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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This book is part of the authorial philosophical-metaphorical system Codex of Will. In it, the concepts of “spirituality,” “the Holy Spirit,” “the Network of Life,” “the Soul,” “Consciousness,” “Lineage,” “Volia,” and other similar images are considered not as subjects of theological interpretation, religious doctrine, or scientific proof, but as elements of the authorial model for understanding living connection, boundary, interaction, responsibility, and the inner architecture of the human being.

This text is not a religious, anti-religious, medical, psychological, therapeutic, legal, political, financial, or any other practical instruction. It does not call on the reader to make life decisions based on belief in the authorial model, does not offer a ready-made doctrine, does not replace consultation with qualified professionals, and does not claim the status of academic theological, linguistic, or scientific research.

Everything that follows should be read as a philosophical exploration, a metaphorical map, and the author’s attempt to describe the Network of Life in the language of his own system. The reader is responsible for their own understanding of this text, their own conclusions, decisions, and actions. This book does not ask for belief. It proposes looking.

FOREWORD. THE KALEIDOSCOPE THAT NEVER STOPPED BEING A WONDER

A child’s kaleidoscope is built with astonishing simplicity: a cardboard tube, three mirrors, a handful of colored glass pieces, light, and the movement of a hand. That is all.

Almost every person, at least once in childhood, wanted to take that magical device apart. Some actually did. And perhaps many of them felt a strange disappointment afterward. Because inside there was no fairy, no tiny wizard, no hidden star, and no secret mechanism that was supposed to explain why such strange, bright, almost endless patterns suddenly appeared inside that cheap cardboard tube.

There was ordinary mechanics inside. And to a child it might have seemed that the magic had vanished. But that is not quite true. It was not magic that vanished. It was naïveté.

Because the true wonder of the kaleidoscope is not that some fairy-tale creature is hidden inside it, but that several simple parts — mirrors, pieces of glass, light, and movement — are capable of creating patterns that seem infinite. In other words, the magic was not a lie. It simply turned out to be mechanics.

That is why this book is called Network of Life. Kaleidoscope of Living Connection. I begin with the kaleidoscope because perhaps the same thing has happened to many of humanity’s great words. We looked into them, saw wonder, were afraid to take them apart, worshiped them, fought over them, built temples, dogmas, schools, parties, sects, states, and entire systems of control around them. And then we forgot the simplest thing: if something truly works, its mechanics does not humiliate its sacredness. On the contrary. It finally allows us to stop lying to ourselves about what exactly we are seeing.

This book does not try to draw what does not need a drawing. It does not sit God on a cloud, does not give Him a beard, a passport, a position, a temperament, a seal, office hours, or a secretary at the door. I am not interested in that.

More than that, it seems to me that precisely such attempts are often the real humiliation of the sacred. Because when living infinity is turned into a boss from the heavenly administration, that is no longer faith. That is bureaucracy with a halo painted onto it.

For me, God is not a person in the human sense, not an old man above the world, not a king over slaves, and not an external commander to whom one must submit a report on moral conduct. In my understanding, there is the One “Everything” and the One “Everyone.” Not only “everything” as space, matter, energy, field, and life, but also “everyone” as the multitude of living nodes through which this One sees, hears, feels, makes mistakes, corrects itself, interacts, remembers, and comes to know Itself.

Therefore, when in this book I touch the images of spirituality, the Holy Spirit, the living “between,” and the invisible interaction between the parts of the Whole, I am not conducting a theological dispute and I am not trying to evaluate the reader’s faith. I am not destroying sacredness, breaking faith, or laughing at what people for thousands of years have felt as a living presence between themselves, above themselves, within themselves, and beyond themselves.

I simply do not want to leave these words in fog. Because fog is very convenient for those who want to issue permits for sacredness. And I do not believe in permits for sacredness. I believe in mechanics.

If a kaleidoscope is beautiful, its disassembled body does not make it worthless. On the contrary. When you see that all this beauty was born from simple things — mirrors, boundaries, light, pieces of glass, and movement — the wonder does not become smaller. It becomes more honest.

The same is true here.

Perhaps what people tried to call Spirit can be seen not only as a separate image of faith, but also as a name for the living movement between the parts of one Whole. For that ME RE ZHA in which boundaries do not only separate, but also allow touch. For that invisible “between” where one thing sees another, is reflected in it, changes the angle of view — and suddenly, from two parts, a third is born: interaction.

Because in life, 1 + 1 is not two. Two already existed. One exists, the other exists, but when they met, a third appeared: connection, tension, attraction, response, responsibility, a new pattern. And that pattern no longer belongs to either of them separately. It was born between.

This is where the Network of Life begins.

A human being is not a separate brick in emptiness. A human being is a node, a living node, through which body, Soul, Consciousness, Lineage, memory, pain, action, choice, fear, Volia, inheritance, experience, language, Kohannia, lie, Sincerity, mistake, and the ability to change the angle of view all pass.

A human being is a ME RE ZHA that has its own ME ZHI.

And these boundaries do not end with the skin. The skin is only the boundary of the body. There is also the boundary of knowledge: what do I know? The boundary of ability: what can I do? The boundary of vision: what am I capable of seeing without self-deception? The boundary of endurance: what can I withstand without fleeing into a lie? The boundary of Volia: where am I still acting myself, and where have I already handed the steering wheel to another? The boundary of responsibility: where can I still honestly say, “this is my action”?

And there is the boundary of the angle of view.

Because when I say “my point of view,” I do not mean a concrete post to which my opinion has been nailed. It would be more precise to say: my angle of view. Right now I am looking from here, but I am not obliged to stand in this place forever. I can turn the kaleidoscope, and then the same pieces of glass will form another pattern. Not because reality lied, but because the angle of interaction changed.

Perhaps this is also how the plan of the First Cause works.

We often ask: does God work according to a plan? Probably, yes. But perhaps we imagine a plan too humanly — as if it were a dead blueprint approved in advance, as if someone once sat down at a heavenly desk, spread out documents, stamped them, and now everything must be executed without change.

But the living does not work that way.

We ourselves constantly change our plans. Not because all our plans are bad, but because the angle of view changes: a new boundary appears, a new interaction, a new pain, a new truth, a new mistake, or a new possibility.

If the First Cause comes to know Itself through everything living, then Its plan cannot be dead either. It must be living. Not chaotic, but living — like a kaleidoscope.

When a child turns the tube, the pattern changes, and no one says that the kaleidoscope has betrayed its plan. On the contrary, that was precisely its plan: to allow simple parts to combine into countless unrepeatable patterns.

Perhaps the Network of Life works in the same way.

Perhaps we are not “broken,” but are sometimes taken apart down to the mechanics so we can see where we are real and where we are only an old glue-job of fear, habit, someone else’s command, and our own lie.

Because if we speak sincerely, most often we break ourselves: we cling to what is dead, call a cage stability, call fear wisdom, give our Volia to whoever promises to decide for us, create idols for ourselves, and then wonder why our Flow has begun to whirl around someone else’s center.

But where the Flow whirls around an idol, what is born is not sacredness, but a parasite. And it does not matter what it is called: leader, party, prophet, teacher, savior, state, nation, money, fear, resentment, idea, or even “God,” if a person uses that word to cover their own refusal of Volia.

An idol is anyone or anything around which you deliberately twist your Flow and stop seeing your own source.

That is why “do not make yourself an idol” is not merely a religious prohibition. It is a technical warning: do not place someone else’s center in place of your own, and do not give your Volia to anyone.

Seek those who do not demand your obedience, those beside whom your Volia does not shrink, but expands. Seek those with whom Volias can be joined without losing yourself. Because the joining of Volias is not a crowd around one center. It is a field, a Network, a Living Order. It is the state in which one plus one becomes three, because between two Sovereigns a shared Flow is born, and it belongs to neither of them separately.

It is the third: interaction. A new pattern.

Perhaps this is what people tried to call Spirit. Not a command, not a person, not an idol, and not a fog for the initiated, but the living passage through the “between.” That which allows the parts of the One to recognize one another without consuming one another. That which connects without subordination and expands the Flow instead of twisting it around a parasite.

That which cannot be locked in the cage of dogma, but can be seen in motion: in a child’s kaleidoscope, in Kohannia, in honest action, in shared work, in a community that stops waiting for permission, in a person who stops lying to themselves about themselves, and in the moment when you suddenly see the thread — and can no longer honestly say it is not there.

This book is not about taking sacredness away from the world. On the contrary. It is about seeing that sacredness does not disappear when we understand the mechanics. Sometimes only then does it become real for the first time. Because a kaleidoscope does not stop being a wonder after it is taken apart. It simply stops being a deception. And that is far more interesting.

TECHNICAL WARNING: ENGINEERING OF MEANINGS

Before we move further, an important clarification must be made for the reader’s inner Skeptic.

This book uses an unusual authorial method of looking at Ukrainian words through the semantic images of Chinese characters. This is not classical linguistics. I am not claiming that the Ukrainian and Chinese languages are historical relatives, and I am not proving the origin of Ukrainian words through Chinese writing.

I am doing something else: I am working with the engineering of meanings and the physics of sound.

A human being is a biological machine. Our speech apparatuses are built in similar ways. When we pronounce a certain sound, we launch not only a conventional sign, but also a specific physical vibration: with the lips, tongue, throat, breathing, bodily tension, and the rhythm of attention. Sound is not only a “letter.” Sound is an action that has form, direction, pressure, and leaves a trace in the body and in Consciousness.

Chinese writing is interesting because many of its signs have preserved not only a sound structure, but also an image structure. A character often works as a small blueprint of meaning: not merely a letter, but a scheme, a sign, a node, an image, a direction of action.

That is why I use characters not as religious truth and not as proof of the historical origin of words, but as an engineering instrument: as an X-ray image, as a part from another mechanism, or as a magnifying glass through which the hidden mechanics of a word can be seen.

We act as Architects. If a part from another mechanism — a character — fits precisely into our engine of the Ukrainian word, resonates with the sound, opens a hidden meaning, and makes the construction work more clearly, we use that part. But we do not pray to instruments, do not worship characters, and do not turn them into a new shrine. We build Understanding from them.

We never draw a target around the place where the bullet happened to land. We pay attention to something else — the astonishing ricochet. Sometimes a word, a sound, an image, and a sign, which officially should not be relatives, suddenly strike one another so precisely that they reveal the mechanics of a phenomenon better than long explanations.

In previous volumes, one such ricochet for us was TE-CHI-YA — a word in which the simple movement of water opened as the Inner Force of Energy manifesting itself in form.

In this book, other words become such ricochets: ME ZHA, ME RE ZHA, ZHY-T-TIA, ANGLE OF VIEW, RELATIONS, FLOW, VOLIA.

We will take them apart not to play with beautiful coincidences, but to see how a word works in the Network of Life. Because this book is not about proving that “it has always been this way.” It is about seeing how, right now, through the word, the mechanics of living interaction can be opened.

And the first such word will be: ME ZHA. Because without a boundary there is no touch. And without touch there is no Network.

NETWORK OF LIFE.
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CHAPTER I. ME ZHA AND ME RE ZHA
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A boundary is not the place where you end. A boundary is the place where, for the first time, you can touch another without disappearing yourself. That is why a boundary is not an enemy, not a wall, not a fence, and not the final “you may go no further.” A boundary is far more interesting: it is a place of tension, touch, transition, where one thing still remains itself, but can no longer pretend that the other does not exist.

A human being very often confuses a boundary with a prohibition. It seems to them that if there is a boundary, then someone has limited them, refused to let them through, and placed a wall in front of them. But a living boundary works differently. Skin is the boundary of the body, but it does not only separate. It also feels, lets warmth pass, reacts to pain, and allows an embrace. It says: “here I am, and there I am no longer.” And precisely because of this, the “not-I” can become visible to me.

If a human being had no boundary of the body, they would not be able to touch the world. If Consciousness had no boundary of attention, it would not be able to see anything. If Volia had no boundary of action, it could not become responsibility. Therefore, a boundary is not an ending, but a condition of interaction. Without a boundary there can be no touch; without touch, no relations; and without relations, no Network. Without the Network, life remains a set of scattered fragments that do not yet know they can come together into a pattern.

1. WHY A BOUNDARY IS NOT A DOOR

Here it is important not to hurry. A boundary should not be reduced to a door, because a door is only one polite version of transition, and life is not always polite. A human being does not always come “out of themselves” through a door. Sometimes they come out through a crack, pain, exhaustion, Kohannia, fear, or through a word that suddenly strikes the place where for years they did not want to see the truth. Sometimes through silence that can no longer be held inside. Sometimes the “I” does not open. Sometimes it leaks.

That is why the door metaphor is less important than ME ZHA. Because a boundary is any place where one thing touches another and can no longer remain absolutely the same. A boundary can be skin, a gaze, a question, pain, shame, joy, Kohannia, death, the first breath. It can be the moment when you suddenly see the thread — and can no longer honestly say it is not there.

In previous volumes, we have already separated Soul, Consciousness, and body: the Soul gives possibility and nourishment, Consciousness forms choice and route, and the body shows price and consequence. But now we must see one more thing: all of them have boundaries. The Soul has the boundary of passage, Consciousness has the boundary of vision, the body has the boundary of form, Lineage has the boundary of memory, and Volia has the boundary of responsibility. And precisely where these boundaries touch, what is born is not merely a “human being,” but a living system. In other words, the human being is not one thing; the human being is a Network that has its own boundaries.

2. TAKING APART THE WORD ME ZHA

Now let us look at the word itself. We are not claiming this is academic etymology, and we are not proving the historical origin of a Ukrainian word through Chinese signs. We are working as engineers of meanings: we are interested in how sound, sign, and image can open hidden mechanics.

ME — 么 / 麼 — “me”

Sound: “me.” Direct meaning: a functional particle, a small element of language, a sign which by itself is not a large object, but helps build connection inside an expression. In our formula, ME is a small node of presence. Not yet a whole, not yet a completed form, but no longer emptiness. It is like a tiny “is” — a point that has not yet become a world, but can already enter into connection.

ME is a particle that demands almost nothing by itself, but without it the sentence does not come together. In the Network of Life it is the same: the smallest node — one human being, one action, one glance, one impulse, one “yes” or “no” — may seem insignificant, but it is precisely from such small nodes that the Network begins.

ZHA — 扎 — “zhā”

Sound: “zhā.” This is not the perfect Ukrainian “zha” — the Chinese “zhā” has a harder beginning, closer to “dzha” or “jha” — but for our acoustic-semantic ricochet it is important precisely through its action. Direct meaning: to prick, thrust in, pierce, stitch through, fasten, bind.

In our formula, ZHA is not a dead boundary, but a point of stitching-through. A place where one thing enters another, where connection is no longer merely possible, but begins to fasten itself. Therefore, in our disassembly, ME ZHA is not a wall, not a prohibition, and not “you may go no further.” ME ZHA is a small node in which the stitching of one thing with another takes place.

Or more simply: ME ZHA is the place where a particle of presence touches another presence and the possibility of connection arises between them.

This is why a boundary is so important. It does not only separate; it stitches through. It says not only “this is me, and this is not me,” but also allows: “I can touch the not-me without destroying myself and without consuming the other.” Without a boundary there would be no personality, no Kohannia, no responsibility, no action, no Lineage, and no Network. Because total fusion without a boundary is not Kohannia, but dissolution. And absolute isolation without touch is not sovereignty, but a dead capsule. The living exists between these extremes: it has a boundary, and through that boundary it enters into interaction.

3. ME RE ZHA

Now another sound appears between ME and ZHA — RE. And the word changes: ME ZHA becomes ME RE ZHA. In other words, the boundary stops being a single place of touch and enters a system of many touches.

RE — 热 / 熱 — “rè”

Sound: “rè.” The Chinese “r” is not our Ukrainian “r,” but acoustically it is close enough to work as a ricochet. Direct meaning: hot, warmth, heat, heating, the energy of heat. In our formula, RE is the warmth of interaction. Not merely physical temperature, but the living heating of connection — what appears when one node no longer lies separately, but enters a field with others.

Because every real interaction warms the system: sometimes gently, sometimes painfully, toward light or toward fire. But if there is no heating at all, no tension, no response, no change — there is no living contact there. There is either dead distance or cold imitation.

Therefore: ME — 么 / 麼 — “me” means a small node, a particle of presence. RE — 热 / 熱 — “rè” means warmth, energy, the heating of interaction. ZHA — 扎 — “zhā” means stitching-through, entry, fastening of connection.

And then: ME RE ZHA is the warm stitching of nodes through boundaries.

Or even more precisely: ME RE ZHA is a living system of boundaries in which separate nodes are warmed by interaction and stitched into a shared pattern.

This is why a Network is not merely “many connections.” A web, bureaucracy, corruption, a sect, or a parasitic system can also have many connections, but that is still not the Network of Life. A living Network
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