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Volume VII

Serhii Riabokliach (Loki)

PREFACE. THIS IS NOT MORALITY. THIS IS A WORKSHOP

If you believe that everything in your life is fine, you may close this book right now. You do not need it. Not because something is wrong with you. On the contrary: perhaps you truly live evenly, honestly, clearly, without inner cracks, without foreign nodes in your own circuit, without a lie that has to be propped up every day by another lie. If so, protect that state. Not everyone is so lucky. And even fewer people can say this about themselves honestly.

But if something moved somewhere inside you after these words, do not rush to be offended. It may not have been offense. It may have been diagnostics.

This book was not written to condemn, frighten, shame, or put anyone on their knees before someone else’s morality. There will be no heavenly office here, no queue for salvation, no list of sins, no sacred bookkeeping, and no kind uncle with a stamp saying: “forgiven, go on breaking the same thing.” This book is not a temple, not a court, and not a bedroom. It is a workshop.

And in a workshop, no one asks whether your car looks beautiful on the outside. They lift the hood and look at where the power goes, where it leaks, where it short-circuited, who cut the wiring, who connected a foreign circuit, why the brakes squeal, why the steering pulls to one side, and why the driver has spent years calling the malfunction “character,” “fate,” “love,” “freedom,” or “everyone lives this way.”

This book will not ask whether you are sinful. It will ask something else: what exactly passes through you? What have you accepted into yourself without even naming it? What do you pass on, thinking you are simply living? What foreign node has long become part of your reaction? What breakdown have you called yourself? What lie have you covered with a beautiful word, and who is really holding the steering wheel at the moment when you open your living circuit to another human being?

You may close this book and say: “Everything is fine with me.” The workshop drags no one by force. It does not run after the driver around the yard with a wrench, shouting: “Become aware immediately!” That would no longer be the Codex of Will, but a sect of auto mechanics with heightened anxiety. But there is one simple thing: if smoke is coming from under the hood, the inscription “everything is fine with me” on the windshield does not repair the engine.

And if the same pains, the same betrayals, the same escapes, the same dependencies, the same relationships with different faces, the same feeling of losing oneself after closeness, the same shame after what was called “just contact” keep repeating in a person’s life, then there is something in the circuit that is asking not for an excuse, but for diagnostics.

This book begins with a topic humanity either worships, vulgarizes, forbids, sells, or pretends means nothing special. Sexual contact. Not as a moral problem, not as a religious horror story, and not as an everyday adventure, but as a deep joining of two living Networks.

Because a human being is not a separate piece of body that accidentally met another piece of body. Behind a human being stands Lineage; Consciousness works within them; Soul passes through them; and Volia acts in them. Their boundaries do not end at the skin, and responsibility is not canceled by the phrase “it meant nothing.” The Network is not obliged to believe Ego. In sexual contact, not only cells, hormones, skin, and the nervous system participate. Body, Consciousness, subconscious, Ego, Lineage, Soul, Volia, boundary, and responsibility are also present there. And if all levels of the human being participate in contact, then traces may also remain on all levels.

A trace does not necessarily remain as DNA, a visible mark, or evidence that can be placed in a test tube, signed, and carried to a professor so he finally permits reality to exist. A trace may remain as a state, memory, reaction, fear, shame, or dependence. As a change of boundary, a foreign scenario, a new loop in Lineage, or a loss of clarity. As a need to return again and again to what supposedly “meant nothing.”

That is why this book will not ask who is guilty. Guilt looks backward and searches for someone to blame, while responsibility looks forward and repairs now. You saw the breakdown — stop. You stopped — diagnose. You diagnosed — repair. And if you do not repair, you pass it on. This is hard, but it is not cruelty. Cruelty is seeing that a breakdown is passing through you and continuing to pass it on because it is more convenient, because it is frightening, because “everyone lives this way,” “I am not guilty,” “I was taught this way,” or “I was hurt too.”

Perhaps the breakdown was not created by you, but passed on by ancestors. Perhaps it was brought in through someone else’s lie, fear, trauma, or hungry Consciousness that was looking for nourishment in your circuit. Perhaps you were not the first driver of this car. But if today you are the one who sees smoke coming from under the hood, then the question is no longer who once poured dirt into the tank first. The question is what you will do now.

This book does not promise easy reading. It will not stroke your head where a crack needs to be shown. It will not call a breakdown “experience” if that breakdown continues to break the next ones, and it will not cover a lie with the word “love.” It will not confuse Kohannia with dependence, endurance of everything, fear of loneliness, or the desire to appropriate another human being. But this book has not come to beat you either. It has come to switch on the light in the workshop.

Because a breakdown can be seen by Consciousness, named by Sincerity, stopped from being passed on by Volia, and repaired only by Kohannia. Not by the love of Ego, which endures, possesses, rescues, suffocates, justifies, and calls dependence sacredness. But by Kohannia, in which there are vision, boundary, honesty, Volia, responsibility, and readiness to repair instead of covering up.

Therefore, this book is not for those who want one more beautiful screen. It is for those who are ready to see the naked truth. Kohannia is not born from an order, shame, or a beautiful phrase. It can come only where Consciousness stops betraying itself. That is why the first work of this workshop is simpler and harsher: do not lie to yourself about yourself.

Not in order to be ashamed, not in order to condemn anyone, not in order to make the body guilty, but in order to return living contact to its real weight. Because the most dangerous lie does not begin where a person fell. It begins where the person fell, got up, brushed themselves off, and said: “Nothing happened.” And the Network silently remembered. That is why this book begins not with love. It begins with honesty. And deeper still, with Sincerity. Because honesty does not allow one to lie to another, while Sincerity does not allow one to lie to oneself.

And if this Sincerity returns Volia to Consciousness, then at last, in the living circuit, there appears a place for Kohannia.
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CHAPTER I. THE HUMMOCK OF MICROCHIMERISM
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In every swamp there is a first hummock, a first tussock. Not the most important one. Not the strongest one. Not the one on which you can build a house. But it is precisely this first hummock that allows you to take the first step and not immediately sink up to your neck in fog, fear, shame, habit, and someone else’s explanations.

For the seventh volume, that hummock became microchimerism.

The word is complex, almost laboratory-made. The kind of word that can conveniently frighten a normal person before they even understand what is being discussed. It sounds as if someone accidentally opened not the door to a workshop, but the door to a biological archive where people in white coats whisper among test tubes.

But if we remove the fog from this word, the essence is simple. Sometimes, in the body of one person, cells or genetic traces of another person may be found. Not as poetry, not as “energy for the sensitive,” and not as a campfire horror story, but as a material trace.

In women, male microchimerism has drawn particular attention: the presence of a male genetic trace where simple everyday logic cannot always quickly say, “Ah, well, that is clear; here is the reason.”

The simplest explanation is known: pregnancy with a male fetus. If a woman carried a boy, some fetal cells may remain in her body for a long time. This is not a miracle and not a punishment. It is one of those things the body does without our permission, without our beautiful theories, and without our “I did not agree to this.” The body does not ask Ego whether it is convenient for it to know the truth. The body simply works.

But then it becomes more interesting.

Researchers have found male microchimerism in women who had not given birth to sons. In scientific works, several possible sources of such a trace have been named: unknown or interrupted pregnancies, miscarriages, a vanished male twin, an older brother through maternal circulation, blood transfusion, and also the possibility of transfer through sexual contact. In an important work by Yan and coauthors, male microchimerism in women without sons was described as not rare, but the authors did not close the question of origin with one verdict; they directly left several possible sources open.

This is the place where we must be very precise. The Codex of Will does not say: “Science has finally proven that after every sexual contact someone else’s DNA remains in the body forever.” No. That would not be strength. That would be a cheap poster on a fence.

The Codex of Will does not need a cheap poster. It says something else: science has already seen material traces of a foreign male code where the origin cannot always be explained by one simple scheme. The sources are being discussed. Versions exist. There is no final verdict for all cases. But the very appearance of such a trace is already enough for an honest Consciousness to stop laughing at the question: “Does living contact truly leave nothing behind?”

Because there is a great difference between two phrases: “Everything has been proven” and “There is a trace; its origin must be diagnosed.”

The first phrase wants to win the argument quickly. The second opens the workshop. And we do not need victory in an argument. We need diagnostics. Here science behaves like an investigator who entered a room and saw footprints on the floor. He does not yet know who exactly passed through, when, through which door, and why. He still has no right to write a finished story in the report. But he no longer has the right to say: “The room is clean.”

So it is with microchimerism. The trace is not the whole book, not the whole mechanics, and not proof of everything the Codex of Will will speak about further. But the trace is a reason to stop.

You saw a trace — stop. You do not know the origin — diagnose. You cannot prove everything — do not lie that there is nothing.

This is where the difference begins between the old habit of Ego and the work of Consciousness. Ego loves two extremes. The first: “They have not proven everything to me, therefore I have the right to pretend there is nothing.” The second: “I grabbed one fact, and now I can beat everyone over the head with it.” Neither extreme is a workshop. The first is escape from diagnostics; the second is hysteria with a wrench.

Consciousness works differently. It sees the trace and does not rush either to worship it or to throw it away. It puts the car on the lift. Switches on the light. Looks at where exactly the circuit passes, where the boundary is, where the wire is, where the foreign node is, where one’s own lie is, where an old transmission of Lineage is, and where a fresh breakdown is. Where there is only road dust, and where there is already a crack in the frame.

Microchimerism in this book is exactly such a hummock. Not the foundation of a temple, not a flag for war, not permission to humiliate the body, and not a reason to place woman or man on the defendant’s bench again, pretending that we have finally found a new scientific stick for an old moral whip.

No. It is only the first visible trace on the ground. And then one must lift the head and see the main thing: sexual contact is not a small private event of the body. It is the joining of two Networks. And if even matter sometimes remembers contact, then why on earth has Consciousness decided that Lineage, Volia, boundary, memory, and the living MIZH remember nothing?

This question is unpleasant. That is why people try to talk it away quickly. Some say: “Do not dramatize, it is just physiology.” Others say: “It is sin, everything is clear, the topic is closed.” A third group says: “The main thing is that everyone feels good.” A fourth says nothing at all, because silence is convenient when silence allows one not to see the consequence.

But the Codex of Will follows none of these routes. It does not reduce living contact to physiology. It does not lock it inside a religious horror story. It does not cover it with psychological cotton wool. It does not pretend that the body’s consent automatically means the clarity of Consciousness.

Because in sexual contact, the body is not the only participant. Consciousness participates there, even if afterward it says that it “was not thinking.” The subconscious participates there, even if no one asked it aloud. Ego participates there, especially when it assures us that it definitely was not there. Lineage participates there, because no human being enters contact as an empty flash drive. Soul participates there, because a living body is not a dead object for mutual use. Volia participates there, even if it was given away, stolen, lulled to sleep, sold for attention, or hidden behind the phrase “it happened.” Boundary participates there, because without boundary there is neither touch, nor violation, nor responsibility. And responsibility participates there, not as punishment after the event, but as the very weight of the joining.

Therefore, the question is not whether Consciousness, Volia, boundary, and responsibility are present there. They are always present there. The question is different: who exactly governs the joining?

If awakened Consciousness governs, contact may become the birth of a living MIZH. If Kohannia governs, the joining may expand the Flow without destroying boundaries. If Ego governs, contact may become appropriation. If loneliness governs, another person may turn into a bandage for emptiness. If trauma governs, the body may repeat an old scenario and call it choice. If fear governs, contact may become a deal with one’s own weakness. If someone else’s Volia governs, this is no longer closeness, but capture of the circuit.

And here microchimerism moves into its proper place. It is no longer central. It has done its work: it gave the first hummock. Now the swamp can be seen.

Because the real topic of this volume is not whether foreign cells remain in the body. The real topic is deeper: what remains in the Network after a living joining?

What changes in the boundary? What enters Lineage? What passes into the memory of the body? What begins to repeat as a reaction? What does a person later call “my character,” although it may be a foreign node? What does a child later carry as an incomprehensible fear, not knowing through which contact this loop entered the Lineage? What does a couple later feel as loss of trust, even though no one has yet spoken a single accusation? What does Consciousness hide from itself because, if it sees it, it will have to stop?

That is why this book will not be built on the phrase: “Science has proven.” No. This book will be built on another formula: “The Network is not obliged to believe Ego that this meant nothing.”

Because Ego always wants to shrink the consequence down to a convenient size. It says: “It was accidental, long ago, without feelings. It changes nothing, it is just the body, it is my business, no one was harmed, I have the right, do not make an elephant out of a fly.”

But the Network does not listen to Ego’s advertising department. It works according to the fact of joining.

If the circuit was opened, something entered or exited. If the boundary was changed, it is no longer the same as it was. If Volia was given away, it is working somewhere. If a lie was brought into MIZH, MIZH will begin to rot, even if a flowerpot with the inscription “everything is fine with us” is placed on top. If Lineage touched Lineage, this cannot be declared a trifle after the fact.

Consciousness may not know all the mechanisms. But it has no right to lie that mechanisms do not exist only because living is easier that way.

This is where the seventh volume begins. Not with morality, condemnation, prohibition, or the desire to frighten. It begins with simple workshop honesty: if a trace is possible even in matter, then a trace in the living Network is even less something that can be written off as “nothing.”

Microchimerism is not a verdict. It is a hummock. But sometimes one hummock saves you from sinking into the swamp completely.
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CHAPTER II. WHO ENTERS CONTACT
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The greatest lie about intimate contact begins with one small word: “just.”

“It is just the body,” “it is just closeness,” “it is just an accident,” “just adults who agreed,” or “it simply meant nothing.” A human being loves the word “just” when they want to reduce the weight of what actually happened. “Just” is a small rug by Ego’s door. It is very convenient to sweep under it everything one does not want to carry into the workshop. But living contact does not become simple merely because Consciousness does not want to look at its mechanics.

If a driver does not understand how the gearbox works, this does not mean the car drives without one. If a person does not see the electrical wiring inside the wall, this does not mean the light turns on because of a good mood. If someone does not understand what exactly happens in living contact, this does not make the contact empty.

Only the body never enters intimate contact. The whole human being enters it. And the whole human being is body, Consciousness, subconscious, Ego, Lineage, Soul, Volia, boundary, and responsibility.

And if a person does not see even one of these levels, this does not mean that level does not participate. It only means that it participates without conscious supervision. And everything that participates without conscious supervision very quickly becomes a favorite path for Ego, fear, trauma, someone else’s Volia, or an old lineage scenario.

1. THE BODY

The first to
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