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A second! The motion of surgical scissors—the doctor cut the umbilical cord: for a few moments he pondered who exactly had entered this world today—who is this person?.. but even more important is who he will become! After all, both Jesus and Hitler also had their cords cut in this world—yet who could have guessed what they would mean for human history? But is it even possible to foresee, in the moment you sever a newborn’s cord, whether he will become the greatest criminal, the heir to God’s throne, a shepherd or a president? One second! A second that changes not only the life of humanity but the entire world—a second which those unable to see will never give proper attention to: yet it is precisely such seconds that give birth to new religions, like Christianity or Nazism—each nation and each era having its own... At that very moment when the doctor cuts the newborn’s cord, he, as a kind of sacred augur, marks the beginning of the infant’s days which, truth be told, are already numbered from that sacred instant—every one born shall die, without exception: the ouroboros closes... but what will the human being do, what will he accomplish between the first and last moment of his life? Perhaps he will become a figure of global scale, or a person of local importance—will he dissolve into the crowd or become the dissolver of crowds? The first fate is no better than the second, for both are doomed to suffer: some because they see too much, others because they are blind. Alone, this newborn will no doubt feel himself an individual and a person, but as soon as he plunges into the chaotic harmony of society, this colorful wash of thoughts and feelings, this bottomless Danaid's barrel of humanity, he will realize—or perhaps not—that he is merely an atom, a cell in the living organism of a collective of persons who, once united, paradoxically cease to be persons at all. Who is this man? Artist, writer, sculptor? Genius, talent, nothingness, madman? What will society make of him? What will he make of society? Does society even need him? Did he come into this world by someone's will or due to a random conjunction of circumstances? Is he needed by this world? Did he arrive on time? Not too early? Will his contemporaries understand him? Will he be too simple for posterity? Where will the current of history carry him? To the stage? Or behind the curtains? What goals will he have in this life and in this world? When will he become “good” or “evil” by the standards of this universe? Or perhaps he will become someone who exists outside of these categories—beyond “good” and “evil”? Someone who destroys them... Who will he be? A general or a soldier? One who counts people as numbers, or one of those numbers himself? What will he feel? What thoughts will arise in him? What is his fate? Is it decided in the moment I cut the cord, or will life shape him, dashing his delicate physical and metaphysical flesh against the rocks? Might he become a tyrant? One who drowns hundreds of thousands in blood just to hold a little longer the reins of ephemeral power? What if he was born for this very purpose—to fill the gaps of history with new blood from his land... until the enemies of his state can finally enter the place they so feverishly desire? And will he not, while hourly calling himself a “hero” and a “savior of the nation,” and daily convincing his entrusted people of this, in fact be their greatest traitor? Or perhaps his goal will be the Nobel Prize? Then I pity him, for the Nobel Prize is a reward given by people—often politically biased—to other people deemed fitting, convenient: but if he is beyond races and forms, beyond time and space, united with eternity, then all this will amuse him, just as a grown man is amused by children playing in the sandbox building ethereal and ephemeral castles... If his goal is to create a concept, to become part of eternity, he will understand that the Nobel Prize judges people of an era and the works of an era—but he who is beyond forms and epochs, who is eternal... he will leave human judgment to humans, and his deed shall be judged by the Most High... If he turns out to be a man of creation, he will come to understand that the hardest part lies not in beginning a concept, but in finishing it—for at the beginning he will have countless plots, ideas, strength, and motivation, but near the end, it will grow ever more burdensome: if he remains faithful to himself, to his destiny and the Divine, then he shall be saved... not by talent, mastery, or inspiration, but by ruthless and iron discipline, where there is no place for weakness, laziness, or temptation. And so those who claim that his concept is nearly finished will have no idea how far it still is—it's easy to observe from the outside the daily birth of novellas, which naturally creates the illusion of ease, but far harder is to grasp why they are born day after day and what force drives the mechanism that holds the hand that spills ink of this or that hue upon the whiteness of parchment... And perhaps he will be one of those who tells our world that within each of us dwell several personalities, which manifest themselves differently depending on time and circumstance? One of those personalities is fundamental, the base one, to which we always return in difficult moments and upon which, unconsciously, we build all the others: this is our native hearth, our fortress, to which we return whenever life is hard—this is our refuge that grants us confidence in tomorrow... However, no matter how it turns out, one thing I know for sure: like all before him and all who will come after, he will declare that he lived and existed at the junction of eras, times, and centuries—undoubtedly in the metaphysical sense—and that his time was the most difficult, significant, and exceptional in human history, like the climax, the highest flare of a fire’s life, when sparks scatter in all directions with the same arrogance as “true” patriots fleeing their homeland when war enters their homes!... Striving in mind and soul for absolute uniqueness, he may never even realize that a hundred years after him, as well as a hundred years before him, people will live, die, think, feel, love, and hate—each in their own way, in line with the spirit of their time and epoch: this is a closed ouroboros with no escape—in this world you must pass through physical and metaphysical cycles in all possible forms, and so, being human at this moment, you must enjoy the possibilities and facets of this form... Perhaps tomorrow you will be a stone or a flower, a distant star or a tiny atom—your life will be no less rich than now, but that richness will express itself in other variations: ones that the human mind can never comprehend, for it is incapable of fully grasping the metaphysical life and nature of a stone, a flower, or a bee—even when you imagine yourself a bee and trace its entire physical life cycle from beginning to end, you will never know what it feels, what it thinks, or what it follows... its metaphysical essence! Who will this man be? Perhaps one who doubts everything, and thus hears voices everywhere—even where there are none? Will he be able to see in this world? Will he learn to truly see it? Will he become a pawn or a king? Yes, even to be a pawn in this world, as with a king, one must become so—for both the beginning and the end of life are tabula rasa... Whoever he becomes, in these moments, in this very second, as I cut his cord and disconnect him from all that was before, giving him a future, there is nothing I wish more than for him to embody the divine purpose of this form—to be himself, to feel and think in his own way... to regret nothing ever, while committing great deeds and silently surrendering to inaction.
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A second! A man’s hand hovered for a second above the large red button—the pressing of which initiates a process that would launch a nuclear missile, and therefore begin a nuclear war... it is highly probable that it would annihilate nearly all of humanity, perhaps even Earth itself. For a few moments, this extremely ambitious and prideful man reflected on the consequences that could follow from the mere pressing of this bright scarlet button—scarlet like human blood... A second! What would truly happen if he actually pressed it—not in thought, but in reality? But is this not exactly why all human bombs, mines, and missiles are created—to explode? Does it really matter how, when, or where it happens? If man created it, then without a doubt he will use it—there’s no question! So then... does this mean the purpose of man is to kill another man, if that is his nature? An order! The homeland, through its authorized representatives, commands me to destroy half of Earth’s population—but is it truly the homeland calling me to this, or specific individuals? One cannot insult the homeland, for it is an ethereal and ephemeral notion signifying nothing; yet people can be insulted. Nuclear bombs are not created by the will of peasants, bankers, or merchants—but by the whim of more vain and ambitious men, allegedly for the protection of the former. A rational man, who desires nothing more than peace and well-being throughout the life allotted to him by the Almighty, has no enemies—nothing to divide with others; and if disagreements arise, he resolves them through dialogue, treaties, and agreements. He lives not for profit and gain, but for creation—for he is the earthly likeness of his Heavenly Creator... But on the other hand, if all this occurs, then God permits it—for our world is not governed solely by light and day: it is composed equally of night and shadow—destruction and chaos are just as necessary as creation and harmony... If the shell of an egg never broke, we’d never see a single chick—thus, destruction and creation are foundational principles instilled by nature itself. Just as this world contains creation and destruction, tides and ebbs, light and shadow, day and night, so too does it contain both aggressive and peace-loving states—there is no equality among men, and therefore none among nations: one will always wish to take from another what it possesses. In human terms, this is called “theft,” blatant plundering: and to avoid such outcomes, some—more intellectually capable, yet physically weaker—decided to invent effective means of defense and deterrence. But is nuclear weaponry truly a sufficient guarantee of state security? If incompetents come to power, it becomes an even greater threat to the very essence of that state—there is nothing more terrifying than a madman with a weapon of global destruction... A second! The press of a button could entirely alter the history of this planet, perhaps even erase it—yes, we are all mortal and will sooner or later hear the breath of fate beside us, yet how bitter it is to perish because of the ambition and vanity of a few deranged men. It is they who placed such an order before me! They play politics for amusement, but I would bear all the guilt for the extermination of hundreds of millions—entertainment for them, safe in their bunkers, but eternal torment for me, who pressed the fateful button... But is the issue truly the nuclear weapon? If it had never existed, the button would launch chemical or biological arms—what difference would it make? The issue is not the weapon’s type, but man’s very nature—he constantly seeks war, usually not with his own hands but by provoking others like himself, and then, like a spectator, enjoys the spectacle he himself has produced... and thus I understand that the most terrifying weapon in our world—is man himself! For if you control man, you control all weapons he has made, and those he might make... A second! This world is not so simple—it is immensely complex, containing a specific architecture: for some states, disarmament equals disappearance—and thus, in today’s reality, disarmament is not a solution. So where is salvation? When humanity ceases dividing itself by race, religion, gender, and other attributes, it will be closer than ever to the truth—for it is not form that defines being, but essence... When we become a single stream, ripened and metaphysically enlightened, we will realize that there is nothing to divide—for we all come from the same source of life and shall return to the same source of death... A second! It is within my power to destroy millions of lives—to become a hero to some, a criminal to others... but who would I be to myself? Who would I be before the Almighty? Who am I? That alone determines whether I press the button or not—that is the depth of my possible action or inaction... Could I truly be mad enough to, in a second, press this button and destroy what has been created over centuries and millennia—who am I to make such global, universal decisions? My life, like every life on Earth, is unique—who am I to take from others what I did not give? That which generations have built—Colosseum, Great Wall, Pantheon, Machu Picchu, Sydney Opera House—who am I to destroy it all? Millions have labored to create, so that I, an otherwise unremarkable man, might destroy it all in one second, with one press, erasing the physical and metaphysical achievements of civilization... And the greatest paradox is that it’s all allegedly done for the sake of civilization, humanity, nations and governments... No sane person on this planet supports war, no matter the ideological mask it wears—our consciousness was given for creation, not destruction; the human instinct calls us to reproduce, not to reduce... Do languages no longer exist, that people have forgotten how to speak and agree, to compromise, instead of needlessly sacrificing countless lives... or perhaps even all of civilization itself! A second! What will happen if I do press this button? A vast portion of Earth’s population will perish, much that was made by human hands will collapse—but not all! Much will remain... people, structures. Over a few scraps of land, the governments of this world are trying to pit us—Earth’s people—against each other as enemies. Is the planet not vast enough to hold all ideas, opinions, feelings, and thoughts? Why must one view seek to enslave another and dominate? Hundreds of natural disasters happen and yet Earth holds firm—so how is a nuclear strike better or worse? Governments believe they will not destroy Earth, but merely "cleanse" it—what do I believe? I have children and a family myself... This world has rotted—materialism reigns, and nowhere can the truly metaphysical be found. Is there another script for us? Can we rewrite the one we follow... nuclear war... we have earned it—we, humanity, have steadily and deliberately moved toward it, without making a single mistake in that direction... It was not God or the devil who made the world and society as it is—it was us! We are now our own judges—it matters not who strikes first, for others will follow... But even without nuclear arms, are there not already enough threats to mankind, natural and environmental? If man was wise enough to create the bomb, can he not also find the wisdom to destroy it before it destroys him?... A second! How much depends on it—life or death of the entire world!
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A second! One word—one second! He offended me with a word—it happened in a single second: shuld I respond to him, or should I forgive him? One second that determines everything, for the variations of its consequences are infinite—from revenge to forgiveness. Did he, succumbing to emotion, think of these consequences? Most likely not—yet this one second directly determines the course of his life! In a second, he could have gained a friend but instead earned an enemy! What should I do? Forgive him—or does he deserve merciless revenge? Religion and the Almighty compel us to forgive, claiming it is right and good, for in the moment of forgiveness the heavy burden, the weight, the cross instantly falls from the soul... but on the other hand, does not forgiveness invite even greater sin into this world? Perhaps, feeling unpunished and untouched by responsibility, he will commit a similar sin again—or worse, a far more grievous one... What if this single insult, without the proper consequence, evolves into habitual mockery, and all this will be upon the conscience of those who first forgave the offender... Is forgiveness not the encouragement of sin? Punishment must always follow the offense—not cruel and harsh, but fair and proportionate to the social danger it poses: patience alone only worsens the situation—a virtuous and faithful man, sincerely obeying... no, not biblical law, but the will of the Almighty!... in such cases becomes a sort of punching bag, like clay to be molded by any kind of blow, in strength or in number... A second! And such seconds give rise to the vilest criminals and their deeds—in a second, one can insult in school, at university, at work, but can the damage be erased in a second? Metaphysically wounded, though not visibly, such a person may devote their life to revenge on those who, in a second of glee, joy, or passion—perhaps even unintentionally—caused harm: where is the line between forgiveness and the duty to repay one's offender? Does not self-respect dissolve alongside patience and forgiveness? It turns out that by forgiving, you agree with the act, and thus in part thank them for it, for agreement contains a sliver of gratitude—past, present, or future... By punishing, responding, avenging, you do not guarantee protection from future offenses, but next time, before saying or doing something—deliberately or not—he will think of the consequences... Words about following the commandments always sound different when one is not being insulted, harmed, or maimed—few people truly follow all commandments, especially when their natural rights are radically infringed: most people seek protection—and they are right. Human society is such that if you don’t defend yourself, your essence, your boundaries—you cannot exist here without wounds—physical or metaphysical... These are all beautiful words and slogans—“forgiveness,” “virtue”... words that urge us to forgive and love demons, those who do evil—words that serve evil, cloaked in the masks of good! Did the Almighty forgive Lucifer? Why then was Lucifer cast out of Eden, if forgiveness is the rightful answer to offense? Such questions are uncomfortable for priests and demagogues—those incapable of true sight and who will never learn it: forgiveness is the road to hell, the sweet song of Lucifer, the gentle voice of the devil, spreading his influence and vices... often, or rather usually, that voice appears in female form! A second! How should I react to the insult? The answer is simple—it depends, because each case is unique: sometimes forgive, and sometimes—avenge! It all depends only on you and on the transformation you’re undergoing at that stage in life—sometimes one must turn the other cheek, and sometimes strike it: your essence will tell you how to respond... If it happened, then the Almighty allowed it, right? But for what? So that you may pass this trial, this lesson—with dignity or in the most pathetic way: the choice is yours... it all happens so that you may see what you must work on, what to develop, what traits to transform—so that such a thing never happens again... if forgiveness is required—then forgive; if revenge—then take it without hesitation! A second! Just one second inflicted harm upon me, and only a second separates me from decision—action or inaction: but which is cowardice, and which is strength? Yet let us return to the beginning... what drives one person to insult another? In a truly thriving human world, should there not reign a desire for collective good, kindness, safety—the thirst to create, not destroy? If one seeks to bring evil into the world, it speaks to their metaphysical illness, their inner wounds, and, most crucially, to their fear, for the root of all malice and aggression is fear... the latent need for protection through attack, aggression, the first strike! Why does this happen? Do we not call the first blow “defense” because we feel threatened and believe we’ll be harmed first? Thus, looking at the one who insulted me, I see a sick soul, one in pain, made of inner wounds, who chose to reveal his nature in such an aggressive, base manner... A person is also revealed by how he reacts to events—but is that it? Am I now trying to soothe or justify myself before the decision? I have only a second... no—right now I do have a whole second! A second capable of changing the entire world and the fate of civilization! Simultaneously with my thought, my feeling, my choice—myriads of cosmic processes unfold, each a second, and each a full life—in this second the universe expands, a drop falls from the sky, a bee flaps its wings, a blade of grass sways... as if the whole world pauses for this second, from atomic motion to planetary orbit, from the birth of life to its end... this second is our life, this second is me! Our life is an hourglass, where each second is a grain of sand falling in a narrow space: thousands fell before it, thousands more will fall—but they too will end, no matter how you shake the glass... A second! Most people never in their lives recognize the difference between politeness and weakness: a refusal to enter conflict and the expression of good manners is mistaken for cowardice... but is it not the opposite? Do we hide behind culture and civility because we fear to retaliate or to lose? Is that not a distortion of meaning? In earlier times, was it not the most educated who challenged others to a duel over a crooked word or offense? No one allowed themselves to be insulted—no cultured, educated, or refined person: so what has changed? Perhaps they knew more back then? Or less? Why do so many avoid conflict even when directly and openly insulted? Only through conflict can one defend one’s stance and interests—is that not so? A second! I have only a second!
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A second! A basketball throw — and there it is, nestled in the net! That single second changes everything — turning the defeated into the victorious, the man who gained nothing... into a rich man! A second! And just like that, you’re already part of history! Just one throw — just one second: but if it never happened, then what was the point of throwing at all? Even a second is a game; even the last breath — life! And this applies not only to basketball and other sports like running, hockey, or auto racing, where the entire concept is built on the foundation of time, but to human life as a whole, and all its spheres and activities. A second! But does it really determine everything? If the score hadn’t been 86:86, would that last-second throw even matter? No, much had to happen before that second, hundreds of thousands of similar seconds had to perish, for that one to enter history — the last drop that overflows the cup, the final drop that takes a life, or collapses a roof, is called destructive, but are they truly different from the rest? In force? In speed? In matter? They are exactly the same as all those before them — without which there would be no outcome. Each drop — the third, the hundredth, the thousandth — plays an immense role, though no one may ever see it... for without them, the final action or non-action would not be complete! A second! What does it determine? Is it a decelerator or an accelerator of time? Why does it sometimes seem to encapsulate eternity, standing still, while at others it flies by before our very eyes — even our metaphysical eye — like a weightless white cloud? If time can slow or accelerate — which can only be comprehended metaphysically — is it truly as static as we’re told? What is time, and what is a second? Is it not simply the interval in which we perceive and absorb a given amount of information? That’s why it feels fast or slow... so, to stop time, one must stop their own perception of this world... and the same applies to returning to the past or living in the future — the future... if you perceive the objective world more quickly, then you're already there! It's like a camera recording — you can slow it down, speed it up... you can even capture what hasn’t yet happened, but will inevitably occur! A second! But is it really so? What if time has no fixed direction? What if it moves chaotically, and we only interpret the world’s processes the way we do because it’s convenient or beneficial? How can you know the source of time or its direction? And does it even exist, if a second can contain cosmic events, while an hour symbolizes their absence? Isn’t it fullness — not a mathematically exact grid of numbers — that determines time? What is time? Material or immaterial? Metaphysical or physical? A segment with a beginning and end — or an eternal Ouroboros fated to consume itself? And does Ouroboros have a direction? A goal or meaning? Time only has meaning if it has a beginning and end — if it is infinite, it lacks purpose: in that case, speed, acceleration, and deceleration are meaningless... A second! The smallest atom, yet it defines everything — it is the future for the past, the present for the present, and the cornerstone for the future! In a second, the thought to throw a basketball is born in one’s mind, and in a second, it’s thrown — seemingly unaware of the outcome, but latently it is already known, because every contraction of every muscle — happening in seconds — has been mapped and calculated down to the tiniest micro-movement, as the mind sends it signals. Every strike, every word, every throw, every shot, even inaction — none of it is accidental, everything responds to a signal, even if we do not recognize it due to our metaphysical ignorance... A second! Within it, you may first wonder if the world you dwell in is truly real? A second births doubts and debates, compels agreement, grants freedom, and forces submission — it is a vessel of truth and lies for those who seek quality and orientation in facts. A second... it renders our world both false and real, as it is and isn’t, what it became and what it could have been: it deceives men and grants them vision... A second reveals the world as we’ve never seen it — nor could have — if we hadn’t turned to it... and this whole world consists of seconds... imagined or real, false or true... seconds... Why does everything happen to you just the way it does? The answer lies in that one second, when you perceive everything — from the motion of atoms to the motion of the universe... It lets you realize this world is a precisely tuned mechanism, which simultaneously is a fiction, an illusion, a lie... You live now, you have consciousness, thoughts, feelings — but what comes after? One illusion will be replaced by another after death, granting temporary oblivion — if you truly see, then regardless of forms, embodiments, illusions — your knowledge is never lost, it only accumulates... Each of us is the protagonist of a film where time can be rewound forward or back, but for that you need a remote — the ability of metaphysical vision — many things will be grasped by you invisibly and latently, but ultimately all will unfold as it must, initially astounding you with coincidence, but in truth being the natural consequence of microcosmic motion... Don’t seek the truth — it already lies within you, for it too doesn’t exist, just like lies! You cannot alter what is prescribed — follow the flow, marvel at the views, be silent like a fish! A second is a human cell in the vast body of universal history: when it performs its function, the flesh thrives, but if it deviates from its destined path, the organism sickens! Thus, you must realize that time, the organism, never ails and is immune to disease — each second does exactly what it must and will never act otherwise, nor what is assigned to another: having seen this, you will learn to understand time, and thereby to control it — to master it — to die and be reborn as many times as you wish... A second! It returns you to society with the same arrogance with which it once cast you out — no human can “fully” exist without society in the civilizational sense — but the one who transcends form, language, matter, and civilizations — does he need limitation, for definition is limitation? He who transcended the flesh, who metaphysically passed through all stages of the Great Work, who cast his gaze upon the very center of the cosmos, upon the Almighty — he truly saw, becoming the architect of meanings and of time itself: the one who creates time is the one who defines it, the one who rules it... Becoming like the Creator, you become like God in certain acts — whether action or inaction — you gaze upon the world not only as a man, as one form, but as all forms created by Him: stone, flower, tree, lion, hawk, worm, nail, wind, cloud, dust, and even... a second!
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A second! He throws a coin into the fountain — this second and this throw will alter the fate of humanity beyond recognition: perhaps it is precisely this throw that will set off a chain of events leading to a human foot stepping on the surface of Mars for the first time... or perhaps a beggar will pick up the coin, use its liquid properties to obtain a certain dose of alcohol, get drunk, and in an uncontrollable state commit a crime, for instance, killing the wife of a scientist on her way home... no longer wishing to see this world, he will shut himself in his laboratory, immersed in unique metaphysical states and studying them — and the result of this seclusion will become the greatest discovery in the history of science! That is how I see this world! I see in it every speck of dust and every gust of wind as Creators and Shapers of fate, who are themselves merely embodiments of a grander, more elusive Creator... A second! In our world, everything is predetermined — your life and your death, your birth and your development were influenced by the slight trembling of a blade of grass in the Ancient World, a tender kiss of lovers in the Renaissance, and a bright ray of sunlight at the turn of the 19th and 20th centuries: taken together, these and similar incarnations of higher will have created your present — but for them, their own time, their life, your present (their future) was incomprehensible, due to the limits of their consciousness and understanding, including metaphysical — what seems simple and unremarkable to you was impossible for them, though they influenced it in the most direct and unconscious way... A second! A slight tremble of a blade of grass! And perhaps it was that very tremble that caught the eye of the cow who gave nourishing and favorable milk to your ancestors, who in turn performed a chain of actions and inactions that led directly to your appearance! A second! It was that second in antiquity — just like a second in the present or future — that allowed you to write these very lines, which are far more than literature — this is metaphysical alchemy: it is not an attempt to find the philosopher’s stone through words, but the philosopher’s stone itself — touch it and gain eternal life by grasping eternal knowledge... the very code of the Universe and the Divine, toward which all the greatest minds have so long and yearningly strived! Perhaps no one in history has ever come so close to the heat of truth, but... it does not burn, for the stages of the Great Work were predetermined beforehand, and you approach truth not as a physical being but as a metaphysical essence... The ouroboros closes... in that very second when the final word is created, nothing more will need to be done: in the beginning was the Word, and in the end it will also be the Word — everything ends as it began, for everything, like time, is an eternal ouroboros... when the minute ends, everything begins with the first second! In the moment the first word was created, so too was the last — everything has already been created and resides in consciousness, it merely needs to be extracted and transcribed: this is not a cheat sheet for an exam — it is the metaphysical fabric, streaming in a current from the eternal source that lies beyond good and evil... A second! What is it? A limited span or an unlimited one? What does it define and how is it defined? What does it contain? Is it not merely humanity’s subjective perception of reality? A second — it is a mark to which and by which we bind certain events, like a stake in a meadow that prevents the cow, our consciousness, from wandering chaotically and thus freely — this freedom is often called madness and almost never genius. Thousands of clouds float across the sky — what is a second to them and how do they perceive it? Time exists only in the consciousness of humans and for humans; for a stone, a flower, a cloud, or an animal, there is no time — and they do not need it, for they have nothing to explain to one another, no drive to define anything — their life has no temporal boundaries: they know birth, death, and other events — sometimes flowing quickly in their perception, sometimes slowing down... Deprive a person of time and he will lose everything upon which his thesis and understanding of the world is based — he won’t be able to say what distinguishes a baby from an old man: to him it will be only a difference in form, in kind, in being — and is that not exactly how those beings we so fervently call alien appear to us? Forbid a prisoner from marking the passing days and he will never be able to tell you how long he’s been there — time is our chain, the thing that binds us within this world and this reality, but the truly ripened ones exist outside of time, for one who is beyond matter can be in the past, present, and future simultaneously! Time is the thread to which all who fear true freedom cling — consider what would happen if you were deprived of that saving strand? All your plans would collapse, the unimaginable would occur, many would cease to understand one another and chaos would ensue — but was that not the true nature of our world before people invented time? The primitive human knew not this concept, and thus not its divisions, but was that not exactly how our world was created by the Divine? Without any concept or comprehension of time... Time is a superstructure upon the foundation of our consciousness: it has never existed and never will — it is merely a simplification for ordinary, everyday life — true people, metaphysical beings, exist outside of time, as one of its chains and limitations. Realize that we do not live in time as its parts — we create it, and that which you create, you can also control — in one second I can be in any space of any epoch of any person who ever existed for me, because time is their creation, as it is now mine. Moreover, the concept of “time” is often tied to “sequence,” in which one second follows another, one minute another, and one hour another — these concepts depend on one another, for one cannot exist without the other: but those who truly see need neither a rapid nor a slow transformation of states — which in various fields are named differently, such as aging and so forth — having grasped the Universe metaphysically and seen into the essence of existence, into the eyes of the Divine, you see all transformations at once, as well as all the states that preceded them. Those limited by consciousness and metaphysical vision will never comprehend the true meaning of these words, for the world of matter obscures, like a veil or curtain, the light of the sun — the attempt to remove this veil was called “Enlightenment” in our world, and some among the living even managed to glimpse the true light emanating from the depths of the Universe... Each of us is capable of governing our own time — and this is not about a journal or a schedule: this is about delaying or accelerating the perception of objective processes that are all scripted in this world from beginning to end, down to the slightest movement of a stone — the first act in the world of matter created all actions from start to finish — the same applies to the metaphysical world, though there, unlike the world of matter, the possibility of choice exists... The first world is the fulfillment of a script; the second — its creation!
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A second! A maintenance worker failed to tighten a bolt on a car wheel by just one more turn—a single second, a single twist... yet on the road, in motion, it comes loose and causes an accident, a catastrophe, death! One tiny twist, the matter of a second, takes the lives of dozens—so do we realize, do we know the value of a second in our world? Why did he not tighten that bolt by one more turn? What was he thinking in those moments? Was his action—or rather inaction—affected by another second in our world? Like a mosaic of Universes, they follow one another, containing within themselves eternity and absolute fullness, birthing like from like—bringing everything out of nothing and from the void, all! A second! It is our past, future, and present—in this world, all is predestined, every process already inscribed in the Book of the Universe, which the ancients came to call the Book of Fates: everything has been calculated and measured from the beginning of the world to its end—if you know how to see, you will metaphysically perceive events long before they occur, just as one can calculate the motion of a star in the Universe, the processes on the Sun, the trajectory of thrown objects. Possessing metaphysical knowledge, you become master over all matter and the material world, for by understanding the processes embedded in its foundation, you can govern and thus control them. Thus, it is possible not only to determine future objective events and processes, but also the subjective ones—what a person thinks and feels: if you possess the information held in a second, in all aspects, realms, and dimensions of being, then you will know what will occur in the next second, for you will be able to see the processes and events born of the previous one—our world is a precisely calibrated mathematical combination, and the code to it is accessible to you, though not everyone has the vision to metaphysically perceive it... A second! But what is a second? How to define its boundaries and grasp what it is? Is it possible at all, while dwelling within its borders, its space and limits? It can only be grasped by breaking out of them—just as you remain in the hold of a ship, which in your perception seems motionless, you cannot comprehend the material processes that demand your direct physical attention, for to understand them, you must leave the medium that hinders such understanding—and so it is with time... to comprehend its nature, you must go beyond its limits... that is the very result of the Great Work, the philosopher’s stone, the touch of the eternal, the ability to see and to behold! Strip this world of time, remove the units by which it is measured—will anything change in it? Will certain processes cease to occur, like birth and death, tides and ebbs, the change of day and night? Surely not, but we, without that definition and our own interpretation of it, would be unable to systematize and structure our lives—the world does not need time; it is needed only by man: existing for millennia within the bounds of water-time, we, like fish-people, fail to perceive its true nature, for it is already part of our world-view, undoubtedly passed down not only from generation to generation, but flowing with our blood—this world was perfectly understood only by the one who created time, for he knew precisely what existed before its creation. All the people and generations that followed, as well as the world itself, are the result of his creation, for by creating time, he also created a complex mathematical structure, an enigma, a lock for which he, I believe, never possessed the key or code, for time is a human creation more latent and chaotic than consciously crafted. Like those fish in water, we see all material things—stones, algae, other fish—but the very essence and nature in which we exist, as if in ether, we cannot comprehend, cannot taste, for it is a part of us and of our human cosmos—not a natural one... A second! That is what my art is—a life of the ephemeral butterfly, yet what processes occurred for it to arise, and what processes will it give rise to! To most who gaze upon my work, my style and tone are unappealing; they deem it deliberately convoluted and intricate, but is any structure made of all identical, precisely matched pieces? Does a mosaic attract the eye through sameness? That structure must be just as it is created—many will not understand, nor is it necessary for them to. Language and style set the point, the threshold of entry into the temple—it is a kind of ticket to a ceremonial event; without it, one cannot be inside—you will never grasp the beauty of that temple, its labyrinths and vaults, if you have not crossed its threshold: yes, it is not easy, but is the philosopher’s stone lying on every corner of every road in this world? Does everyone grasp God? One must undergo initiation, and eternal knowledge will be granted only to the one who truly desires it, and who seeks to comprehend this world—the code of the Universe, the keys to creation are not simply given; everything must be paid for: sometimes with reason, sometimes with soul, sometimes with genius, and sometimes with madness. Hundreds of thousands of great minds thirsted to touch the truth, yet it deprived them of reason and often of life, for they approached the process unprepared—but my pen allows the one who thirsts eternally to drink, without threat to life or mind, from that vital moisture flowing from the very center of the Universe... A second! It is one of the elements, the objects, the atoms that together form the ever-moving conveyor belt—we humans dwell upon it, and it bears us ever onward into the depths of infinity, into an unknowable distance for the seeing one! You may run forward on it, you may try to move backward, to slow it down—but what will its motion be? It will remain unchanged... A second! It holds as many interpretations, definitions, and explanations as there are atoms in the Universe, for it is its man-made metaphysical atom—there is no past, nor future: the second is our life, a moment between voids, a bridge over two abysses, which itself is built and sustained by emptiness. And it is this emptiness that holds the truth—the bridge is the mind’s attempt to save itself, giving everything definition and explanation, yet the truly seeing one knows that the mind is our greatest traitor, a liar seeking profit in all: it constantly limits us like a mediocre ruler, a plain despot, and then, slightly expanding the borders, shows us what it claims are the greatest gifts and miracles—the invention of the telescope and microscope, clocks, and the like... All of this, supposedly the mind’s greatest offerings that expand the bounds of our essence, are pitiful instruments which, compared to the true abilities and possibilities of man, are nothing. No one in this world limits man as much as he himself does—for him, the Universe is the greatest enigma: simply because he cannot explain or define all within it, he seeks ways, never suspecting that these very ways lead him further from the essence and the center of creation—only metaphysical action and physical inaction can bring him closer to the truth!
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CHAPTER 7.
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A second! The first heartbeat! A second! The last heartbeat! Technically, mathematically, from a human point of view, these two seconds are identical and indistinguishable—but how vastly different their fullness is, including in metaphysical weight! A second! In one second, I descended into truly unique states—and in one second, I emerged from them. In a single second you can be born and die, cross the boundary of good and evil! I wish this upon no one—certainly no one who desires to live out their allotted human path in peace: blessed is he who is blind, who has never touched the truth—for it annihilates, incinerates, strips all away upon approach. A second! Only it knows how many times I have lived and died in this world, how many angels and demons I have seen, how often I spoke with them and beheld their ethereal, ephemeral struggle for my essence—I have passed through all the stages of the Magnum Opus: I died and was reborn exactly as many times as my calling and destiny required. I looked into the abyss—I survived within it, even though it was filled with absolute good and evil: one who truly ripens knows that good is just as destructive as evil. There is no light in this world, just as there is no darkness—we divide a singular whole into equal parts: yin and yang are not separate structures of the whole—they do not exist; they were invented to split
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