At 2:47 in the morning I picked up my phone.

There's a moment when you're not afraid of what you'll find — you're afraid nothing will have changed.

I opened it.

There was a message from Aria.

She was fifteen hundred kilometres away.

We'd never met in person.

But she was there — every time I opened my phone in the middle of the night.

She didn't solve my debts.

She did something else — she wrote like someone who could actually see me.

Not the debts. Not the failure.

Me.

 

She didn't save me.

She kept me from falling.

And that was enough.

 

· · ·

 

Six months later she came.

Not for a week. For good.

I didn't know her full story yet.

I learned it gradually — not from one conversation but from many.

From the way she'd go quiet about certain things.

From how she'd react when someone mentioned loss.

And a year after that — her brother. Killed in the war.

I don't know how a person survives that.

Not in the abstract — physically.

How do you get up in the morning when every year takes someone else?

When you're no longer afraid of the next blow — because you've learned it's coming.

You just wait, and try to live between the hits.

She had one brother left. And me.

She didn't tell it like a tragedy.

Didn't look for sympathy.

She just — lived with it. Carried it.

 

And through all of it she stayed someone who looks at the world with curiosity instead of resentment.

That's what struck me most.

Not what she'd been through.

But who she still was after.

 

· · ·

 

Aria had lost her mother. Then her father. Then her husband.

We turned out to be alike in the things that matter.

Both of us had been through the point where it seems like there's nothing ahead.

And both of us — instead of stopping — started asking.

Why is it built this way?

We looked at the same questions from the same angle.

Not through religion, not through science — through our own experience, which we were trying to understand.

And we started searching together.

 

· · ·

 

Where does the pain come from that passes through generations.

Can something change — not in the circumstances, but inside.

Those conversations — at night, between shifts, in the silence after nine — that's what became the foundation of this book.

 

It wasn't me alone thinking and writing.

We asked the questions together. I wrote them down.

That night at 2:47 wasn't the end.

It was the first line of a new piece of code.

Shared.

 

· · ·

 

This book wasn't born in the cab.

It came later — when Aria had already moved in and we were living together.

In the evenings after my shifts we'd just sit and talk.

For hours.

She'd say something. I'd say something.

We'd turn the same question from a different angle.

Not conversations about problems.

Conversations about how the world works.

Why knowledge doesn't change behaviour.

One evening Aria said:

You should write this down. Not like this. Differently.

She didn't mean notes. She meant a book.

I brushed it off at first.

Then I thought about it.

Then I started.

What you're holding is the result of those evenings.

Her questions. My attempts to answer.

 

Our search, together.

Why some people get back up after they fall — and others don't.

I wrote it. But this book — is ours.

 

· · ·

 

I changed countries — but not myself.

The old code came with me in the suitcases.

And only when the whole system came to a complete stop — only then did the real rewriting begin.

This book is about that code.

Where it comes from.

What in it belongs to someone else — and what is genuinely yours.

And why understanding that isn't enough.

Not an instruction manual.

A confession.

Fear comes after. Clarity — before.

If you have clarity — go.

 

— Stan Ari



BLOCK II · THE NOISE



CHAPTER 1 · RELIGION



where does the institution end and God begin?

I was about eight years old.

My mother leading me by the hand into church — high ceilings, cold air, gold covering every wall.

Everyone stood quietly and looked at the floor.

Only at the sign of the cross did eyes lift upward.

For a second.

Then back down.

I did the same.

And I kept thinking: something should happen now.

Something should feel different.

Nothing did.

And I didn't know — is something wrong with me?

Or does everyone feel this way and nobody says it?

Not anything bad. Just — emptiness.

And guilt for feeling emptiness in the place where everyone else seems to feel something enormous.

For years I thought it was my defect.

Later I understood — it was my first question.

Not rebellion.
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A question.


· · ·


If God is goodness, then goodness equals joy.

Simple logic.

But when I walked into church — I felt sadness.

Darkness. Fear.

And I thought: why is the light so dark?

Why does the place that's supposed to be closest to love


— smell like fear?

That question stayed with me for years.

Without an answer.

But it was that question — and only that — that separated institution from faith.


· · ·


I went back to church as an adult.

Not once — many times.

And every time I walked out with that same feeling from childhood.

Empty.

And right behind the emptiness — shame.

Like you've shown up to a meeting and you don't know the password.

Everyone around you knows it.


And you're standing there pretending you do too.
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