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  Prologue

The Breath Before the Vortex
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Hhhhh… I am tired.
Not the tiredness that comes after a long day.
Not the tiredness that sleep can cure,
or one that a quiet room can heal.

No!

I am tired of something far more exhausting:
I am tired of being awake.
I am tired of opening my eyes each morning
and finding the same old, tired world waiting,
with all its noise, all its certainty,
all its endless confidence that it knows — 
what it is doing.

I have tried — God knows I have tried.
I have walked among men
and attempted to become one of them.

I have laughed when they laughed.
I have nodded when they nodded.
I stood beneath their bright buildings
and pretended not to notice
that the foundations were trembling.

I have tried to forgive them —
for being satisfied.

That — may be my greatest failure!
Not hatred. Not cruelty.
Not some terrible darkness hidden within my soul.

No!

I simply could not understand 
how easily a man could surrender
the questions that make him human.

They — 
they wake, they work, they eat, they sleep.
And they call this life!

How peaceful it must be 
to never stand before yourself demanding explanation.
How fortunate, to pass through the world 
without constantly asking: 'Why?'

But I asked!

And once a man begins asking, 
he discovers that some doors do not close again.

I searched for meaning, I searched for order.
I searched for some beautiful arrangement
that would make all of this appear necessary.
But everywhere I looked, I found the same thing:
men enjoying themselves like cattle
until they forgot they were there just to breed.
And perhaps the worst part is this:
they are happy there.

Perhaps that is what I cannot forgive!
Not their weakness. Their peace.
I have dreamed of changing this city.

Yes, go ahead — laugh if you wish!

I have imagined a cleaner Petersburg.
A quieter one. A more reasonable one.
A city where people did not rush blindly
from one meaningless moment to the next.
A city where the streets, the buildings,
the air itself might finally reflect some order.

But the city refuses!
It continues. It breathes its smoke.
It fills its streets.
It carries on with its small ambitions
and its small 'pleasures.'
It doesn't care that I have found faults in it.
How arrogant of me to expect otherwise.
A man may spend years trying to save a world
that never asked to be saved.
Eventually, he becomes exhausted.

So I have reached my conclusion!

A simple one. A practical one.
Granted not poetic — but it has to do!
If I cannot exile Petersburg,
then I shall exile myself from him.
If I cannot cleanse the world,
then I shall remove myself from its dirt.

Let others have their comfort.
Let others have their answers.
Let others walk proudly
toward whatever tomorrow promises them.

I am finished arguing!
I am finished explaining!
I am finished standing at the door
of a house that has never invited me inside!

Tomorrow, I will go below. 
Not because anyone has forced me.
Not because I have been defeated.

No!
That would be too easy.
I go because I am tired.
And perhaps somewhere beneath the city,
beneath its streets, beneath its endless certainty,
there might be a place quiet enough
where a man may finally hear himself.

I am done with all this!








  
  Underground

The Self Exiled Madman Presents Himself
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 My liver is about to burst — 
no, not from pain, but from society;
from every polished smile that asked me 
to become a smoother stone.

They call it health when a man no longer 
argues with his cage.
They call it wisdom when he forgets 
the sound of his own chains.

Oh, how convenient it is to be 
just a man amongst men.
How peaceful, to wake up each morning 
and never have to ask 
that horrifying haunting question: why?

But I have asked it too often. 
And that is my crime.
Not cruelty. Not failure. 
Not some grand corruption of the soul.
Only the fact that I couldn’t stop looking.

I looked into the machine they confidently built,
the great clockwork of happiness, 
where every desire had its calculation,
every suffering its remedy, 
every human heart its proper equation.

And I laughed!

Not because I was wiser. God knows, I was not.
I laughed because somewhere inside me 
a small, ridiculous creature rose and whispered: 

'No!’

But let me tell you; that one-word ruins everything. 
For what is a man, if you remove his right to ruin himself?
What is freedom, if every road is already measured,
if every hunger is explained, if every rebellion is predicted
before the blood has even warmed?

Give me my madness!

Yes, give me that strange dignity
of choosing the thorn when you have offered me the rose.

For I have lived among your perfect answers
and found them colder than my questions.
I have watched men become reasonable
until nothing remained of them
but obedience, wearing a human face.

And I — I remained below. Not because I couldn't climb.
Because I knew too much about the hands that built the ladder.

They promise me a palace – A palace of glass,
where every man will know his place,
where hunger will be measured,
where sorrow will be treated
like a mechanical defect.
How beautiful.
How terrible.

For what shall I do then with the part of me 
that longs to break the machine?

What? 

Do not laugh!
You think this is childish?!
You think man could be grateful 
for a world without suffering?

Perhaps…

Perhaps you are right.
And that is the most unbearable thing:
that your reasoning may win the argument 
yet still lose the soul.
For indeed, I do not hate happiness.

No!

That would be too simple.
I hate the certainty: 
that happiness can be arranged, delivered,
placed gently into the hands of a creature as strange as man.

But you know?!  Man is not a piano key;
press the proper note, and expect harmony.
He is the storm that has taught him to wear a coat.
He is the wound that has mastered a language,
just to explain where and why it hurts.

Build your palace!

Build it from numbers. Build it from laws.
Build it from every beautiful theory that promises: 
tomorrow you’ll finally understand today.

But leave one small corner unfinished.
Leave one empty room
where a man may walk alone and whisper: 
‘I’m still here.’

Because, perhaps that is the whole point.
Not happiness. Not perfection. Not peace.
But the terrible privilege of being 
the one creature in creation
who can look upon his own salvation 
yet deliberately turn away.

You think this sounds monstrous?

Good!

Let it sound monstrous! Let it scream!
The age of reason has forgotten
that monsters are often born
not from darkness,
but from exposure to light.

And I remain beneath the city, 
beneath the streets,
beneath the neat architecture 
of every comforting answer.

I have made my home here.
The walls are damp; the air is thin, 
but silence knows my name.
At least here, in this buried kingdom, 
nothing lies to me…..

Not even myself!








  
  The King of Mice  

Of Mice and Bulls
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Do not imagine that I am innocent.
I know that look. I know the easy judgment.
‘Poor man — you say — life has wounded him.’
No! Do not grant me that comfort!

Life struck me once but I returned a thousand blows.
Others suffer and move forward.
I suffered and built a cenotaph out of it.

I preserved every insult, like a precious relic.
I kept every humiliation, wrapped carefully in my heart,
afraid that time might steal it 
before I had finished understanding it.

What strange creatures we are.
We forget happiness quickly.
Yet we remember the pain forever.

A kindness passes through us like sunlight through glass.
But a wound — a wound we polish.
A wound we place beside the bed and greet each morning:
Like an old friend. Do you know why?
Because suffering proves something.

It proves that we exist!

It proves that we‘re not merely numbers 
passing through the world,
not merely a body performing its duties.
Not merely another obedient shadow 
walking toward the same grave.

My misery was mine. Mine alone.
And what greater possession does a man have
than the one thing no one else can take from him?

Even my despair I guarded jealously.
How absurd! 
How magnificent!

Man would rather be miserable by his own will
than happy by someone else's formula.

There lies my crime. There lies my pride.
I did not escape the prison. I decorated it.

I hung memories upon the walls.
I carved my name into the stone.
I taught the darkness my own language.

And when, at last, the door opened—
when the world outside called softly,
I looked back.

Not because I loved the chains.
But because I had become the only man
who understood them.

There are men who strike.
They see the wall; they raise the fist.
They break either the wall or their own hand.
Like bulls! Simple, beautiful and almost poetic.

But I — I am the creature who examines the stone
until he discovers the history of the dust.
I do not break the wall. I study it.

I ask who placed it there,
what hands carried the bricks,
what childhood fears shaped its mortar.
What forgotten ancestor first taught the world 
to build its prisons.

And while I am asking—
the years pass, the fist grows old.
Whilst the door remains intact.

They call this intelligence.
It may be so.
But perhaps it is only a disease
with a more respectable name.

A man needs only a little consciousness 
to become unhappy.
Give him too much —
and he becomes a stranger to his own life.
He reaches for bread and wonders about hunger.
He reaches for love and wonders about desire.

Everything is spoiled by the question behind the question.

Why? Why? Why?

Only a beast; just lives.
A man understands that he is living.
And somewhere between the two lies the entire tragedy.
I have envied the ordinary man.

Yes!

I have looked upon his careless laughter
with something close to hatred.

How freely he walks.
How peacefully he sleeps.
He does not hear the machinery beneath the floor.
He does not feel the worms already waiting in the earth.

Blessed ignorance!
Blessed animal certainty!

But do not mistake me.
I would never trade places with him.

No!

Even my suffering has become precious.
Even my chains have become a proof
that I possess a soul capable of feeling them.

That is the joke.
That is the horror.

A man may become so attached to his own misery
that any happiness feels like a betrayal.

So here I sit.
A mouse beneath the world.
Small; forgotten, ridiculous.
But aware.
Always aware.

And perhaps that is the cruellest punishment to a man:
not that he cannot escape,
but that he can see the exit —
yet move not towards it!
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