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Foreword 

When I was a child, I once read a fairytale about a prince who, quite accidentally, witnessed a 

funeral procession. The prince, adored by his entire kingdom and sheltered from every sorrowful 

or unpleasant event, happened to glimpse—through the crack of the palace gate—a crowd of 

people weeping behind a coffin. The young prince asked his father why they were crying. The 

king did not hide the truth and told his son about the sad and inevitable end awaiting all human 

beings. From that moment on, the prince decided never to die. He would find a place that could 

protect him from death—a refuge where death could never reach him. And indeed, thanks to 

some kind of magic—possibly related to an encounter with shamans (unfortunately, much time 

has passed and the details have escaped my memory, though I try hard to recall them)—he 

achieves immortality, far away from his kingdom. But his immortality came with a condition: he 

must never return to his homeland, and he must never show empathy. Of course, human 

curiosity knows no limits, and eventually, the time came when the prince—eternally young and 

beautiful—decides to return. On his way back, he begins to witness human suffering—illness, 

old age, and death. After each such encounter, the prince loses a part of the magic of his 

immortality. He begins to age, to weaken, yet he does not stop searching for the stories of what 

happened to his parents and friends. In the end, he dies. I cannot describe what a thunderclap 

this voluntary surrender to death was for me. Time passed. I often remembered this fairytale in 

relation to the Buddha and his philosophical concepts—but not only him. Subconsciously, I 

believe the existential challenge for any thinker is to overcome the fear of approaching death. 

This small text—still in the process of taking shape—might be a response to that first deep 

impression, and to many other experiences I have encountered throughout life's journey. Why 

am I sharing this foreword now and not placing it at the beginning? I believe it doesn't really 

matter. This story lived in my subconscious for many years. I simply felt the need to share it with 

you.  




Chapter 1. The Neirodes – Servants of the Cosmic Chancellery  

The Neirodes, servants of the cosmic chancellery, last convened 3,500 years ago... At that time, 

they deliberated on what would happen to humanity— to the human being—after the deletion of 

historical time and the complete erasure of all its functions. It was to be a methodical 

disappearance of all script-based material— not only geographically, but also from the deeply 

embedded memories of future generations. At the last moment, however, this experiment 

encountered opposition, and they ultimately agreed to remove only the essential parts from 

memory, leaving behind a single fragment— a fragment that would never open the gates for 

memories buried in humanity's mnemonic sarcophagus for the next eight centuries. Back then, 

one of the Neirodes declared: "What a horror it is to watch an endless chain of humans groping 

blindly through the dark— without a guide!" These memories flashed through the minds of those 

present, and naturally, each one interpreted them differently. Some believed that nothing 

created through human effort should ever be lost. But since this was an experiment, they 

assumed they would have the opportunity to modify it or initiate entirely new trials in the future. 

And so, gathered in this spirit, they were presented with a new directive.  

 




Chapter 2. A Gathering Woven with Nostalgic Undercurrents 

 

The Neurodes had no faces, only voices — it was the most refined, structured, and living 

bureaucratic organism, whose beginning no one could recall. Every voice had equal rights here, 

and every topic was examined from all perspectives. At first, silence reigned, but even silence 

began asking questions. — Colleagues, we are not here as executioners or vengeful supreme 

beings, but as co-authors of this boundlessly failed project. — I wouldn't call it failed... — Yes, 

failed... If a program fails to reach its objective, it is considered a failure, no matter its intentions. 

— And if we are to recall this — as you call it — failed project, what was our ultimate goal? — 

Harmony. — That is ambition... And whose interpretation of human nature was it — of such a 

diverse being — that assumes they strive toward harmony? — It's not ambition. It is their final 

form. — That is your wish, but not theirs. — When we created the project to sow and awaken 

life on the planet, no one thought of the unborn beings. — That was implied... they were to be 

born, to multiply, and to live in harmony. — Dear colleague, let me tell you about the harmonious 

nature of the human being... Do you know that the majority of them don't believe in their own 

uniqueness? They are born into such chaos, pain, and filth that little remains for harmonious 

existence. They believe that only two things unite them — birth and death — and that every 

body smells in its own way. Do you know that the incredibly short time, so stingily granted by our 

Architect, is not even enough for them to overcome the sorrow of mortality, let alone to imagine 

a balanced zephyr called eternity

 




Chapter 3 – Who Is the Nameless Man?  

 

Let us return to the subject of our collection. To the Grand Architect, we presented the stories 

we received from our colleague. Believe me, this is a rather fascinating character. To begin with, 

he is a nameless man. And as for his place on Earth, even this preliminary sketch reveals why 

we chose him. A man of about fifty. His thick gray hair has turned into a nest, in which two tiny 

parrots dwell — Dudu and Zizi. He lives in a cave. The cave is lit by daylight, and by an oil lamp 

at night, allowing him to read. Its interior is moss-covered. The few small objects that create a 

sense of imagined coziness are arranged in such a way that they can be found even in the dark. 

A rocking chair, salvaged from a landfill. A toothbrush. Dudu and Zizi are two little wavy parrots 

— cheerful, annoying, and often unbearable. They live in the nameless man's hair at night, and 

when it rains, they huddle together, occasionally pecking. The nameless man has lived in this 

cave for several years. The nameless man had been living in that cave for several years now. In 

fact, his entire ten-year life there had passed in near silence. Only on rare occasions did he 

speak with the little man — that's what he called his newly arrived neighbor, who lived in a hut 

built from polyethylene sheets and old refrigerator boxes. The little man, alongside his 

toothbrush, had a job. Every morning, he would freshen up with water collected from the rain 

and head off to work. Where he went — the nameless man never knew. At first, he couldn't 

stand the sight of him on his horizon. He wanted to tell him to leave. But then he remembered 

— that's what they do in the world where oppression is the norm. So he simply decided not to 

acknowledge his existence. And so they lived — two silent people — until one day, completely 

unexpectedly, the little man smiled at him and greeted him. As if it were nothing. One morning, 

the little man opened the door of his styrofoam hut — a broken refrigerator door he'd 

repurposed as an entrance — and from inside, light spilled out. A strange, violet-colored light. 

Inside, plastic bottles and colored polyethylene bags gleamed in the sunlight, as if the hut were 

a temporary temple. No smell — which would have been natural to expect. Only sterile air, as 

though someone had suspended every chemical process. This was a house sewn tightly around 

his body. But the little man never complained. And who would he complain to? He always 

smiled. When he first settled into his box, he said to himself with quiet satisfaction: — 

Cleanliness is still possible... At least I have room for a toothbrush! The little man would always 

adjust his coat, glance toward the sky, and whisper something softly, cautiously — as if there 

still existed, somewhere up there, something resembling answers.  

 




Chapter 4 – "Who knows how empty the sky is where the fallen tower once stood" 

 

What do you think... what is it that the Great Architect sees in this candidate, this so-called 

Nameless One? — I believe he knows the Nameless One's world intimately. Perhaps he 

designed it from the very beginning — for this very day. — Disappointment comes at a high 

price. — For whom? — Humanity. — Are you sure that a collapse of this scale won't plunge the 

Great Architect into some sort of remorseful, psychoethical crisis? — Colleagues, colleagues... I 

urge you — let's call things by their name. What is but a cloudy day for the Great One, is a 

tragedy for mankind. We are speaking of a mass extinction of living beings — and no 

euphemism wrapped in the fragrant robe of political correctness will change the emotional 

weight of that outcome! "Who knows how empty the sky is Where the fallen tower once stood, 

Who knows how silent the house is Where the son did not return." 

 




Chapter 5 – What If I Am the Truth  

But we still do not know what the candidate — the Nameless One — will decide. He has 

nothing to lose except his own life. And that is precisely the reason why this project, called 

human, ultimately lost all meaning. When the cowardly gut of humanity chose its own survival 

over the life of the other, it gave birth to a world ruled by killers — and the shadows of those who 

almost didn't make it. They condemned to death anyone who refused to accept their "truth." It 

started with 200,000 heads. One of them, standing on a podium, demanded not two thousand, 

not twenty thousand, but — "I need 200,000 heads," — openly, shamelessly. "Vive le Roi!" — 

cried the sans-culotte, and then severed the King's head. And that was not yet a tragedy. The 

tragedy began when the author of those words was not pulled down from that podium. On the 

contrary — he was hailed as a hero. Worse still — he is remembered to this day as one of the 

world's "great thinkers." That little creature, with his upside-down face and the stench of corpses 

clinging to him like perfume, today is the name of a street in the city where people were 

beheaded at his command. Yes — they added him to the pantheon of humanity's "exceptional 

ones." Generations are raised under his name. Had it not been for a fragile young girl, he would 

have gone on to demand two million heads. Do you remember that remarkable man — a young 

Jewish boy — who believed that humanity could be ennobled? He was willing to forgive all evil. 

And with that faith, he stood before the judgment of the Rameans. He said He was God. – He 

said He was the Son of God. – In both cases, He was telling the truth. An–al–Ḥaqq. What do 

you think human beings never forgive each other for? Love? Betrayal? Truth? Beauty? I don't 

know. But I do know this — Human beings nailed each other to crosses, Cut off noses, 

Castrated, Tore one another in half — And all of it before death. Slowly. Painfully. Dressed up as 

spectacle, Until the last breath escaped the body... In whose name? God's? Have you ever 

wondered Why humans turned their highest being Into a flag-bearer of blood and vengeance? 

Do they truly believe There is a shared border between themselves and God? And if, in their 

unawareness, They allowed such an illusion to take root — How could they possibly imagine 

That the border of God Ran through the bloody horizon of butchers? 
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