



































































































































































































































DINING IN THE TAIGA

you is from a cedar.”

"How d'you mean, from a cedar? Can a tree actually give milk?"

"It can. Only not all trees, by any means. But cedars, for example,
can. Try it — there is so much included in this drink. The cedar milk
before you can nourish more than just your body. Do not drink it all
at once — try one or two sips, otherwise it will fill you up so much
that you will not want anything else.”

I took three sips. The milk was thick, with a pleasant, slightly
sweet taste to it. I also felt a warmth from it, but not the same as from
warmed cow's milk. This tender, inexplicable warmth ran through my
whole insides and, I think, changed my mood at the same time.

"This cedar milk is delicious, Anastasia. Delicious indeed! But
how does one 'milk' a cedar, to get this liquid?”

"There is no 'milking' involved. You must keep grinding the milk
kernels of the nut with a special stick in a wooden mortar — calmly,
thoughtfully, with a good attitude. And you keep adding water — little
by little — living spring water... and you end up with the milk."

"Are you saying people have never known about this before?”

"Many people knew about it in times past, though even today
people in the little taiga villages sometimes drink cedar milk. People in
cities prefer a different kind of diet altogether — one less healthful
but more suitable for the purposes of conserving, transporting and
cooking."

"What you say is quite correct. When you live in a city you have to
do everything quickly. But this milk... Wow! What kind of tree is this
cedar?! The cedar all by itself can give us nuts and oil, and flour for
scones... and milk!"

"And there are lot of other unusual things that the cedar can
supply.”

"What unusual things, for example?”

"You can make superb perfume from its ether oil. Self-sufficient,
healthful perfume. Nothing artificial can come even close to its
fragrance. The ethers of the cedar represent the spirit of the Universe.
They can cure the body — the ethers of the cedar can protect Man
from harmful influences."

"Can you tell me how to extract perfume like that from the
cedar?”

"I can, of course, but now you, Vladimir, should have a little more
to eat.”

I reached out my hand to take another tomato, but Anastasia
stopped me.

"Wait, Vladimir, not that."
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"How d'you mean?”

"I prepared a variety of things for you, so that you could first
take a taste of everything, so that it might cure you.”

"What might cure me?"

"Your own body. Once you try a bit of everything, the body itself
selects what it needs. You will feel like eating more of what you have
chosen. Your body itself will determine what it needs."

Wow! — 1 thought — for the first time she's gone against her own
principles.

What happened was that twice before Anastasia had cured me of
some internal ailments. What kind of ailments, exactly, I don't know,
but I used to get bad pains in my stomach, or my liver, or my kidneys.
Or maybe all of them at once. The pains were bad, and painkillers
didn't always help. But I knew that when I came to see Anastasia, she
would cure me — something she does very quickly.

But on the third occasion she refused to treat me. She didn't even
completely remove the pain with her gaze, saying that if I wasn't going
to change my lifestyle or eliminate what was causing me to be ill, there
was no point in treating me, since in that case the treatment would
only harm me. I got really angry at her and never asked her for
treatment again.

After returning home, I did find myself cutting back a little on
the amount of smoking and drinking I indulged in. I even fasted for
several days, and felt better. And then the thought came: we don't
have to go to a doctor or some other healer every time we feel ill — we
can take hold of our own selves when we feel pain pressing down
upon us. Of course it would be best for it to not press down at all. I
wasn't able to cure myself completely, but I decided not to ask
Anastasia for help. However, she agreed to treat me, all on her own.

"But you did say you wouldn't give me any more treatment or
even take away the pain."

"I shall not take away your pain any longer. Pain is a conversation
between God and Man. But, I can now... since I am just offering you
food — that does not go against Nature, although it does go against
them."

"Who's them?"

"The ones who thought up the régime that is so harmful to Man."

"What harmful regime? What are you getting at?"

"At the fact that you, Vladimir, like the majority of people, feed
yourself according to an established dietary régime. A very harmful
regime."

"T guess some people follow a kind of régime. There are lots of
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diets out there — for losing weight, or for gaining weight. But I eat
what I want. I never read up on any régime. I go into a store and I pick
out what I like."

"That is right: you go into a store and choose, but your choice is
restricted to what is offered by the store.”

"Well, yes. In stores today everything's neatly prepackaged.
Because of the tremendous competition, all the producers nowadays
try to please the consumer, and do everything for the consumer's
convenience."

"Do you think it is all done for the consumer's convenience?”

"Sure — for who else?”

"All systems under a technocratic way of living invariably work
only for themselves, Vladimir. Do you consider it 'convenient' to get
those lifeless frozen or tinned foods, or water that is half-dead? Was it
your body that determined the selection of foodstuffs available in
grocery stores and supermarkets?

"The technocratic world's system has taken upon itself the role of
supplying you with the necessities of life. You have agreed to this, you
have complete faith in it, to the point that you have even ceased to
wonder whether you have been supplied with all the necessities."

"But we're still alive — we aren't dying from using these stores!”

"Of course you are still alive. But the pain! Where do you think
your pain comes from? Think about where pain comes from with the
majority of people. Disease and pain are not natural for Man, they are
the effect of choosing the wrong path in life. Now you will be
persuaded of that for yourself. Here before you lies just a small
sampling of what the Divine Nature has created for Man. Just try a
little bit of each thing, and then take what you like with you. Three
days is sufficient for these little herbs — which you yourself will select
— to overcome your pains."

I began trying a little of everything while Anastasia was still
speaking. Some of the clumps of herbs were tasteless, while others I
felt like eating more of. Before my departure Anastasia put the things
I had taken a liking to into my backpack. I ate them over a three-day
period. And the pain completely disappeared.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

They're capable of changing
the world?

"Why is it, Anastasia, that every time you speak of your forebears, you
always talk about mothers, about women? As for men, your
forefathers, I hardly hear anything. It's as though the fathers in your
line were all insignificant. Or maybe your genetic code, or your Ray,
doesn't allow you to feel your male ancestors? Isn't that a bit insulting
toward your forefathers?"

"I can feel and see the deeds of my forefathers, just as I can my
foremothers, when I want to. But I am far from being able to
understand all their deeds, or to determine their significance for the
present day — for me and everyone else.”

"Tell me at least about one of your forefathers whose deeds you
don't fully comprehend. As a woman, you find it harder to understand
men. It'll be easier for me, seeing I'm a man. If I understand, thenI can
help you understand, too."

"Yes, yes, of course, I shall tell you about my forefather who was
able not only to discern but also to produce living substances of a
power greater than all the weapons known, either today or in the
future. Nothing manufactured could ever withstand them — they are
capable of changing the earthly world, of destroying galaxies or even
creating whole new worlds."

"You must be joking! And where is this gadget today?"

"Any Man living on the Earth today is capable of producing it
provided he can understand, and can feel.. My forefather revealed
part of the mystery to the Egyptian priests. Even today, earthly rulers
in their political states govern according to the system and
mechanism established by those priests. But now there is less and less
understanding of the meaning and the mechanism of government.
This mechanism was not perfected, and has become degraded over the
centuries."

"Hold on, hold on a minute, there. Youre saying that today's
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presidents rule their countries according to a system or directions
worked out by the priests of ancient Egypt?”

"Since that time, Vladimir, nobody has ever contributed anything
significant of their own to the system of government. And today's
earthly states have no conscious awareness of how the government of
human society works."

"Now that's simply too hard to believe. Can you try taking me
through the whole thing step by step?”

"T shall try taking you through it all step by step, and you try to
understand.

"Tens of thousands of years ago, before the world witnessed the
grandeur of Egypt, when no state like that yet existed, human society
was divided into a multitude of tribes. My forefather and foremother's
family lived apart from human society, they lived according to their
own laws. They were surrounded in their glade by everything as it was
back in their pristine origins, as in Paradise. My foremother, a beauty
herself, had two Suns — one of them was the orb of day, which, as it
rose into the sky, awakened everything to life. The other was her
chosen one.

"She was always up first. She bathed in the stream and warmed
herself in the rising Sun. The light of joy was something she always
shared with everything around, and she waited. She waited for him to
awaken, her loved one. As he awoke, she caught his first glance. When
their glances met, it was as though everything around them fell into a
trance. Love and trembling, comfort and ecstasy were excitedly taken
in by the Space around them.

"The day passed by in joyful duties. And each time the Sun began
sinking toward sunset, my forefather always watched thoughtfully,
and then he sang.

"My foremother listened to his singing with hidden ecstasy in her
heart. Back then she did not yet understand how the words
interwoven into the song were forming a new image, an extraordinary
image. More and more often she felt like hearing about it, and as
though feeling my foremother's desire, my forefather sang about it
again and again, and each time he sang he outlined the unusual
features more and more distinctly. The invisible image came to dwell
among them.

"One morning upon awakening my forefather did not encounter
the glance of love that he usually did. He was not surprised. He quietly
rose and headed into the forest. In a secluded spot he caught sight of
my foremother, enfolded in silence.

"She was standing there all by herself, leaning against a cedar
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tree. Enfolded in silence, she felt my forefather put his hands on her
shoulders. She kept her moist eyes lowered, instead of raising them to
look at him. He lightly touched a tear running down her cheek, and
said tenderly to her:

"T know. You are thinking about it, my beloved. You are thinking
about it, and you are not to blame for that. The image I created is
invisible. It is invisible, but you love it more than you love me. You are
not to blame for that, my beloved. I am going away. I am going now,
out among the people. I have been able to discern how splendid
images are created. I shall tell the people about that. What I know,
others can know, too. And the splendid images will lead people into
the pristine garden. There is nothing more powerful in the Universe
than the substance of living images. The image I created has proved
itself even stronger than your love for me. Now I shall be able to
create grand images. And these images will serve people.’

"My foremother's shoulders trembled, and a trembling voice
whispered:

"But why? You, my beloved, have created an image which I love.
It is invisible. But you who are visible are going to be leaving me. Our
child is already stirring within me. What shall I tell him about his
father?'

"The splendid images will create a splendid world. Our son will
picture to himself, as he grows, the image of his father. If I am able to
become worthy of the image pictured by my son, then my son will
recognise me. If I am not worthy of his conception, I shall stay on the
sidelines, so as not to interfere with his aspiration to the dream, the
splendid dream.’

"Incomprehensibly to my foremother, my forefather went away.
He came to the people. He came with a grand discovery enthralled. He
came for the sake of his future sons and daughters, in an aspiration to
create a splendid world for all."



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

GO,

An extraordinary power

"It transpired in those days that the tribes of people living on the
Earth engaged in frequent frays. And every tribe planned to raise as
many warriors as it could. And among the warriors any that aspired to
the culture of the land or the culture of poetry were looked down
upon. And each tribe had its priests, who essayed to make the people
afraid. But none of them had any clear goal; they simply found solace
in others' fear. And each one flattered his own pride by telling himself
he was receiving from God more of something than his fellows.

"My forefather managed to assemble a group of poets and priests
from a number of different tribes. There were nineteen in all: eleven
poet-singers, seven priests and my forefather. They got together in a
deserted, isolated spot.

"The singers sat with meek faces to one side, while the priests
took their places with a show of pride. My forefather addressed them
as follows:

"The tribes can be made to cease their enmity and war. And all
the peoples will then come to live in a single state. They will have a
single just ruler, and every family will be saved from the horrors of
war. People will start to offer each other help. And the brotherhood of
people will find their way to the garden of their pristine origins."

"At first the priests simply laughed at my forefather, telling him
he was daft:

"Who will voluntarily surrender his power and authority to
another? If all tribes are to come together, one of them must become
the strongest and overcome the others, and here you conceive of there
being no more war. Your words are too naive to ponder. Why have you
gathered us together, you slow-witted wanderer?!" And the priests
began to leave. But my forefather stopped them by saying:

"You are wise men, and your wisdom is needed to make laws for
human society. I can give each one of you such power that no weapon
made by human hand can withstand it. If you cherish it and use it for
a good trust, it will help everyone reach their goal, come to the truth,
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to a bright sunrise that is blissful and grand. But if its possessor lusts
in his soul to fight others with an evil intent, he himself will perish.’

"This reference to extraordinary power arrested those priests in
their tracks. Whereupon the high priest proposed to my forefather:

"If you know of such an extraordinary power, tell us about it.
And if this power actually works, and is capable of creating whole
states, you will stay and live with us in that state. Together we shall
create laws for human society.'

"This was precisely why I came to see you: to tell you about this
extraordinary power,’ my forefather replied to all. 'But first I would
ask you to nominate a ruler from among all those known to you. A
ruler who is kind, whose mind is free from greed, who lives with his
family in love and, as to war, has not a single thought thereof.’

"The high priest mentioned to my forefather in reply that there
was indeed a ruler who studiously avoided all contentions. But his
tribe was small in terms of numbers, and since there was no tendency
to glorify its warriors, this was something few among them aspired to
become. And so to avoid conflicts, they were often required to change
their base and move on, abandon a place that was more suitable for
living and settle in a less favourable space. This ruler's name was
Egypt.

"Then Egypt shall this state be called!" my forefather said. "I shall
now sing you three songs. You, my dear poet-singers, shall sing these
songs to people in all the different tribes. And you, my dear priests,
shall settle yourselves among the people of Egypt. Families from all
over will be drawn to you, and you shall greet them with good laws.’

"Whereupon my forefather sang three songs to those gathered. In
the first song he formed the image of a just ruler, calling him Egypt.
The second song conveyed the image of a happy people living together
in harmony. In the third song was the image of a loving family with
happy children, fathers and mothers, residing in this extraordinary
state.

"The songs were made up of ordinary words already familiar to
everyone. But the words were combined in such a way as to cause
their listeners to hang on each new combination with bated breath.
And then there was the captivating melody in the resonant voice of
my forefather. It beckoned and called, fascinated and created living
images.

"At that time there was still no outward Egyptian state, its
temples had not yet been built, but my forefather could tell that it
would all come about as a result of the calling of Man's thought and
dream, melding into one. And my forefather was enthralling in his
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song, inspired by the extraordinary power with which our grand
Creator has endued us all. He sang as one who possessed this power
— a power that distinguishes Man from everything else, that gives Man
dominion over all, that allows Man to be recognised not only as the
son of God but as a creator too.

"Now fervent with inspiration of their own, the poet-singers sang
these three songs amongst the various tribes. The people were
fascinated by the splendid images created, and came from all over to
dwell with the tribe of Egypt.

"Just five years later, out of this very small tribe, the state of
Egypt was born. All the other tribes which had earlier vaunted
themselves above their neighbours simply fell apart. And there was
nothing the war-inclined rulers could do to stop it. Their authority
weakened, and disappeared completely. They were defeated by
something, but there was no war.

"Accustomed to material conflicts, they had no idea of the power
the images held over all — images that delighted people's souls and
fascinated their hearts.

"In the face of but a single image, provided it is genuine and
untainted by mercenary interests, all the armed troops of the Earth are
useless, whether they carry spears or any other deadly weapons.
Before this image all warriors fall to the ground, powerless.

"The Egyptian state grew and increased in strength. Its ruler was
dubbed pharaoh by the priests. Ensconced in their temples away from
the everyday bustle of mankind, they made laws, which even the
ruling pharaoh was obliged to follow. And every ordinary citizen was
only too glad to carry them out. And each one aspired to live his life in
conformity with the image.

"My forefather lived among the high priests in the main temple.
And for nineteen years the priests paid heed to him. They aspired to
study the supreme science of all sciences, to learn how to create grand
images. My forefather was inspired with the best of intentions and
sincerely endeavoured to explain everything to them. Whether they
understood it fully or only in part is no longer clear, and it does not
really matter all that much.

"Then one day after nineteen years, the high priest called a
meeting of his inner circle of priests. They filed into the main temple
with solemn dignity — a temple which even the pharaoh was not
allowed to enter.

"The high priest took his place on the throne, while all the rest
sat at his feet. My father smiled as he sat there among those priests.
He was immersed deeply in thought, composing yet another song,
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either creating a new image, or perhaps rejuvenating an old one.

"The high priest addressed the gathering as follows:

""We have learnt a grand science indeed — one that allows us to
rule all the world, but in order to perpetuate our reign, we must
ensure that not one grain of it goes beyond these walls. Now we must
create our own tongue and communicate exclusively in it amongst
ourselves, lest any of us let something slip, even by chance.

"Over the ages we shall circulate among the people a multitude
of treatises, at which everyone may marvel, and think that it has all
been set forth. And we shall set forth a multitude of marvellous
sciences and various discoveries in such a way that both the rulers
and the common people will move further and further away from
what is important. And so that wise men in the centuries to come may
amaze others with their sagacious treatises and sciences. Moving
further and farther away from what is important themselves, they will
lead others in the same direction.’

"'So be it!" they all agreed with the high priest. With the exception
of my forefather, who alone remained silent.

"And the high priest continued:

"There is one question requiring our urgent attention. Over the
past nineteen years we have learnt how images are created. Any one of
us is now capable of creating an image that can change the world,
destroy or strengthen a state — and yet the secret of the power itself
has never been revealed. Can any of you tell me why the images each
of us creates vary in power? And, in terms of time, why does it take us
so long?'

"The priests were silent. None of them knew the answer. The high
priest went on, ever so slightly raising his voice, and his sceptre
trembled ever so slightly in his hand as he told those assembled:

"In the meantime there is in our midst one who is capable of
creating images very rapidly, and the power of these images remains
unsurpassed. For nineteen years now he has been teaching us, but
there remains much that he has yet to tell. Now we must realise that
we are not all equal among ourselves. It matters not who holds what
rank among us. But everyone should know that there is one among us
who holds the power to control in concealment, unseen, in his sway.
With power of the images he is capable of creating, he can elevate or
slay. One among us is capable of deciding the fate of nation-states. I
as high priest am empowered to alter the balance of power. The doors
of the temple wherein we sit are closed. A loyal guard stands outside
the door and will open it to no one except on my command.'

"The high priest rose from his throne and with heavy steps,
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striking his sceptre against the stone slabs of the floor, headed toward
my forefather. In the middle of the hall he suddenly halted and
addressed my forefather:

"Now you shall choose one of two paths. Here is the first. You
shall now reveal before us all what you have concealed: the secret
behind the power of your images. You shall tell us how and by what
means they are created, and then you shall be proclaimed a priest
second only to me, and upon my departure you shall become first. All
living people will bow before you.

"But if you do not reveal your secret to us, a second path will be
yours. It leads only to that door.’

"Whereupon the high priest pointed to the door leading out of the
temple hall into the tower, in which there were no windows nor
supplementary exterior doors. This high tower with smooth walls did
have an exterior platform up above, from where on an appointed day
once a year my forefather or some other priest would sing to an
assembled crowd.

"Still pointing to the tower door, the high priest added:

"You shall go in through that door and never come out of it. I
shall command the door to be walled up, leaving only a small opening
through which you will receive a daily minimum of food. When the
time comes for people to gather by the tower, you shall go out to greet
them from the platform up above. You shall go out, only you shall not
sing nor create any images. You shall go out so that the crowd will see
you and not become concerned or spread rumours surrounding your
disappearance. You shall be allowed to greet the people with words
only. If you should dare sing a song to create images, even a single
song, you shall be deprived of food and water three days long. For two
songs you shall not receive food or water six days long, which means
you will be decreeing your own death. Now decide and tell us clearly
which of these two paths you have chosen.’

"My forefather now calmly rose from his place. His face betrayed
neither fear nor rebuke, only a sense of sorrow lay gently on his
furrowed brow. As he made his way past the priests sitting in his row,
he looked each one of them in the eye. And in each pair of eyes he
beheld the thirst for knowledge. But not only the thirst for knowledge:
greed itself glared at him from each pair of eyes. Then my forefather
went up close to the high priest and stared him in the eye. The grey-
haired high priest in turn did not take his eyes off my forefather —
eyes which likewise burned with greed. Striking his sceptre against the
stone floor, he sternly repeated to my forefather's face, saliva foaming
in his mouth:



AN EXTRAORDINARY POWER
"Hurry up and decide, which of the two paths is your choice.’
"My forefather's voice betrayed no fear as he calmly replied:
"Perhaps it is the will of fate, but I choose a path and a half.’
How can you choose a path and a half?' exclaimed the high
priest. 'Do you aim to make fun of me, and of all those who are
currently in the Great Temple?!'

"My forefather went over to the tower door, then turned and
replied to all:

"Believe me, I would not even think of making fun of you or
offending you. At your will I shall enter into the tower for good. But
before I go I shall reveal to you the secret as best I can, and I know
that it is not my reply that will bring me the second path. That is how
it turns out that my choice is a path and a half.'

"So tell us! Do not halt or waste time!" The voices of the priests
leaping up from their seats rang even stronger through the vaulted
arches of the Great Hall. "Where is the answer to the secret? Keep it
from us no longer!' they begged.

"It is in an egg,” my father calmly replied.

In an egg?!! What egg? What are you talking about? Out with it!
The assembled priests kept plying my forefather with questions, and
he responded:

"A hen's egg will bring forth a hen's chicken. A duck's egg will
give birth to a duckling. An eagle's egg will bring an eagle into the
world. Whatever you feel yourselves to be, that is what you will bring
forth.'

"I feel'! I am a creator!' the high priest all at once professed. 'Tell
us how to create the image that is stronger than all the rest.’

"That is not the truth,” my forefather replied. 'You yourself do
not believe what you are saying.'

""How can you know what power of faith I have?"

One who creates will never bring himself to entreat. One who
creates is capable of giving of himself. You, on the other hand, are one
who entreats, which means you are already well within the shell of
unbelief.'

"My forefather went through the door, which at once shut behind
him. Later, following the high priest's order, the entrance was walled
up. Once a day my forefather was handed food through a small
opening. The rations were meagre, and he was not always given
enough water.

"As the day approached when the throngs of people were to
gather before the tower to hear new tales and songs, for three days my
forefather was allowed no food, only water. That was on the order of
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the high priest — a change from his original decree. He gave this new
order so that my forefather would become weak and not be able to
sing any new creative songs to the crowd.

"When the multitude of people gathered in front of the tower, my
forefather went out to greet them from the platform up above. He
gave the waiting throng a cheerful look. As to what had happened to
him he breathed not a word. He simply sang. His voice rang forth in a
song of rejoicing, and an extraordinary image was born. The people
who had gathered to hear him paid close attention. Directly he
finished his song he began a new one.

"The singer stood and sang from his high platform the whole day
long. As the day drew to a close, he announced to the whole throng:
'With the new dawn you will hear new songs." And on the following
day he sang again. The people were unaware that the singer,
imprisoned as he was in the tower, was no longer being given even
water by the priests.”

Listening to Anastasia's account of her distant forefather, I wanted to
hear at least one of the songs he sang, and I asked:

"Anastasia, if you can reproduce in such detail like that all the
scenes from the life of your forebears, couldn't you sing a song too?
The song your forefather sang to the people from the tower."

"I can hear all these songs myself, but a full and accurate
translation of them is impossible. Many of the words simply do not
exist in today's language. And many of the words used back then have
a different meaning now. Not only that, but it is difficult to reproduce
the poetic rhythms of that time in the word-combinations we have
today."

"Pity. I very much wanted to hear those songs."

"You shall hear them, Vladimir. They will rise again.”

"What d'you mean, they'll rise again? You just said a translation
is impossible.”

"A full and accurate translation, yes, is impossible. But it is
possible to create new songs in the same spirit and with the same
meaning. Bards are creating them right now, using words familiar to
everyone today. The final song my forefather sang back then you have
already heard.”

"Heard? Where did I hear it? When?"

"A bard from Yegorevsk' sent it to you."

! Yegorevsk (pron. yi-GOR-yivsk) — an industrial town about 100 kilometres south-
east of Moscow, founded by decree of Empress Catherine the Great in 1778. The site
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"He sent me a lot of songs."

"Yes, he did, but one of them is very similar to my forefather's
final song."

"But how could that have happened?"

"Times have their own continuity, Vladimir."

"So what kind of a song is it, what words does it contain?"

"You will understand in just a moment. I shall explain everything
in order."

of the new city had previously been known as Vysokoe (lit. 'High'), dating back to
1328; on a number of occasions through the centuries Vysokoe had won special
favour from the reigning Tsar and his family.
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When fathers will understand. ..

"On the third day my forefather once more climbed up to the platform
with the dawn. He stood there smiling, looking at the throng of
people. He was looking for someone specific in the crowd. Itinerant
singers waved at him in greeting and raised their instruments, and
their strings vibrated under the singers' inspired hands. My forefather
kept smiling at them while at the same time he scanned the crowd
even more carefully. My forefather wanted to see his son. To see the
son born to his loved one nineteen years earlier in the forest. Suddenly
out of the crowd he heard a resounding young voice:

"Tell me, O great poet and master of the song. You are standing
up there, high above everyone. I am down here, but why do you seem
so close to me, as though you were my father?’

"And their dialogue was heard by all around.

"Why young man, do you not know your own father?' enquired
the singer from the platform up above.

"l am nineteen years old, and I have not seen my father even
once. I live with my mother alone in the forest. My father left us before
I was born.'

"'First tell me, young man, how do you see the world around you?’
The world is splendid with its rosy dawn and the setting Sun
drawing the day to a close. Marvellous and multifaceted it is. But
people are crassly perverting the beauty of the Earth, and causing each
other to suffer.'

"From the high tower came the voice in reply:

"Perhaps your father left you because he was ashamed before
you, ashamed of the world into which he brought you. Your father
left, aiming to make the world a more splendid place for you.'

"And so, did my father believe that he would be able to make
over the world all by himself?'

"The day will come when all fathers will understand that they are
the ones given the responsibility for the world in which their children
live. The day will come when every father will face the fact that before

"y
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bringing his beloved child into the world, he must act to make the
world a happier place. And you as well must give thought to the world
in which your own offspring will live. Tell me, young man, how soon is
your chosen girl to give birth to the one which she has conceived?’

"In the forest where I live I have no chosen girl. The world there
is splendid, I have a host of friends. But I still have not yet met a girl
who is willing to go with me into my world — a world I cannot leave.'

"Well, then, even if you have not yet seen your chosen girl so
fine, you still have a space of time to make the world into at least a
little more joyful place for your future girl or boy.’

"1 shall devote myself to that, just like my father.'

You are no longer a growing lad. You have flowing within you
the blood of a fine young man, a future poet and master of the song.
Sing to the throng about your splendid world. Come, you and I
together shall join in song. We shall sing along together of the
splendid world of the future.’

""Who can sing when your own voice is so resounding, O poet and
master of the song?’

"T tell you, young man, you shall be able to sing that way as well.
I shall sing the first line, the second is your verse. Only sing out
boldly, as I have told you, my poet.’

"My forefather sang from the high tower. Over the heads of the
assembled throng the voice soared forth with rejoicing, and out came
the line:

ny

I arise, and the dawn smiles, befriending...

"And from the throng standing below, all at once a pure and
resonant voice, not yet self-confident, carried on:

I walk miles, and the birds sing above...
"And after each line of the father's came that of the son, and
sometimes their voices blended as one, and a resonant song of joy

resounded all around:

And this day will have never an ending,
Because ever more deeply I love.

"At that point the young man found his confidence and with rank
ecstasy sang on:



WHEN FATHERS WILL UNDERSTAND...

Along the Sun's road with light footsteps a-stealing,
I enter my Father's own ground,

My eyes see the path, but my feet have no feeling,
My happiness now knows no bounds.

I remember my seeing this all once beforetime:
The flowers, the trees and the sky.

Back then I could see only pain and misfortune,
But now, You are everywhere nigh.

It's all still the same — the bright stars and the birdies,
But I look at them differently now.

I have no more sorrow, I feel no more hurtings,

I love all you people — oh, wow!

"The voice from the tower grew fainter and fainter, and before
long it could not be heard at all. The singer in the tower momentarily
lost his balance, but quickly regained it, and smiled at the people once
more. And right up to the end he noticed how his son's voice was ever
stronger than before. The voice of his son, now master of the song,
standing below in the throng.

"When the song was ended, my forefather, from his position on
the tower platform, waved farewell to the throng. To conceal himself
from human eyes, he descended five steps on the staircase inside the
tower from the platform doorway. He was becoming weaker and
losing consciousness, but he perked up his hearing to the limit. From
the wind he could just catch the words fervently whispered to the
young singer by a young and beautiful girl:

"Allow me, young man, allow me... I shall follow you, I shall go
with you into your splendid world...'

"There on the stone steps of the walled-up tower my forefather
was fast losing consciousness. He had a smile on his face as he
awaited death. With his last breath his lips whispered:

"The line will continue. You will find bliss in a circle of happy
children, my beloved.'

"My foremother heard him in her heart. Over the thousands of
years to come poet after poet would repeat the words of the song of
my two forefathers. And the words and phrases of that song were
reborn all by themselves among poets of various times and lands.
They have sounded forth in many tongues. These simple words
conveyed truth, and they broke through artifice and dogma. And now
once again they are heard today. Whoever deciphers their lines — not
with the mind but with the heart — will learn great wisdom."

"And was there some sort of special meaning in the other songs
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your forefather sang from the tower?" I asked. "Why would he give his
life just for some songs?”

"My forefather, Vladimir, created many images in his songs. They
later built a state and maintained it for a long time. It was these songs
that helped the priests — the descendants of those first priests — to
create a multitude of religions, and take power in different lands. But
there was just one thing the priests did not know, when they decided
to use their power for selfish ends. The priests did not know how to
make the images work for them in perpetuity. The images lost their
power when the priests tried to subject them to their own selfish
pride. The ones —"

"Hold on, hold on there, Anastasia. There's something I fail to
understand about the images."

"Forgive me, Vladimir, for my lack of clarity. Now I shall try to let
go, pull myself together, and tell you, all in its proper order, about the
most important of all sciences. The science of imagery, it is called. All
our ancient and modern sciences are derived from it. The priests split
it up into parts so as to conceal the most important thing, in an effort
to maintain their power over everything on the Earth in perpetuity,
passing on their knowledge of it to their descendants in underground
temples by word of mouth. And they tried to preserve the secret with
such zeal that their modern-day priest descendants have been
afforded only a tiny fraction of that science. But back then, when it all
began, things were going considerably better for the priesthood.”

"And just how did it all begin? Tell me everything right from the
start.”

"Yes! Yes, of course. I somehow got excited once more. I must tell
you everything in order. The conscious awareness of this powerful
science began with the songs resounding forth from the tower."
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GO
He celebrated the joy of life

"When my forefather sang from the high tower, images were born
from his songs. The throng standing below included singers and
musicians. And all the priests of the time took their places with
solemn dignity amidst the multitude. The priests feared most of all
that some image exposing and incriminating them might be born in
those songs, that my forefather might recall how the priests
imprisoned him in the tower. But from his position on the platform
high on the walled-up tower the singer sang only songs of joy. He
painted a picture of a righteous ruler, with whom the people could live
happily ever after. And he offered an image of wise priests. And he
depicted the country and the people living in it as fruitful and
prosperous. No one was exposed or incriminated, but in his songs the
joy of life was celebrated.

"The priests, who for the past nineteen years had been studying
the science of imagery, probably realised more than the rest what the
singer was doing. They kept watching people's faces and saw how
their eyes lit up with inspiration. They watched how the poets' lips
moved and the musicians quietly fingered the strings of their
instruments in time with the singer.

"My forefather had been singing from the high tower for two
whole days. The priests calculated in their minds for how many
thousand years this one person, standing there in front of everyone,
was creating the future. At dawn on the third day the words of the
final song rang out, which my forefather sang with his son, and when
he made his final exit, the throng of people listening to them broke up
and began heading for their homes.

"The high priest remained at his place for a long time. As he
thoughtfully sat there, the priests standing silently about him noticed
how his hair and even his eyebrows were turning white right before
their very eyes. Then he arose and ordered the entrance to the tower
to be re-opened. And the entrance to the tower was opened once more.

"There on the stone floor was the poet's body lying lifeless. Only
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two metres or so separated his weakened hand from a piece of bread.
Between his hand and that piece of bread a wee little mouse ran back
and forth, squeaking. The wee little mouse kept begging and waiting
for the poet to take his bread and share it with the creature, but the
mouse itself would not touch the bread. It was waiting and hoping for
the singer to revive. Upon catching sight of the people coming in, the
wee little mouse jumped back toward the wall, but then ran over to
the feet of the people silently standing around. The wee little mouse's
two little beady eyes tried to look these people in the eye. The priests
standing on the grey stone slabs of the floor took no notice of it. Then
it hastily ran over to the piece of bread once more. The wee little grey
mouse squeaked desperately, and even dragged the piece of bread
over to the lifeless body of the singer, poet and philosopher, trying to
push it into his hand.

"The priests buried my forefather's body with high honours in an
underground temple. But they made it so nobody would take notice of
his grave under the stone slab floor. And bending his grey head over
my forefather's grave, the high priest said:

"None of us will ever say of himself that he understood how he
could create great images as you did. But you are not dead. We have
but buried your body. The images you created will live on for
thousands of years around and above the Earth, and you are in them.
Our descendants will make contact with them in their souls. Perhaps
someone in some future age will be capable of learning the essence of
creation, of learning what people need to become. And we must create
a great and splendid doctrine, and keep it for thousands of years out
of sight, until one or the other of us or our descendants discovers to
what Man should consecrate his great and splendid might."
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A secret science

"The priests created a secret science. Their doctrine was known as the
science of imagery, and from it all other sciences have been derived.
To keep the secret, the high priests divided up the whole science of
imagery, and caused the other priests to think in differing directions.
Hence astronomy, and mathematics, and physics came along quite a
bit later, as well as a multitude of other sciences, including the occult
sciences. They were all developed for the simple purpose of drawing
people's attention to individual sectors, thereby ensuring that nobody
would ever be able to break through to the core of the teaching."

"But what kind of core are you talking about? What kind of
science is it, and what does it consist of — this 'science of imagery'
that you speak of?"

"It is a science that allows Man to accelerate his thought and
think in terms of images, to grasp the whole of the Universe at once
and penetrate a microcosm, to create invisible yet still living
substance-images and use them to control a large community of
people. Through the help of this science a multitude of religions came
about. One who had even the slightest knowledge of it possessed
incredible power, and was able to conquer countries, and topple kings
from their thrones."

"And does that mean that a single individual could take over a
country?”

"Yes, that is right. And the procedure involved is very simple."

"Is even one fact like this known to today's historians?”

"It is."

"Tell me about it. I don't remember anything like that myself."

"Why waste time in telling about it? If you go back and read about
Rama, or Krishna, or Moses, you will see their creations — the
creations of priests who had learnt a part of the secret science of
imagery"

"Well all right then, I shall read about their deeds, but how shall I
arrive at the essence of this science? Try telling me yourself about its
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essence — what did they learn about it and how?"

"They learnt to think in terms of images, as I told you."

"Yes, you told me, only it's still not clear to me what connection
mathematics, say, or physics, has with this science.”

"One who masters this science does not need to write out
formulas, or outline or create a variety of models. He is able to
penetrate matter mentally, right down to the nucleus, and split an
atom. But this is just a simple exercise to learn how to control
people's destinies and those of the populations of various countries."

"Wow! I've never read anything like that."

"But what about the Bible? There is an example in the Old
Testament when the priests were competing amongst themselves to
see who could create the strongest images. Moses the priest against
the pharaoh's high priests. Moses cast his rod down in the sight of
everyone and turned it into a serpent. And the priests of the pharaoh's
court did the same thing. Then the serpent created by Moses
swallowed up the other serpents.™

"You mean to say all that actually happened?!”

"Yes."

"I thought somebody just made it up, or it was a kind of
metaphor..."

"Nothing made up, Vladimir. It all happened just the way the
competition is described in the Old Testament."

"But what made them compete in front of each other that way?"

"It was to show who could create the strongest images, capable of
conquering other images. And Moses proved to everyone that he was
the strongest. After that it was senseless to fight against him. Instead
of fighting they were obliged to carry out his requests. But the
pharaoh did not listen, he tried to stop the Israelites from following
Moses' leadership and the image he created. But the warriors were not
strong enough to stop the people of Israel — a people in which a more
powerful image resided.

"Then you can read about how the people of Israel many times
conquered other tribes, and took their cities. About how the people
created their own religion and nation-state. The glory of the pharaohs
lost its shine. But at the time when the priests of Egypt still excelled in
their creation of grand images, when they were able to determine what
consequences an image they created would provoke among the
people, Egypt flourished under the control of the priests. Of all the
known states formed after the last global disaster, Egypt flourished

! See Exodus 7: 8-12.
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the longest."

"No, wait a moment, Anastasia. Everybody knows that Egypt was
ruled by the pharaohs. Their pyramid tombs have lasted right to the
present day."

"Outwardly, the executive power in the country did rest with the
pharaohs. But their chief task was to exemplify the image of a wise
ruler. The important decisions were not taken by the pharaoh.
Whenever the pharaohs tried to seize full power for themselves, the
state would start deteriorating at once. Each pharaoh was, first and
foremost, appointed to the throne by the priests. The pharaoh himself
studied with the priests from very early childhood, and endeavoured
to master the science of images. Only by learning its fundamentals
could he hope to be appointed a pharaoh.

"The power structure prevalent at that time in Egypt can today be
described as follows. At the very top were the secret priests, then the
priests who looked after educational and judicial matters. Control of
the state formally rested in the hands of a council of representatives
of all the priestly ranks, while the pharaoh ruled according to their
laws and did as he was told by them. The community leaders had a
good deal of executive power — they were considered more or less
independent.

"In fact, things were pretty much the same as they are today.
Many nation-states have a president and government as their
executive authority. Parliament, like the priests of old, makes the laws.
The only difference is that today there is no provision in any country
for the president to be instructed as the pharaoh was instructed by
the priests. The same applies to those who hold public office today on
councils, Dumas?or congresses. It does not really matter by what term
today's legislator-priests are called; what matters is that they too have
nowhere to turn to learn how to become lawmakers before they
actually take on the job. How can our lawmakers learn wisdom when
the science of imagery is kept secret? That is why we have chaos in
many nation-states.”

"What are you trying to say, Anastasia? If we modelled our
governments on the power structure that was in place in ancient
Egypt, everything would have turned out for the better?”

"The actual power structure can bring about very little in the way
of change. It is much more important what stands behind it. And
when it comes to the Egyptian power structure, Egypt was not ruled by
it, nor by the pharaohs, nor even by the priests.”

* Duma — the name of the Russian parliament.
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"Then by whom?"

"In ancient Egypt everything was ruled by images. Both the priests
and the pharaoh subjected themselves to them. From the ancient
science of imagery a secret council composed of just a few priests
took the image of the pharaoh as a just ruler. They took the image just
as it appeared at that time. This secret council spent a good deal of
time discussing the proper conduct for a pharaoh, his outward
trappings and lifestyle. Then they taught one of the selected priests
how to exemplify this image.

"They tried first to select a candidate from the ranks of royalty.
But if no one of royal blood was found suitable in appearance or
character, they could choose any priest and pass him off as pharaoh.
The priest selected as pharaoh was always obliged to conform to the
conceived image, especially during public appearances. And then each
member of the public felt the invisible image hanging over him and
acted according to his understanding of it. When people believe in an
image and the majority find it to their liking, each one is only too
happy to follow it, and the state has no need to set up a huge official
surveillance apparatus. Such a state can only grow stronger and
flourish.”

"But if that were so, then no state today could get by without
images. And yet they do get by, they are alive and flourishing. Just
look at America, or Germany. And our own Soviet Union, before
perestroika,®* was a tremendous state.”

"Without an image, Vladimir, no state can get by even today.
Today it is only the state in which the governing image is the most
acceptable to the majority of people that flourishes, compared to
other states."

"Then who is creating this image today? After all, there are no
priests around any more — at least not the kind ancient Egypt had."

"There are still such priests today, only they are called by another
name, and have within them less and less of the science of imagery.
Today's priests are not able to make impartial and long-term
calculations. Not able to set a goal and create a worthy image capable
of drawing the whole country to that goal."

"What are you talking about, Anastasia — what kind of priests, or
images, were there in our Soviet Union? Everything back then was

* perestroika — the policy of restructuring the economic and political system of the
Soviet Union, which led to the collapse of the Communist Party's hold on power and
to the break-up of the USSR.
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controlled by the Bolsheviks.* First Lenin, then Stalin was in charge.
Then came other First Secretaries.” They had the Politburo.® Religion
was pretty much eliminated back then, they even destroyed the
temples — and here you go carrying on about priests!”

"Vladimir, take a closer look. What was there before the state
which came to be known as the Soviet Union emerged?"

"What d'you mean, what was there? Everybody knows. It was the
tsarist regime. Then along came the revolution, and we went down the
path of socialism, at the same time trying to build communism."

"But before the revolution actually took place, the image of a new
and just system of governance with a bright outlook was already
circulating among the people, and the old system was being exposed.
After all, initially it was the image of a new state that was being
formed, along with the image of a new ruler who would be most
benevolent to everyone. And the image of everyone leading a happy
life. It was images such as these that led people on and motivated
them to fight against those who were still loyal to the old images. And
both the revolution and the civil war® which followed it — a war which
involved multitudes of people — were in fact a conflict between two
competing images."

"Of course there might well be something in what you say,” I
admitted. "Only Lenin and Stalin weren't images. Everybody knows
they were merely human beings who happened to be leaders of their
country.”

"You bring up these names, thinking that behind them stood
simply people in the flesh. In fact... Perhaps if you think about it, you
will see that it was very far from being that way, Vladimir."

"How could it not be that way? I'm telling you: everybody knows
that Stalin was a Man."

* Bolsheviks — the majority party at the time of the Russian Revolution in 1917. The
term is derived from the Russian word signifying 'majority".

5 First Secretaries — Under the Soviet system, the First Secretary of the Communist
Party was the de facto leader of the country.

® Politburo (a term derived from the Russian words signifying 'political bureau') —
the chief policy-making committee of the Communist Party, responsible to the First
Secretary.

7 socialismy/communism — In official Communist Party pronouncements, the political
status quo in the Soviet Union was designated 'socialism’, while the country was in
the process of 'building communism' — i.e., working toward the goal of becoming a
truly communist state.

8 civil war (grazhdanskaya voina) — In Russia this lasted from the 1917 Revolution up
to 1922, when the Bolsheviks (or 'Reds’) finally consolidated their power, defeating
the 'White' forces loyal to the Tsar.














































































THE INVASION CENTRE

will be discarded and replaced by technologically more advanced
counterparts. A job will be guaranteed for all who wish to have one.
Not only that, but every single inhabitant of the Earth will be required
to contribute a certain minimum amount of work toward maintaining
the technological devices.

"A nation that signs a treaty with the visitors will be completely
protected from military invasion by any other nation. In a society
which embraces the new social order and its technologically
supported lifestyle there will be no crime. In the apartments provided
you, everything you need will react only to your voice commands,
identified by tones inherent only in your voice. Every day before you
take in food, the computers in your apartments will scan your eyes,
breath and other parameters to determine your physical health and
prescribe the corresponding food mixture composition.

"Each computer installed in an individual apartment will be
linked with the main computer, which will thereby be able to pinpoint
the exact geographic location of every individual, along with his state
of physical and mental health. Any criminal offence will be easily
uncovered with the help of a special programme in the main
computer. Besides, the social conditions which now foster crime will
be absent.

"In return, the visitors plan to ask the government's permission
to settle representatives of their civilisation in sparsely inhabited
areas — mainly in forests — as well as the right of people to exchange
their individual garden plots for technologically equipped apartments
and provision of lifetime care if they choose to do so.

"The governments will agree, under the impression that they will
still be in fall control. A number of religious denominations will start
preaching that the alien visitors are God's emissaries, since the aliens
will not deny any of the religions existing on the Earth. Religious
leaders who do not believe in the aliens' Divine perfection will find it
impossible to stand up against the visitors since they will be accepted
by the majority of the citizens in each country that signs the treaty.
All other countries will start seeking similar treaties of co-operation
with the visitors.

"Nine years after the first landing on the Earth a new way of life
will have been speedily inculcated into all countries on all the
continents of the Earth. All information media will broadcast the ever
advancing achievements in technology and social order. The majority
of the population will glorify the 'emissaries of the Mind of the
Universe' as intellectually superior brethren, as deities in themselves."

"And not without justification,” I remarked to Anastasia. "There's
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nothing wrong in having no wars and crime on the Earth. Everyone will
be provided with an apartment, food and employment.”

"Vladimir, do you not realise that once mankind accepts the
terms of the aliens, they at the same time renounce their non-material,
Divine self? In fact, it will self-destruct. All that is left will be material
bodies. And every Man, Vladimir, will come to more and more
resemble a biological robot. And all the children of the Earth will
henceforth be born biological robots."

"But why?"

"All people on the Earth will be compelled to render daily service
to those devices which outwardly serve them. All mankind will fall
into a trap, surrendering their own freedom and that of their children
for the sake of an artificial technological perfection. Before long many
Earth people will intuitively recognise their mistake and start ending
their lives by suicide.”

"Strange. What would they be lacking?"

"Freedom, creativity and the feelings that only co-creation with
the Divine creation can bring."

"And if the parliaments and governments of various countries are
unwilling to sign treaties with the aliens, what then? Will they start
destroying mankind?"

"Then the alien minds will look for other ways to lead everybody
into a trap. There is no sense in their annihilating mankind. After all,
their goal is to understand the interrelationship among all earthly
creations, and by what power reproduction is brought about. Nothing
like that can exist without Man. It is Man who is the chief link in the
chain of harmony of earthly creation. And the Sun's rays are part of
the energy and feelings that many people reproduce. With their
present level of consciousness today's Earth people pose no resistance
to the visitors. And many earthlings today are even trying to render
them assistance.”

"How so? Who among us is trying to help them? Does that mean
there are traitors in our midst? Working for them?"

"They are working for them, but these people are not traitors.
Their acquiescence in this comes about involuntarily — it is without
malice or premeditation. The main reason is their own lack of faith in
themselves and in the perfection of God's creations.”

"What's the connection here?"

"It is simple. When Man admits the thought that he is not a
perfect creation, when he all at once begins to imagine that there are
beings on other planets of superior intellect, he himself feeds them by
his own thought. Man himself thereby belittles his own God-given
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power and attributes power to creations other than the Divine. They
have already learnt to gather the energy human thoughts and feelings
can produce into a wunified complex and are proud of that
achievement.

"Look, and you will see in front of that group of aliens there is a
container of glowing liquid, which is being transformed back and forth
between gaseous, liquid and solid states. They have no weapon
stronger than what is concentrated in that small container. Later they
will distribute its whole content into a whole lot of small, shallow
containers. One of the sides of the container will act as a special
reflector. Each one of them will wear a similar device around his neck
in the form of a medallion. All the aliens you see sitting in front of
you are wearing such devices right now. When a ray from this
medallion is directed at a Man, it may provoke in him feelings of fear,
reverence or excitement. And it can paralyse not only a person's will,
but also his consciousness and his body. This ray contains thoughts of
a multitude of people. People's thoughts that there is someone in the
Universe stronger than Man. Stronger than Man, God's creation. And
these thoughts, when concentrated, can be turned against people
themselves."

"So, it turns out we ourselves give them power when we consider
them mentally superior to ourselves?"

"Yes, that is right. Mentally superior to ourselves means mentally
superior to God."

"What's God got to do with it?"

"We are His creations. When we believe that there are other more
perfect worlds in the Universe, that means we are accepting ourselves
as imperfect — imperfect creations of God."

"Wow! And have they already accumulated a lot of such energy on
the alien world?"

"In the container standing in front of you there is enough energy
to overcome approximately three quarters of all the minds on the
Earth and to take over people's feelings. That they consider way more
than enough. Then the whole earthly civilisation will begin to pay
them obeisance. And their power will increase."

"So, is it impossible at this stage to do anything about it?"

"It is possible, if we take a risk and do something they are not
expecting. After all, a full complex of human feelings, even just one, is
always stronger. And it is possible to accelerate thought to a speed
unknown to those who have no feelings. And all the energy amassed
in that container can be neutralised by the energy of another thought
which is brighter, more confident and more perfect.”
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"And you, Anastasia, would you yourself be able to neutralise all
the energy in that container?”

"T could try, but I would have to bring my whole body here for
that."

"Why?"

"My complex of feelings will not be complete without my body.
Matter is one of the planes of Man's being. With it Man is stronger
than the elements of the Universe.”

"So, go ahead — we need to break the container."

And all at once in front of me I saw Anastasia in the flesh. She
was dressed just as she had been in the forest, in a cardigan and skirt.
She stood there barefoot on the floor, and then all at once started
walking unhurriedly over to the aliens sitting in front of the container
with the glowing liquid. They caught sight of her. No emotions showed
themselves on the faces of these unfeeling beings — only for a brief
moment they remained motionless in their seats. A second later
everyone was astir. Suddenly, as if on command, they all rose and
grasped hold of the medallions around their necks. All the medallions
flashed with rays of light, all directed at the approaching figure of
Anastasia.

She stopped, lost her balance momentarily, took a small step
backward, then stopped again. Giving a little stamp with her bare foort,
she slowly and confidently moved forward again.

The rays coming from the aliens' medallions got brighter and
brighter as they joined together, concentrating on Anastasia. It looked
as though it would take but a moment for them to reduce all the
clothing on her to ashes. But Anastasia continued moving forward. All
at once she stretched her hands out in front of her. Some of the rays
reflected off the palms of her hands and were extinguished. Then the
others started to go out.

The aliens stood there stock still, as before. Anastasia went over
to the container, put her hands around it, stroked it with her palms
and whispered something to it. All at once the liquid in the container
became turbulent, then its glow began to gradually fade, and before
long there remained a practically colourless liquid with only a slight
bluish tinge, much like ordinary water on the Earth.

Anastasia went over to a machine standing by the wall that
looked something like a refrigerator. She pressed her hand against it,
whispered something to it, and out came a shower of some kind of
small coloured square tablets, which she caught in the upturned hem
of her cardigan.

Anastasia went over to the aliens, who were still standing
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dumbstruck as before, and held out one of the tablets to the one at
the end. He stirred, as though about to hold out his hand, but stopped
at once and began staring in the direction of the man who was
standing in front of them all — probably their leader. And so there
was Anastasia standing before him for about half a minute, her hand
outstretched.

Then she went over and stood directly in front of the leader and
held out a tablet for him. After a brief pause the leader took the tablet
and put it in his mouth. Anastasia then went around to each one in
turn, and this time everyone calmly took a tablet from her and ate or
swallowed it.

Then she turned from them and came over toward me. She had
got half way to me when all at once she stopped and, turning toward
the group of seated aliens, waved her hand at them. And several of the
aliens got up from their seats and waved their hand back at her in
response. When she reached my position, she said with a tired voice:

"We need to go back. They have now taken the thought-
accelerating tablets. Let them try to make sense of what has happened
here."

And then it was all over. I found myself lying on the grass as
before, as though awakening from sleep. It seemed just a short time
had passed, but my body felt rested, as after a deep, healthy sleep. But
my head... Inside me everything felt as though it were boiling over. As
though my thoughts were running in all directions at once. All the
images I had seen on that other planet completely stayed with me.

What was it? A dream? Hypnosis? Or everything at once — it still
wasn't clear. To see what is actually happening on a planet other than
the Earth — this was something I found impossible to believe, and I
asked Anastasia who was sitting beside me:

"What was it? A dream? Hypnosis? I seem to have remembered
everything and now my head feels absolutely chaotic.”

And she replied:

"Vladimir, as for the power by which this vision of another planet
appeared to you, take it any way you like. If you find the question
disturbing, you can simply tell yourself you had a dream. Besides, all
that is not what is really important. What is important is the essence,
the conclusions and the sensations of this vision you saw. Think about
that while I leave you for a while."

"Yes, go on. I'll be thinking about it here on my own.”

Left alone, I began to ponder what I had seen. Naturally I
concluded that I had had some kind of hypnotic dream.

After taking just a few steps, however, Anastasia suddenly turned
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and headed back in my direction. She took something out of the
pocket of her cardigan, and held out her open hand to me. And there I
saw it, lying on her hand... a strange-looking tablet, the same kind I
had seen on the other planet.

"Take it, Vladimir. You need not be afraid to swallow it. On the
planet you and I visited they make these out of herbs from here on the
Earth. For about fifteen minutes it will help accelerate your thought,
and you will be able to make sense of everything all the more quickly."

I took the little tablet from her outstretched hand, and when
Anastasia left, I ate it.
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GO,

Take back your Motherland,
people!

At first I found my dialogue with Anastasia about what constitutes the
Motherland' rather unintelligible. Her arguments didn't even seem
normal to me, at least initially. But later...

Even today I can't help thinking of them. I distinctly recall her
response to my questions about what to do to prevent war — either
earthly or interplanetary — from happening to us, to eliminate bandits
altogether and bear happy and healthy children. It went this way:

"We need to tell everyone, Vladimir: Take back your Motherland,
people!"

"Take back your Motherland?’ — are you sure you're not
mistaken, Anastasia? Everyone has a Motherland, or a native land, only
not everybody lives in the country where they were born. Maybe you
didn't mean 'take back your Motherland', but 'you need to come back
to your Motherland' — is that what you were trying to say?"

"I was not mistaken, Vladimir. Most people living on this planet
today have no Motherland at all.”

"What d'vou mean they haven't a Motherland? For Russians,
Russia is their Motherland, the English have England. After all,

! Motherland — The Russian term here is rodina, also translatable as native land.
Rodina conveys a deep reverence to one's ancestors, responsibility for descendants
and an intimate connection to the land one's family lives on. As explained in
footnote 2 in Book 2, Chapter 27: "The anomaly", the term Rodina is derived from
two Russian roots connected by i (= 'and'): (a) Rod — the name of God the Creator in
the ancient Slavic tradition, also signifying 'origin', 'derivation’, 'birth’, 'kin' and, by
extension, 'Father', and (b) Na — a root signifying 'Mother', and quite possibly the
same root as the na in the Latin participle natus ('born'), from which our English
words native and nature are derived. Subsequently Rod i Na ('Father and Mother')
took on the broader significance of one's family (or 'kin'), and by association came to
refer to the particular geographical location occupied by succeeding generations of
the same family. Readers should be aware that it is the native' or 'family' aspect,
more than the 'land' component, that is significant in understanding the term
Motherland (i.e., Rodina) in this and subsequent chapters.
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everybody was born somewhere, and so people will use the term
Motherland or native land to refer to the land where they were born."

"Do you consider that one's Motherland must be measured by
someone's arbitrarily determined border?"

"What else? That's the way things are. All states have borders."

"But if there were no borders, how could you determine your
Motherland then?"

"By the place I was born — the town or village — or maybe the
whole Earth would then be a Motherland for everyone?"

"The whole Earth could be a Motherland for each one of its
inhabitants, and Man could be caressed by everything in the Universe,
but for that to happen, he would need to join together all planes of
being into a single point, call it his Motherland, and create with his
own self a Space of Love therein. Then all the best things of the
Universe would come into contact with it first hand — come into
contact with the space of your Motherland. You in yourself will feel
the whole vast Universe through this point, and possess power
unsurpassed. They will know about this on other worlds. Everything
will serve you, as God, our Creator, wanted it."

"You've really got to speak in simpler terms, Anastasia. I didn't
get anything about those 'planes of being', or how to join together
their strands. Or about the "point' I can call my Motherland.”

"Then we need to begin our discussion with what constitutes
birth."

"Well, okay, with birth then. Only don't just say words, but use
words that make sense for us on the Earth today. Tell me, for example,
how you see, how you picture the generation of the family — the birth
and raising of children — in today's prevailing conditions. And how all
the children of Man can be born happy. Can you construct a plan or
draw me a picture?”

"T can.”

"Then tell me about it. Only not about life in the forest or about
the incomprehensible science of imagery. Nobody knows anything
about that, only you..."

I couldn't finish the sentence. My head was buzzing with not just
one but a whole lot of questions. Especially: Why was I even interested
in knowing what this taiga recluse would tell me about our lives? How
does she happen to know not only the outward details of our lives but
many people's inner feelings too? What were the possibilities of this
incomprehensible science of imagery?

I couldn't stay seated. I got up and began to pace to and fro.
Trying to calm down and to make sense of — to understand — these
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incredible phenomena, I began to reason like this:

Here's this young woman calmly sitting under a cedar tree —
ruffling her hand slowly through the grass, or watching some bug
crawl up her arm, or immersing herself briefly in thought. Here she
sits in the taiga, far removed from the bustling day-to-day life of cities
and nations, far removed from wars and all the troubles of the
civilised world. But what if she actually knows this science of imagery
to perfection? What if she can use it to influence people and society,
and in a more powerful way than all our governments, parliaments
and religious denominations? Incredible! A fantasy! But... There are
actual concrete facts which confirm this. Incredible facts, indeed! But
they really do exist.

In a very short time she taught me to write books. She needed
only three days to do this. She was the one pouring forth over and
over again an unending stream of information. Incredible, but fact.
Without so much as an advertising campaign, her books have easily
spread across municipal and national boundaries. Her image is in
these books. By some unknown means this image influences people
and arouses creative impulses in them. Thousands of lines of poetry
and hundreds of bards' songs are dedicated to her image.

And this is something she has known about all along! Right there
in the first book I outlined what she said on this subject. Back then
there was nothing as yet. At the time her words seemed like incredible
nonsense, like a fantasy. But everything came about exactly as she had
said. And now, even as I am writing these lines, incredible things have
been happening.

In 1999 the Prof-Press publishing house put out a 500-page
anthology of readers' letters and poems.? The anthology was
published in July, considered a 'dead season' for booksellers. But an
incredible thing happened: the whole print-run of 15,000 copies sold
out within a single month.

Another 15,000 copies have been printed, but these books
instantly sold out, too. Such an event may not be so spectacular for a
sensationalism-ridden press. In fact, it goes far beyond the conceptual
bounds of sensationalism by virtue of the uniqueness of the
conclusions stemming from it — conclusions that defy credulity. It is
indeed hard to believe that Anastasia's image is actually changing the

2 This readers' anthology, entitled V luche Anastasii zvuchit dusha Rossii (The soul of
Russia sings in Anastasia's ray), was first released in 1999 by Prof- Press in the city
of Rostov-on-Don, and was subsequently re-published by Dilya Publishers of St.
Petersburg.
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consciousness of society.

Readers feel the need of taking action. People both in Russia and
abroad are independently organising readers' clubs and centres,
calling them after her.

A Novosibirsk medical factory is producing the cedar oil she
talked about. And in a small village in the Novosibirsk Region local
residents are repairing their old equipment and endeavouring to
produce healing oil according to the technology she recommended,
and they are getting help from the city.

It was she herself who said that Siberian villages would be
regenerated, and that children would start coming back to their
parents.

She has been redirecting the flood of pilgrims from foreign
temples to our native sacred sites. In the past two years alone the
dolmens she spoke about on the outskirts of Gelendzhik®have been
visited by over fifty thousand of her readers. Around these previously
neglected sacred sites people are now planting flowers and gardens.
And in a number of cities they are planting cedars and other growing
things according to her method.

By decree of the head of the Tomsk Region administration an
enterprise has been set up under the name of Sibirskie dikorosy
(Siberian Flora). It has now sent four thousand cedar saplings to
Moscow.

Scientists are talking about Anastasia. Her image as a living, self-
sufficient substance is already soaring across Russia. But only Russia?
Women in Kazakhstan are collecting money to make a film about
Anastasia. Wow! Here are Kazakh women wanting to make a film
about a Siberian recluse?!

This image of hers is beginning to lead people somewhere. But
where? By what power? Who is helping her? It is possible she herself
possesses some kind of incredible power hitherto unknown. But why
is she staying in her glade as before, still messing about with bugs?

While intellectuals are arguing over whether or not she exists at
all, she is simply taking action. The results of her actions can be seen,
touched and tasted. What is this science of imagery?

Back in the taiga, I found such thoughts a trifle confusing. I
wanted to have them either disproved or confirmed on the spot, but
she was the only one around, the only one I could ask.

So I'm going to ask her. She is incapable of lying. I'm going to ask

* dolmens, Gelendzhik — see footnotes 1 and 2 in Book 1, Chapter 30: 'Author's
message to readers”.
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her.

"Tell me, Anastasia... Tell me, do you have a perfect knowledge of
the science of imagery? Do you possess the knowledge of those
ancient priests?”

I was greatly excited as I awaited her reply, but a calm voice
responded without the least hint of excitement:

"I know what my forefather taught those priests. And also what
the priests did not give him the opportunity to say. And I have
endeavoured to find out and feel new things on my own."

"Now I get it! Just as I thought! You are more of an expert than
anyone else on the science of imagery. And you have created your own
image and placed it before people. For many you are a goddess, a
messiah, a forest sprite. That is how readers write about you in their
letters. You have told me I should write down everything — as though
pride and self-conceit were a great sin. And I have presented myself
before the public as a bumbler, while you have come out exalted over
everyone, and what's more, you knew it was going to turn out this way
in advance."

"Vladimir, I have not concealed anything from you."

Anastasia rose from the ground and stood in front of me, her
arms down by her sides. She looked me straight in the eye and went
on:

"Only my image is not yet clear to everyone. But that other image
which will be out there before the people, will also be mine. My image
will resemble that of a cleaning lady who is simply dusting the
cobwebs off the most important thing."

"What's this about cobwebs? Speak more clearly, Anastasia. What
is it you want to 'create’ this time?"

"l want to animate, bring alive, the image of God to people. I want
to make His grand dream clear to everyone, so that every living person
may feel His aspiration of love. Man can become happy here and now,
in this life. The children of people on the Earth today will live in His
Paradise. I am not alone. You are not alone. And Paradise will appear
as a conjoint co-creation.”

"Hold on, hold on there. I realise now that your words will cause
many teachings to fall apart. Their instigators and their followers will
start not only lambasting you but bombarding me too. Who needs
problems like that? I refuse to write down everything you say about
God."

"Vladimir, here you are afraid just of the thought of struggling
with someone you do not know."

"No, it's all quite clear to me. I'll get descended upon by all the
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religious leaders. They'll poison their fanatical followers against me."

"It is not them — you are afraid of yourself, Vladimir. You are
ashamed to present yourself before God. You do not believe in your
new way of life. You think you cannot change."

"What's this got to do with me? I'm telling you about the clerics.
So many of them are already reacting to your sayings."

"And what are they saying to you?" Anastasia enquired.

"Different things. Some react negatively, while others — just the
opposite. One Orthodox priest from Ukraine came to me along with
his parishioners in support of your sayings. But he's just a country
priest.”

"And what do you mean when you say a 'country' priest came to
see you?"

"I mean there are others, higher-ups. Everybody's subject to them.
Everything depends on them."

"But still, even those 'higher-ups', as you call them, also once
served in the smaller churches."

"That makes no difference. All the same I'm not going to write
until at least somebody in charge of some major temple... Anyway,
what am I saying? You can predict everything that's going to happen
ahead of time. So tell me, who will be against you, and who will help
you? Will there be anyone, in fact, who comes to your assistance?"

"What clerical rank could convince you to be bolder, Vladimir?"

"Nothing less than a Father Superior or a bishop. Can you name
any?"

She thought just for a split-second, as though gazing into both
time and space at once.

And then came this incredible answer:

"Assistance has already come, Vladimir, from someone who has
uttered new statements about God — namely Pope John Paul II,"
Anastasia replied. "The images of Christ and Mohammed will unite
their energies in space, and other images will merge together with
them. There will also be an Orthodox patriarch,* whose words will be
revered for centuries. But, most importantly, there will be impulses of
inspiration among all ordinary people. It may be their earthly status
that is important to you, but, after all, truth is more important than
anything on Earth."

At this point Anastasia ceased talking and lowered her eyes, as
though she had been suddenly offended by something. It appeared as
though a lump in her throat had welled up, but she swallowed it and

* patriarch — the titular head of the Russian Orthodox Church.
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sighed. Then she added:

"Forgive me — I fear I am not making myself clear to your heart.
Things are not working out at the moment on my part, but I shall try
to be clearer, only let the people hear..."

"About what?"

"About what others have tried for a thousand years to hide from
them. About how it takes hardly a moment for any one of them to
enter the Creator's pristine garden and there bring about splendid
conjoint creations with Him."

I could feel a sense of agitation building inside her. And I myself,
for some reason, began feeling agitated, and said:

"Don't be concerned. Tell me, Anastasia, and perhaps I shall be
able to understand and write about it."

And what she went on to say she said in an extremely concrete
and simple way. It was only later, after analysing and pondering her
words, that I began to understand, and could feel some sense — a
significant sense at that — in her words "Take back your Motherland,
people!” But back there, in the forest, I asked her once more:

"I see how it's all going to come about. I see that if you can so
easily bring out images of life of thousands of years ago, that means
you must know all religious teachings and treatises, and that you will
reveal them to people?”

"I know the teachings that called forth reverence among people.”

"All of them?"

"Yes, all of them."

"And the Vedic scriptures you can translate in their entirety?”

"I can. Only why waste time on that?"

"But look, don't you want mankind to know about those ancient
teachings? Tell me about them, and I shall write about them in my
next book."

"And what then? What do you think will be the net benefit to
mankind?"

"What d'you mean? They'll become wiser."

"Vladimir, the whole nature of the dark forces' trap is that with
their multitude of teachings they try to conceal the most important
thing from Man. By presenting a portion of truth — only for the mind
— in their treatises, they deliberately lead people away from the most
important thing."

"Then why do people call the ones that present such teachings
wise men?"

"Vladimir, if you will allow me, I shall tell you a parable. It is a
parable that a thousand years ago was whispered by wise men to each
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other in some secluded spot. For many centuries now no one has
heard this parable.”

"Then go ahead and tell it to me, if you think that the parable
may be helpful in explaining something."
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Two brothers
(A parable)

Once upon a time lived a couple that for many years had no children.
When they were well on in age, the wife bore twin boys — two
brothers. The labour was difficult, and shortly after childbirth their
mother passed on to the next world.

Their father hired wet-nurses, and tried to bring up his children
as best he could. And he managed indeed, for nigh on fourteen years.
But as his boys approached their fifteenth birthday, the father himself
passed on.

After burying their father, the two brothers sat mourning in their
room. Two twin brothers. Three minutes separated their emergings
into the world, and so between the two of them one was considered
the elder, his brother the younger. After a period of mournful silence
the elder brother spoke:

"Our father on his deathbed told us of his sorrow that he had not
been able to impart to us the wisdom of life. How shall you and I live
without wisdom, my dear younger brother? Without wisdom our
family line will go on in misery. People who have managed to gain
wisdom from their fathers might laugh at us."

"Do not be sad," said the younger to his elder brother. "You spend
a good deal of time in reverie. Perchance time will afford you the
opportunity in your reverie to learn wisdom too. I shall do everything
you say. I myself can live without reverie, yet I still find living a
pleasing experience. I am happy when the day dawns and when it
draws to a close. I shall simply live, take care of the household, while
you are learning wisdom."

"Agreed,” replied the elder to the younger. "Only there is no
opportunity to seek out wisdom by staying here at home. There is no
wisdom here, no one has left it here and no one will bring it to us of
their own accord. But I as the elder brother have decided I must, for
both our sakes, and for the sake of our line which will extend through
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time, find everything that is wise in this world. I must find it and bring
it home, and bestow it upon our descendants as well as our own
selves. I shall take with me everything of value our father left us, and
travel throughout the world and meet all the wise people of different
lands. I shall learn all their teachings and then return to my native
home."

"Your course will be a long one,” said the younger brother
sympathetically. "We have a horse. Take the horse, and the cart as
well, and on your departure take along as much goods as you can
carry, so that you will find your journey the less hard. I shall stay at
home and await your returning as the wisest of men."

The brothers parted for a very long time. Years went by. The
elder brother went from wise man to wise man, from temple to
temple, learning the teachings of the Orient and the Occident,
journeying to the North and to the South. He possessed a colossal
memory, and his keen intellect quickly grasped everything he heard
and committed it to heart.

For about sixty years the elder brother plied the highways and
byways of the world. His hair and beard turned to ashen grey. His
inquisitive mind kept roaming and honing his wisdom. And this
ageing pilgrim came to be considered himself the wisest of men. He
was followed around by a crowd of disciples. To inquisitive minds he
generously preached his wisdom. Both young and old hung on his
every word. And his glory and fame preceded him wherever he came,
and communities would proclaim in advance the wise man's great
coming.

And so it was in an aura of glory, surrounded by a throng of
obsequious disciples, that the ageing wise man drew nearer and nearer
to the village where he was born and the house which he had left sixty
years before as a youth of fifteen.

All the people of the village turned out to greet him, and the
younger brother, showing similar signs of grey, ran toward him
rejoicing, and bowed his head before his learned brother. And he
whispered with gladsome tenderness:

"Bless me, O my learned brother. Come into our home, I shall
wash your feet after your long journey. Come into our home, my wise
brother, and take your rest."

With a magnanimous sweep of his hand he gestured to all his
disciples to remain on the little hill in front of the village, accept gifts
from the well-wishers and engage in learned conversations, while he
himself entered the home of his younger brother. The wise man, like
an ageing dignitary, sat down wearily at the table in the spacious
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upper room. And the younger brother began washing his feet with
warm water and listening to what his learned brother had to say. And
the wise man began speaking to him as follows:

"T have fulfilled my duty. I have learnt the teachings of the great
wise men of the Earth, and I have created teachings of my own. I shall
not stay long at home. Now to impart what I have learnt to others —
that is my part. But since I promised to bring my wisdom home, I shall
fulfil my promise and sojourn a day or two with you. During this
extent of time, my dear younger brother, I shall impart to you the
wisest pearls of truth in the world.

"Here is the first: all people should live in a splendid garden."

Drying his elder brother's feet with a beautifully embroidered
towel, the younger went to considerable effort to please him, saying:

"Go to, my brother. On the table before you are the fruits of our
garden — I have gathered the very best for you."

The wise man thoughtfully tasted the marvellous array of fruits
before him, and went on:

"Every Man living on the Earth should cultivate his own family
tree. When he dies, the tree will remain as a good memorial for his
descendants. It will purify the air with its leaves so that his
descendants will be better able to breathe. We should all be able to
breathe good air."

The younger brother began to show signs of haste and effort, and
said:

"Forgive me, my wise brother, I forgot to open the window so that
you can breathe fresh air." Whereupon he threw the window open and
then went on:

"Here, breathe the air of our two cedar trees. I planted them the
year you left. I dug a hole with my spade for one of the saplings, for
the other I used the spade you played with when we were youngsters."

The wise man thoughtfully gazed at the trees, and then intoned:

"Love is a grand feeling. Not everyone is handed the opportunity
to live his life with love. And there is a grand wisdom: each of us
should strive every day for love."

"Oh, how wise you are, my dear elder brother!" exclaimed the
younger. "You have learnt such great wisdom, and I am embarrassed
in your presence. Forgive me, I have not even introduced you to my
wife..." And he called out toward the doorway:
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"Starushka! Where are you, my little cookie?™

"Here I am!" a voice piped up. And in the doorway a cheerful old
woman appeared with plates of fresh steaming pies in her hands.
"Sorry, I've been busy making pies."

Putting the pies down on the table, the cheerful starushka did a
playful curtsy to the two brothers. And then she went over to the
younger brother, her husband, and whispered in his ear, but loudly
enough for the elder brother to hear:

"And now you must forgive me, hubby, I have to go lie down."

"How now, my ne'er-do-well?" her husband replied. "You've
decided to go have a nap when we have an honoured guest? My very
own brother — and you go...?"

"It's not that, my head is spinning and I'm starting to feel a bit
nauseous."

"And how could that possibly happen to you, my little
busybody?"

"Perhaps you are the one to blame, no doubt, again. I am once
more with child," laughed the starushka, as she ran off.

"My apologies, brother,” the younger brother excused himself in
some embarrassment. "She doesn't know the value of wisdom, she's
always been light-hearted and is still that way, even in her old age."

The wise man's thoughtful moments became increasingly longer.
His reverie was broken by the sound of children's voices. The wise
man heard them and said:

"Every Man should strive to learn great wisdom. To learn how to
raise children that will be happy and righteous."

"Tell me, learned brother, I long to make my children and
grandchildren happy — you see, my noisy little grandchildren have
just come in."

Two boys no older than six and a little girl of about four were
standing in the doorway and quarrelling amongst themselves. In an
attempt to smooth things out, the grey-haired younger brother
hastened to say to them:

"Quickly tell me what all the fuss is about, my noisy ones. You're
interfering in our conversation.”

"Oh," the smaller boy exclaimed, "it seems our one grandpa has
become two! Well then now, which is ours and which is not, how do we
tell?"

! starushka — an affectionate term for an elderly woman,; little cookie (Russian:
striapushka) — an endearing name derived from the word striapukha (lit., 'cook’),
and rhyming with starushka.
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"Here's our Grandpakins sitting right here, isn't it clear?" piped
up the little girl, running over to the younger brother, putting her
cheek against his leg, tousling his beard and prattling:

"Grandpakins, Grandpakins, I was coming to see you all by
myself, to show you how I've learnt to dance, and the boys decided to
tag along all on their own. One of them wants to draw with you — see,
he's brought a board and some chalk. The other's brought a flute and
a pipe — he wants you to play them for him. But Grandpakins,
Grandpakins, I was the one who decided to come and see you first.
You tell the others that. You can send them home, Grandpakins!"

"She's wrong. I came first to draw with you, and my brother only
then decided he wanted to come with me, to play the flute," observed
the boy carrying the thin piece of board.

"There are two of vyou grandpakins, you decide,” the
granddaughter chimed in. "Which of us came first? You'd better decide
that I was first, or else I'm going to feel terribly hurt and cry."

The wise man smiled sadly at the youngsters. He furrowed his
brow, working out a response in his mind, but said nothing. The
younger brother became flustered, and decided to cut short the
ensuing pause. He took the flute out of his grandson's hands and said
without stopping to think:

"We don't have any cause for quarrel here. Dance, my pretty little
jumper, and I shall accompany your dance on the flute. My dear little
musician will accompany me on the pipe. And you, my dear little
artist, draw what the sounds of the music are drawing, and draw the
ballerina doing her dance. And now, everybody to their tasks — look
to it, lads!"

Whereupon the younger brother struck up a cheerful and
splendid melody on the flute, and the grandchildren enthusiastically
imitated him in time, portraying their favourite images. The future
famous musician playing the pipe tried his best to keep up with the
melody. The blushing girl leapt about like a ballerina in a delightful
portrayal of her dance. The future artist drew a picture full of joy.

The wise man kept silent. The wise man realised... When the
merriment was finished, he rose and said solemnly:

"You remember, my dear younger brother, our father's old
hammer and chisel. Give them to me, and I shall hew out on a rock the
most important lesson of all. Then I shall go away. I probably shan't
come back. Don't stop me, and don't wait for me."

The elder brother left. The ageing wise man went with his
disciples over to a great rock which a pathway bent around. The same
pathway that lured wisdom-seeking pilgrims into lands far from
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home. A whole day passed, and night fell, but the grey-haired wise
man kept hammering and chiselling away at the inscription on the
rock. When the aged man finished his work in exhaustion, his
disciples read the inscription on the rock:

Whatever you seek, pilgrim, you are already carrying with you. You
keep losing it with every step you take, and are finding nothing new.

Upon finishing the parable, Anastasia fell silent. She gave me an
enquiring look in the eye, no doubt wondering what I had got from it.

"Well, Anastasia, I took from the parable that all the pearls of
wisdom the elder brother talked about, the younger brother was
already implementing in his day-to-day life. There's just one thing that
isn't clear to me, though: who taught the younger brother all these
wise things?"

"No one. All the wisdom of the Universe is included for ever in
each soul right from the moment it is created. It is just that wise men
slyly intellectualise for their own interests, and thereby lead people
away from the most important thing."

"From 'the most important thing'? But what is the most important
thing?"
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GO,

Even today everyone
can build a home

"The most important thing, Vladimir, is that even today everyone can
build a home. Everyone can feel God with their soul and live in
Paradise. One single moment is all that separates Paradise from
people living on the Earth today. Each one possesses conscious
awareness within. When dogmas do not interfere with this awareness,
then look, Vladimir, what can come to pass..."

All at once Anastasia brightened. She grasped hold of my hand
and led me to the shore of the lake where there was a patch of bare
sand, and started talking to me along the way.

"It only takes a moment. You will understand everything in just a
moment of time. And everyone will understand — the readers, yours
and mine.

"Within themselves they will define the essence of the Earth, and
become aware of their destined purpose. Right this moment, Vladimir,
see, right this moment we shall in our thoughts build our home! I and
you, and all of them too. And I assure you indeed that the thought of
each one of them will be brought into contact with the thought of God.
The gates of Paradise will open. Let us go, let us move with more
speed. I shall draw it with a stick upon the shore...

"We shall build a home together with those who into contact with
your written words will later come. All human thought will merge
together into one. Believe me, people have God's ability within them to
turn what they conceive into reality. And many a home will stand
upon the land. And each one in their own homes will be able to grasp
everything first hand. They will be able to feel and understand the
aspirations of the Divine dream. We shall build a home! I and you, and
all of them too!"

"Hold on there, Anastasia. There are a whole bunch of different
designs out there for homes where people are living now. What sense
can there be in proposing yet another one?”
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"Vladimir, you must do more than simply listen to me! You must
feel everything that I outline, and mentally complete yourself the
whole design, and let everyone else draw it along with me. O, God!
People, at least give it a try, I beg of you!"

Anastasia was literally trembling with joyful excitement. She was
reaching out to people, and I found myself growing more and more
interested in her design. And at first it seemed simple to me, yet at the
same time I had the feeling as though this recluse, Anastasia, was
revealing to everyone a most extraordinary secret. The whole secret
was in utter simplicity, and if I can remember the events in order, this
is how they all went.

Anastasia continued:

"First choose for yourself a place of your own you like best of all
the pleasing spaces on the Earth. A place where you would like to live,
and would like your children to live out their lives. And then you will
indeed leave to your great-grandchildren a fitting memorial to you.
The climate, too, in that place must be favourable for you. Take one
hectare' of land in that place for yourself in perpetuity.”

"But nobody can just come along and take any piece of land they
jolly well desire. Land today is sold only in places where people wish
to sell it."

"Yes, unfortunately, everything happens that way today. Our
Motherland is extensive, but there is not a single hectare of your land
where you can create a corner of Paradise for your children and
descendants. And yet the time has now come when we must begin
acting on this cause. And take advantage of the most favourable of all
the existing laws."

"I don't know all the laws, of course, but I'm sure there is no law
allowing someone to take possession of a parcel of land in perpetuity.
Farmers can rent a good deal of land, but only for ninety-nine years."

"Well then, we can start by taking it for a shorter span of time,
but we need at once to plan a law so that everyone may have his own
parcel of ground, his own Motherland. Whether or not and to what
degree the country flourishes as a state depends on this. And if there
is no appropriate law at the moment, well, you will have to make one."

! hectare — designating an area 100 metres square or 10,000 square metres,
approximately equivalent to 2.5 acres in the Imperial system.

2 ninety-nine years — Ninety-nine-year leases, still in effect in Russia, were once
common in many lands. Yet even today, the right to so-called 'land ownership' in
most Western countries can be all too easily abrogated by governments if taxes on
the land are not paid (and paid on time!), or if 'private' land is expropriated for a
deemed 'public’ need (the legal doctrine of eminent domain).
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"That's easier said than done. Our laws are made by the State
Duma. It has to make some amendment or introduce a new article into
the Constitution. And the parties in the Duma are constantly fighting
with each other — there's no way they can settle the land question.”

"Then if there is no party capable of enshrining into law
everyone's right to their Motherland, you will have to form such a
party™

"And who will set it up?”

"Those who will read about the home we are creating and become
aware of what a Motherland means to each one, to each Man living
today, and to the future of the whole Earth."

"Well, enough about political parties. Tell me rather about this
unusual home of yours. I'm really interested now in what new design
you can possibly bring forth. Let's say someone has come into
possession of a hectare of land. Not exactly a Paradise, but, say, one
grown over with wild grasses — they're probably not going to give him
better than that. And there he is, standing on his hectare of land —
what next?"

"Think about it yourself, Vladimir, and dream a little, too. What
could you do if you were standing on your own land?”

> a party — In 2005 the Russian 'Motherland party' (Rodnaya partiya) was
established with the specific purpose of bringing forth legislation on allocating
'pieces of Motherland' to people in the form of family plots, just as Anastasia
proposes here. In fact, the name Rodnaya partiya was suggested in Book 8 (Part 2) of
the Ringing Cedars Series, published shortly before the new party was announced.
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A fence

"First of all,” I said, "first of all, everything, of course, must be
enclosed by a fence. Otherwise, when they start bringing in building
materials to construct the manor house, somebody could come along
and pilfer them. And when you plant a crop, it might be stolen before
you harvest it. Or are you against fences on principle?”

"l am not against them, Vladimir. Even animals mark out their
own territory. Only what are you going to make the fence of?"

"What d'yvou mean, what of? Fence boards, of course... No, wait.
Fence boards can turn out to be on the expensive side. For starters
you need to dig post holes and string up barbed wire all around the
property. Even then you should still put up boards so people wouldn't
see inside the fence.”

"And how many years could a board fence last without needing
repair?”

"If it is constructed of good material, if you keep it painted or
varnished and smear the parts of the posts that are in the ground with
pitch, it might go five years or more without needing repair.”

"And then?"

"Then you'd probably need to do some repair work and touch it
up to keep it from rotting."

"So, that means you will constantly have to fuss over the fence.
And it will give your children and grandchildren even greater cause for
concern. Would it not be better to construct it so your children will
not have to bother about it, and so that their view will not be spoilt by
the sight of rotting timber? Let us think how to make the fence more
solid and long-lasting, so that your descendants may have fonder
remembrances of you."

"Of course, you can build it so it will last longer. Who wouldn't
want that? For example, you could make brick pillars and a brick
foundation, and put cast-iron grill work in between — that kind of
fence doesn't rust. It can even last a hundred years. But only very rich
people can afford to build a fence like that. Can you imagine? A whole
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hectare — that's a perimeter of 400 metres. A fence like that's going to
set you back several hundred thousand roubles, maybe even millions.
Still, it'll last a good hundred years, maybe two hundred or more. You
can even have it made with all sorts of family monograms. Your
descendants will look at it and remember their great-grandfather, and
it'll be the envy of everyone around.”

"Envy is not a good feeling, Vladimir. In fact, it is harmful."

"Well, there's not much you can do about that. I tell you,
enclosing a hectare of land with a good fence is not something many
people can afford.”

"That means we must think up some other kind of fence."

"What other kind? Can you suggest something?"

"Would it not be better, Vladimir, in place of a whole lot of posts,
which can later rot, to plant trees?”

"Trees? And then what, nail boards...?"

"Why nail boards to them? Look there, in the forest there are a lot
of trees growing with their trunks only one-and-one-half to two metres
apart.”

"Yes, you're right. But there are holes between them. It's not the
same as a fence.”

"But it is possible to plant bushes in between them that people
cannot get through. Take a careful look, and think what a splendid
living fence you would have! And it would be just a little bit different
with each person. And everyone would come to admire the view. And
your descendants in the ages to come will remember the creator of
this splendid hedge. And the hedge will not only save them time on
repairs but will bring them benefits as well. It will serve, in fact, as far
more than just a barrier. One person will make a hedge out of birches
growing in a row. Another will use oak. And someone with a creative
impulse will make a coloured hedge, the kind one reads about in fairy
tales.”

"What d'you mean, coloured?”

"Planting different-coloured trees. Birches, maples, oaks and
cedars. Someone may intertwine a rowan-tree with clusters of bright
red berries and still plant guelder-roses in between. And make room
for bird-cherry trees and lilac bushes. After all, you can plan it all out
in advance. Each planter should watch to see how high each one
grows, how it blooms in the spring, what kind of a fragrance it has
and what feathered friends it attracts. Thus your hedge will be both
sonorous and pleasantly fragrant, and you will never get tired of
looking at it, as the picture will be changing its tints with each passing
day. It will flourish with colours anew every spring and every autumn






























Mixed permaculture plantings in Vasiliy and Marina's garden,
Raduzhie community (Podgornoe village), Republic of Mariy El, Russia,
© Alexey Kondaurov, 2006. Like millions of other food-gardeners
throughout Russia, this family uses no chemical fertilisers or
pesticides, yet manages to grow abundant harvests in a climate with a
growing season of only 110 days. According to official statistics, in
2005 Russian gardeners, using less than 3% of the country's
agricultural land, produced over 53% of the nation's agricultural
output — more than all the commercial producers taken together.
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"Here in the taiga God's thought and God's plan are not interfered
with to the same degree as where Man lives today. In the taiga leaves
fall from the trees, and little branches are torn off by the breeze. And
these leaves and branches, along with worms, fertilise the ground in
the taiga. And the grass which grows all around regulates the
composition of the earth. The bushes help it clear away excesses of
acids and alkalis. None of the fertilisers you are familiar with can
substitute for leaves falling from the trees. After all, leaves include
many of the diverse energies of the Universe. They have seen the stars,
the Sun and the Moon. And not only seen, but they have interacted
with them. And even many thousands of years from now, the ground
here in the taiga will still be fertile."

"But the ground-lot where our house is to be built is not the taiga,
you see."

"Then start planning! You yourself can plant a forest of different
kinds of trees."

"Anastasia, maybe it'd be best if you told me right off how to
make it so that the soil on the plot stays fertilised all on its own? That
is a major undertaking, since there are so many other things to do.
Planting beds, warding off various kinds of pests..."

"Of course we could talk about details and particulars, but it
would be best for each one to apply his own thought, his soul and his
dream to the building work. Each of us knows instinctively what will
be the most suitable arrangement for him and bring joy to his children
and grandchildren. There can be no one single plan that fits all. Each
plan is individual, like a great artist's masterpiece. Each Man must
make it his own."

"But give me an example. At least tell me in general terms."

"All right — look, I shall do a little outlining for you. But first
there is the most important thing to understand. Everything is created
by God's hand for the good of Man. You are a Man and can control
everything around you. You are a Man! Try to comprehend and feel
through your soul what constitutes a real Paradise on the Earth..."

"Now more specifically, Anastasia, without philosophising. Tell
me what to plant and where, tell me where I should dig. What cash
crops should I grow that will bring me the biggest return on my
investment?"

"Vladimir, do you know why peasants and farmers today are so
unhappy?”

"Well no, why?"

"So many of them are striving to bring in as big a harvest as they
can. To sell. They think more about money than about the land. They
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themselves do not believe they can be happy in their own family nest,
they think the rest of the people are happy in the big cities. Believe
me, Vladimir, whatever is created in your soul will unfailingly be
reflected in the whole world around you.

"Of course, outward details are also necessary. Let us think
together about one way we can plan out our plot. I shall simply start
things rolling, and you help me on your part."

"Okay, I'll help. You start."

"Let us say our lot is on a barren section of land, and is now
enclosed on all sides by a hedge. Let us divide it, reserving half or
three-quarters of the lot for a forest, and there plant a variety of trees.
On the edge of the forest, where it borders on the remaining part of
the lot, we shall plant a hedge in such a way that animals cannot pass
through it and trample the crops growing in the garden plot.

"In the forest we shall set up a pen using densely planted
saplings, which in time will be home to a goat or two. And we shall
also use saplings to construct a shelter for egg-laying hens.

"In the garden plot we shall make a pond approximately 16
metres across. We shall plant raspberry and currant bushes among the
trees in the forest, and wild strawberries around the edge. Later, after
the trees in the forest have grown a little, we can set up two or three
empty log hives there for bees. And we shall use trees to make a
gazebo where you will have a cool place, safe from the heat, to talk
with your children or your friends. And we can make a summer
sleeping area out of living things, along with a creative workshop for
you. And sleeping places for the children, and a living room."

"Wow! It won't be a forest we end up with, but more of a palace!"

"Only the palace will be a living entity, and continue to grow in
perpetuity. This is how the Creator Himself thought up the whole
balance of things. And all Man has to do is to assign everything its
task — according to his own taste, design and understanding."

"But why didn't the Creator do it all this way to begin with?
Everything in the forest grows just where it happens to end up.”

"Think of the forest as a book for you as a creator. Look more
closely, Vladimir — everything therein has been written by the Father.
Look over there: three trees are growing just a half-metre apart. You
are free to plant them in a row and use a whole lot of them to make
up other configurations. In among the trees there are bushes growing
— think of how you can make use of them to sweeten your life. And
where the trees do not allow grass and bushes to grow between them,
you can take that as a lesson for building your future house out of
living materials. It is as though all you have to do is to formulate the
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required programme and adjust it according to your taste. Everything
around you is charged with the task of cherishing and delighting you
and your children, cherishing and feeding them."

"To feed ourselves, we'll need to plant a vegetable garden. And
that'll take a lot of sweat."

"Believe me, Vladimir, even the vegetable garden can be set up so
that it will not be an aggravation. You just need to keep everything
under observation. Among the herbs, just the way everything grows in
the forest, you could have the most splendid tomatoes and cucumbers
under cultivation. Their taste will be much more appealing and
healthful for the body than when they are grown simply on a patch of
bare ground.”

"But what about the weeds? And won't they be destroyed by pests
and beetles?"

"There is nothing useless in Nature, Vladimir, and there are no
purposeless weeds. Neither are there any beetles that are harmful to
Man."

"What d'you mean, there aren't any harmful beetles?! Take
locusts, for example, or the Colorado beetle — a real vermin that eats
away at potato crops in the fields."

"Yes, it does. It is also thereby showing people how their
ignorance is eating away at the self-sufficiency of the Earth,
contradicting the designs of the Divine Creator. How can people keep
stubbornly ploughing year after year in one and the same place,
torturing the ground? It is like scraping an open wound, at the same
time demanding benefits from the wound. Locusts or the Colorado
beetle will not touch the ground-lot which you and I have outlined.
When everything grows together in one grand harmony, the fruits
accruing to the owner are also harmonious."

"But if that's the way everything is going to ultimately turn out,
meaning that on the lot you have thought up there is no need for Man
to fertilise the ground, or fight off vermin with various kinds of
poisons, or do weeding, and everything is just going to grow all by
itself, then what is there left for Man to do?"

"Live in Paradise. The way God wanted us to. Anyone who is able
to build himself a Paradise like that will come into contact with the
Divine thought and produce a new co-creation together with Him."

"What new co-creation?”

"Its turn will come once the creation of Paradise has been
completed in due course. Let us consider now what you and I still
need to do."
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G,

Home

"We still have to build ourselves a decent home," I observed. "A place
for our children and grandchildren to live, problem-free. A two-storey
brick manor house with a toilet, bathroom and hot-water heater. You
can do that for any private home these days. I was at a building fair
recently and noticed how a lot of different facilities have been
developed for conveniences in private homes. Or are you again going
to object that we don't need to use any technological gadgets?”

"On the contrary, they are necessary. You need to make
everything serve the cause of good as the opportunity presents itself.
Besides, it is important that there be a smooth transition in people's
habits. Only your grandchildren will not need the kind of home you
are building. They will understand on their own as they grow up. They
will need another kind of home. That is why it is not worthwhile
spending too much effort to make the house extremely big or solid.”

"Anastasia, I can tell you've got another sly trick up your sleeve.
You keep rejecting everything I propose, even the house. I think there
is no question but it should be a decent house. You said we would be
designing this project together, and here you're thwarting me at every
turn, no matter what I say."

"Of course we are doing it together, Vladimir. Besides, I am not
rejecting anything, I am simply expressing my views. And each one
must decide for himself what comes closest to his own taste.”

"You should have told me a little more about your views right off.
I don't think anyone's going to understand why the house should not
stay the way it is for the grandchildren.”

"The other home will still preserve their love for you and their
everlasting memories of you. When your grandchildren grow up, they
will understand which materials out of all the ones thought up on the
Earth will be the most pleasant, solid and useful for them. Right now
you do not have those kinds of materials. Your grandchildren will
build a wooden house using those trees which their grandfather
planted 'way back when' and which their father and mother so loved.
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That home will start curing them, it will keep them from impurities
and inspire them to what is bright. The grand energy of Love will
dwell in that home."

"Yes... Interesting... A home made of materials, of the trees
cultivated by their grandfather, and their father and mother. And you
say it will help protect those living in this home? How? There's some
kind of mysticism involved here."

"Why would you call the bright energy of Love 'mysticism’,
Vladimir?"

"Because not everything's clear to me. Here I've been talking
about designing a home and a ground-lot, and now you've all of a
sudden started stating things about love."

"But why 'all of a sudden'? You have to create everything with
love right from the start.”

"What — the living fence too? And d'you have to plant the
saplings in the forest with love, too?"

"Of course. The grand energy of Love and all the planets in
creation will help you lead a full life, a life inherent in a son of God."

"Now you've really started talking incomprehensibly, Anastasia.
From a house and garden you've gone back to 'God' again. What
relation could there possibly be here?"

"Forgive me for not being clearer in my explanation, Vladimir.
Allow me to try a different route in trying to explain the significance
of our project.”

"Go ahead. Only it turns out it's your project, not ours."

"It belongs to everyone, Vladimir. Many people will sense it
intuitively in their hearts. But Man will be prevented from grasping its
specific details by fly-by-night dogmas, sounds of the technocratic
way of doing things and the many scientific disciplines that are
attempting to lead people away from happiness.”

"All the more reason for you to try putting everything in more
specific terms."

"All right, I shall try. Oh, how I wish my explanations could be
clearer to people — oh, how I wish they could! O logic of Divine
aspirations, help me choose phrases and word-combinations that will
be more clearly understood!”
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The energy of Love

"The great energy of Love is sent to the Earth by God for His children.
It comes to each of them at one time or another. It frequently tries to
cheer Man with its warmth and stay near him for ever. But most
people do not give the great Divine energy the opportunity of
remaining with them for long.

"Imagine a couple where he and she meet at one point in the
resplendent radiance of love. They endeavour to join their lives
together in perpetuity. They consider that their union will be made
more solid if affirmed on paper and by ritual in front of a large
gathering of witnesses. But all to no avail. It takes but a few days for
the energy of Love to fade from their lives. And it happens that way
with just about everyone."

"Yes, you are right, Anastasia. A tremendous number of people
get divorced. About seventy percent. And it often happens that those
who don't get divorced end up living like a dog and cat together, or
show complete indifference to each other. Everybody knows this, but
nobody can figure out why it happens on such a massive scale. You
claim the energy of Love fades from their lives, but why? As though it
were somehow aiming to tease everyone or playing some kind of game
it's invented?"

"Love does not tease anyone and it does not play games. It tries
to stay with everyone for ever, but Man chooses his own way of life,
and this way of life frightens the energy of Love. Love cannot give
inspiration to annihilation. It is unseemly for the offspring of love to
live in torment when he and she are beginning to build a new life
together — when they are endeavouring to establish a home in an
apartment resembling a vault of lifeless stone. When each has their
own work and interests and their own environment. When there is no
common vision of the future, no conjugal aspirations. When their
bodies are attracted by mere fleshly alleviation, only to hand over
their child to the cruel ways of a world devoid of clean water, a world
filled with bandits, wars and disease. It is from this that the energy of
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Love flees."

"But what if he and she have lots of money? Or the parents give
the newlyweds, instead of a tiny flat, say a six-room apartment in a
fancy modern block, with a guard on duty at the entrance, and they
give them a fine car, and deposit lots of money into their bank
account — would the energy of Love agree to remain under those
conditions? Could he and she live their whole life in love?"

"Then they will be obliged to live their lives to the end of their
years in cold fear, deprived of love and freedom. And watch
everything around them grow old and rot."

"So what exactly does this finical energy of Love require?"

"Love is not finicky or obstinate, it aspires to the Divine creation.
It can forever warm the heart of one who agrees to co-create with it a
Space of Love."

"And is there a Space of Love somewhere in the design you have
come up with?"

"Yes."

"And where is it?"

"It is in everything. First it is born for the couple, then again for
their children. And through three planes of being the children will
have a connection with the whole Universe.

"Imagine, Vladimir, that he and she will begin in their love to
implement this design that you and I are outlining. They will plant
family trees and herbs in the ground, together with an orchard. And
how happy they will be in the spring when their co-creations burst
forth into bloom. Love will eternally dwell between them, in their
hearts, all around. And each will see the other in a spring flower,
remembering how they planted a flowering tree together. And the
taste of raspberries will remind them of the taste of love, since in the
autumn he and she — in love for each other — touched the twig of a
raspberry bush.

"In the shady orchard splendid fruit is ripening on every tree
thereof. And the orchard was planted jointly by he and she. They
planted the orchard in love.

"She laughed resoundingly when he dug a hole and perspiration
covered his brow, and she wiped it off with her hand and planted a
kiss on his burning lips.

"It often happens in life that only one of the partners is in love,
while their mate simply tolerates the other's presence. Once they start
working on the orchard, the energy of Love will multiply itself and
never forsake either of them! After all, their way of life will help them
both live their lives in love and convey the Space of Love to their
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children in continuation. And help them raise their children together
with God in His image and likeness."

"Anastasia, tell me in greater detail about the raising of children.
A desire to know more about this is something many readers in their
letters have expressed. Even if you don't have a system of your own, at
least tell us, out of the existing systems, which is best."



CHAPTER THIRTY

GQ,

In His image and likeness

"You will not find a single system of child-raising that will suit
everyone, Vladimir, if only because each one must first respond to the
question of exactly what kind of individual they want to raise their
child to be."

"What d'you mean, what kind? A Man, of course — a happy,
intelligent Man."

"If so, then the parents themselves must become that kind of
Man. And if they themselves have not been able to achieve happiness,
then they should know what has prevented them from doing so.

"T very much want to speak about happy children. Raising them,
Vladimir, means also raising yourself. The project we have been
outlining all together will help in this. You and everyone else know the
way children are born these days. People do not pay enough attention
to their whole experience leading up to the birth, and many children
are deprived of the planes of being inherent only in Man, and so
children are inevitably born cripples.”

"Cripples? D'you mean without arms or legs, or polio victims?"

"A Man may be born crippled not only in outward appearance.
Sometimes the body may appear externally quite healthy. But Man has
a second self, and each Man should have a full set of all forms of
energy. Intellect, feelings, thought and much else besides. But more
than half of all children, even by today's very low standards, are
deemed by your medical professionals to be deficient. If you want
proof of this, take a look and see how many schools there are today
for the 'mentally retarded'. That's how your medical professionals
classify them. Only they are comparing their abilities with those of
children considered relatively normal. But if the doctors saw what the
mind and the inner complexes of human energy could be in the ideal,
only a few rare individuals among all the children born on the Earth
would be considered normal’."

"But why are all children not completely perfect, as you say?"

"The technocratic world aims to prevent the three most
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important points in newly born children from merging into one.
Technocracy tries to break Man's links with the Divine Mind. And the
links are broken before the child is born. And in looking for this
connection, Man goes searching the world in suffering, and does not
find it."

"What 'most important points' are you talking about? What's this
about 'links with the mind'? I don't get any of it."

"Vladimir, in a great many aspects Man is formed even before his
entrance into the world. And his upbringing should come into contact
with all creation. What God has used in creating His splendid creations
should not be neglected by His son. Parents should impart to their co-
creation the three most important points, the three primary planes of
being.

"Here is the first point of Man's birth — it is called parental
thought. Both the Bible and the Koran talk about it: "In the beginning
was the Word"' — though it could be put more precisely: "In the
beginning was the Thought". Let anyone calling themselves a parent
today remember when they conceived their child in thought, and what
kind of child they thought of him as. What kind of life did they foresee
for him? What kind of world did they prepare for their creation?”

"I think, Anastasia, that very few would even care to think of
anything like that before the woman actually gets pregnant. In other
words, they simply sleep together. Sometimes without even being
married. And they get married when the girl gets pregnant, since
there's no way of knowing whether she'll get pregnant at all. And
there's no sense in thinking about it ahead of time, when there's no
guarantee she'll even have a child.”

"Yes, unfortunately, that is the way it often happens. Most people
are conceived in fleshly indulgence. But Man, the image and likeness
of God, should not come into the world as the result of fleshly
indulgence.

"Now picture a different scenario. He and she build their splendid
living home in love for one another and in thoughts about their future
co-creation. And they visualise how their son or daughter will be
happy in that place. How their offspring will hear its first sounds — its
mother's breathing and the singing of the birds, God's creations. Then
they will visualise how their child, when he grows up, will want to rest
in his parents' garden after a hard day's journey and sit in the shade
of a cedar tree. In the shade of a tree planted in love for him by his
parents’ hands, with thoughts of him, in their native land. The

! John I: I (Authorised King James Bible).
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planting of the family tree on the part of the future parents will define
this first point, and this point in turn will call upon the planets to aid
them in their future co-creation. It is vital! It is important! And above
all else it belongs to God! It is confirmation that you will be creating in
His likeness! In the likeness of Him, the Grand Creator! And He will
rejoice in the conscious awareness of His son and daughter.

"Thought is the origin of everything. Please believe me, Vladimir.
The currents of all the diverse energies of the Universe will unite in
that spot where the thoughts of two have merged into one in love,
where two together are contemplating a splendid creation.

"The second point, or rather, yet another human plane, will be
born and light a new star in the heavens when two bodies merge into
one — merge in love and with thoughts of a splendid creation — in the
very place where you build your Paradise home, your living home for
your future child.

"Then the wife who has conceived should live in that spot for
nine months. And it is best of all if these months are the blossoming
of spring, the sweet fragrance of summer, and the fruits of autumn.
Where nothing will distract her except for joy and pleasant feelings.
Where the wife, in whom a co-creation is already dwelling splendidly,
is surrounded only by the sounds of Divine creations. She lives there
and feels with her whole self the whole Universe. And the future
mother should see the stars. And mentally give all the stars and all the
planets to her splendid child as a gift — something the mother can do
all with the greatest of ease, something completely within her power.
And everything will follow the mother's thought without hesitation.
And the Universe will be a faithful servant to the splendid creation
these two people have produced in love.

"And a third point, a new plane of being should come about in
that space. Right there on the spot where the conception occurred the
birth should take place. And the father should stay close around. And
the great all-loving Father will raise over the three of them a crown.”

"Wow! I don't know why, Anastasia, but I find your words even
took my breath away. You know, I was able to visualise the spot you're
talking about. And oh, how I could visualise it! It made me feel as
though I wanted to be born again myself in such a place. So that right
this moment I could go and rest in a splendid garden planted by my
father and mother. So that I could sit in the shade of a tree planted for
me before my birth. The place where I was conceived and where I was
born. Where my mother walked in the garden, thinking about me, even
before I came into the world."

"Such a place would greet you with great joy, Vladimir. If your
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body should fall ill, it would heal the body. If your soul, it would heal
the soul too. And if you were weary it would give you food and drink.
It would embrace you in a gentle sleep and wake you with a joyful
dawn. But, as with most of the people living on the Earth today, you
do not have such a spot. You do not have a native land — a
Motherland — where the planes of being can merge into one."

"But why does everything we do turn out so lousy? And why do
mothers continue to bring semi-retarded children into the world? Who
took this spot away from me? Who has taken it away from everyone
else?”

"Vladimir, perhaps you yourself can say who failed to create such
a place for your daughter Polina?"

"What?! You're not suggesting I'm to blame for..? For my
daughter not having a spot?”
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But who is to blame?

"But I had no idea all that could be done so fine, just like that. Pity I
can't turn the clock back in time and correct everything."

"But why go back? Life goes on, and each one is given the
opportunity at any moment to create a splendid way of life."

"Life goes on, of course, but what good are old people, for
example? Now they expect their children to help them, while the
children themselves are unemployed. Besides, how can children be
properly brought up now, when they're all grown up themselves?"

"Adults can still give their children a Divine upbringing."

"But how?"

"You know, it would be good for the elderly to apologise to their
children. And sincerely apologise, for not having been able to give
them a trouble-free world. For dirty water and polluted air.

"And let them begin to build, with their elderly hands, a real
living home for their grown kids. If only such a splendid thought is
born in them, the days of their lives will be extended. And when the
elderly reach out their hand to touch their Motherland, believe me,
Vladimir, the children they yearn to see will return to them. And
perhaps the elderly will not be able to grow their living home
completely, but their very children will be able to bury them right in
their Motherland, and thereby help them come to life again.”

"Bury them in their Motherland? Oh, by 'Motherland' you mean
their lot of family terrain. So, we should bury our relations on this lot
of land, instead of in a cemetery? And we'll put up memorials to them
there?"

"Of course, on their own land, their own plot of ground. In the
forest planted by their own hand. But of man-made memorials they
have no need. Indeed, everything around will serve as a memorial to
them. And every day everything around you will remind you of them
and not with sadness, but with gladness. And your line will be
immortal — after all, it is only good memories that will bring back
souls to the Earth.”
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"Hold on, hold on there. What about the cemeteries? D'you mean
to say they're completely superfluous?”

"Vladimir, cemeteries today are something like cesspits, where
people throw their useless garbage. Even up until recently the bodies
of those who died were buried in family tombs, chapels and temples.
And only those without family or wayward people were taken outside
the community. What is left today is but a distorted remembrance
ritual of long ago. You go through a ritual after three days, then nine
days after that, then six months, then a year, and so on. Then the
remembrance is wholly superseded by the ritual itself. The souls of
those who have passed away are gradually forgotten by those living
today. And even the living are all too often forgotten, when children
abandon their own parents and run away to some far-off land. And
the children themselves are not to blame — they are simply running
from what they intuitively perceive as the parents' lie and the
hopelessness of their own aspirations. They are running away from
impending hopelessness, only to find themselves at the same dead
end.

"Everything in the Universe is arranged so that those souls who
are called by good memories from the Earth are the first to be re-
embodied in material form. Called not by ritual, but by genuine
feelings. They will appear in those living on the Earth when the
departed, by virtue of their way of life, leave behind pleasant
memories of themselves. When the memories of them are not
ritualistic, but are real and tangible.

"In comparison with the multitude of other human planes of
being in the Universe, the human material plane is no less significant,
and we must lovingly cherish our relationship to it.

"From the bodies buried in the forest they themselves planted,
grass and flowers will come up, along with bushes and trees. You will
see these and delight in them. Every day you will come into contact
with a piece of your Motherland tilled by your parents' hand, you will
communicate with them subconsciously, and they will communicate
with you. Have you ever heard of guardian angels?”

"Yes, I have.”

"These guardian angels, your ancestors both close and distant,
will endeavour to watch over you. In three generations their souls will
once again be embodied on the Earth. But even when they do not have
an earthly, material incarnation, the energy of their souls will not
refrain from watching over you every moment. Nobody will be able to
aggressively invade your kin's terrain. The energy of fear is in each
person — an energy that will also be awakened in the aggressor. The
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aggressor here will find himself subject to a multitude of diseases,
arising from stress. In time they will also destroy him."

"In time," you say, but that aggressor might wreak a lot of havoc
in the meantime."

"Who will seek to attack, Vladimir, if he knows that his
punishment is inevitable?”

"But what if he doesn't know it?"

"Every person today knows this intuitively."

"Well, okay, let's say you're right about aggressors, but what
about friends? Let's say I want to have my friends over for a visit one
night. They'll come and get a fright from everything around them."

"Any friends you have whose thoughts are pure will be gladly
welcomed by what is around them, as you will be glad to greet them.
And here I might bring up the example of the hound. When a friend
comes to the dog's owner, a faithful watchdog will not lay a paw on
him. When an aggressor attacks, however, the faithful hound is ready
to do mortal combat with him.

"And on your plot of Motherland even each blade of grass that
grows will be healthful both to you and to your friends. And each
breeze that blows will bring you healing pollen from the flowers,
bushes and trees. And the energy of all your forebears will be present
with you. And in anticipation of co- creation the planets themselves
will await your dictation.

"And the face of your beloved will reflect from every petal of the
splendid flowers in perpetuity. And the children you raise will
tenderly talk with you for millennia to come. And you yourself will be
embodied in new generations. And so you will talk with yourself, and
help with your own upbringing. And you will produce co-creations
with your Parent. In your own Motherland, in your own Space of Love
will dwell the Divine energy — love!"

When Anastasia told me about the plot of land back in the taiga,
my breath was simply taken away, captivated as it was by her fervour
and the intonations of her voice. Later, after coming home and writing
these lines, I often wondered how important it really is for each
individual to have such a spot of his own — this piece of one's
Motherland, as she calls it? Can one really see to a child's upbringing
when he is already grown, with one's own last breath? Is it really
possible, with the help of one's own family terrain, to speak with one's
parents again and for their energy to protect one, both in spirit and in
body? And — just imagine — it came about that all my doubts were
erased all on their own by life itself. This is how it happened...
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The old man at the dolmen

Three years ago I went to the northern Caucasus to write the first
chapters about the dolmens, which people now flock to visit in an
unending stream. But back then very few bothered to come and see
these edifices of our ancient forebears. I would make frequent visits —
on my own — to the dolmen situated on a property belonging to a
farmer by the name of Stanislav Bambakov in the settlement of
Pshada,' in the Gelendzhik district. And each time I went, there was
old Bambakov at the dolmen. He always showed up unexpectedly,
wearing a patched shirt and carrying a jar of honey from his apiary.

The elderly man was tall, lean and very agile. He had acquired his
land only recently, at the beginning of perestroika,? and gave the
impression he was most anxious to get everything set up on it as
quickly as possible. He built himself a small house and a shed for his
beehives, along with farm buildings made of various scrap materials.
He started putting in an orchard and digging a small pond, thinking to
coax forth a water spring, but he ran into a layer of rock.

In addition, old Bambakov was very attentive to the dolmen. He
would sweep all around it. He also took the rocks he found in the field
beside the dolmen and put them in a pile. He told me that these rocks
had been brought here manually from other places, and pointed out
how different they were from other rocks in the vicinity. People had
made them into a mound, he said, and erected the dolmen on top.

The old man's farmstead stood off to one side, away from the
settlement and the main road. Most of the time he worked it all by
himself. I wondered whether he realised how pointless his efforts
were. There was no way he could set up his farmstead, work the land
and build himself a regular modern house. But even if a miracle
should happen and he should succeed in beautifying the surrounding
land and establishing his farmstead, he would still hardly have cause

! Pshada — see footnote 8 in Book 2, Chapter 33: "Your sacred sites, O Russia!".
¢ perestroika — see footnote 3 in Chapter 19 of the present volume: "A secret
science”.
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for rejoicing. Everybody's children were running off to the cities.
Indeed, this old man's son had set himself up with his wife in Moscow,
where he'd become a civil servant.

Didn't the old man realise how pointless his efforts were? They
weren't of any use to anyone, even the children. Their father would no
doubt have to die with a heavy heart, knowing that his farmstead
would go to ruin. Knowing that everything would grow over with wild
grasses, and his bees would swarm out. And the dolmen standing so
awkwardly in the middle of his field would once again get covered in
garbage. He ought to have taken it easy in his advanced years, while
here he was working his heart out from morning 'til night, always
digging or building something like a possessed man.

One time I arrived at the dolmen well after dark. The path leading
to it was lit by the light of the moon. Silence reigned — the only sound
was the rustle of leaves in the breeze. I stopped a few steps short of
the trees growing around the dolmen.

There sitting on a rock next to the dolmen's portico was the old
man. I recognised his gaunt figure at once. Usually agile and cheerful,
he sat there without so much as a stir. He appeared to be weeping.
Then he got up and began pacing back and forth near the portico with
his usual quick gait. Then he stopped abruptly, turned toward the
dolmen and gave an affirmative wave of his hand. I realised that
Bambakov was communicating with the dolmen, having a conversation
with it.

I turned and headed back to the settlement, endeavouring to
tread as softly as I could. Along the way I fell to wondering how this
old fellow, already in his twilight years, could possibly be helped by
the dolmen, no matter how strong or wise a spirit it possessed. How
indeed?! Surely not just through communicating like that? Wisdom!
Wisdom is something you need when you're young. What good is it
when you're old? Who needs it? Who's going to listen to speeches of
wisdom, if even one's own children are a million miles away?

Then a year and a half later, during one of my regular visits to
Gelendzhik, I once again set out for the dolmen on old Bambakov's
property. I already knew that Stanislav Bambakov had died. And I was
a little sad that I wouldn't be seeing this cheerful, stalwart old fellow
again. And I was sorry that I wouldn't have the chance to taste any
more honey from his apiary. But what worried me the most was the
prospect of seeing garbage around the dolmen and the whole place in
a state of ruin. However...

The lane leading from the main road to the farmstead, it turned
out, was freshly swept. Just before the path turned off that led to the
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dolmen, there among the trees stood wooden tables with benches
around, even a beautiful gazebo. Along the lane, neatly marked off by
whitened stones, were growing green cypress saplings. Lights burned
in the windows of the little house, as well as outside, on a lamp-post.

His son! Old Bambakov's son, Sergei Stanislavovich Bambakov,
had left Moscow, quit his job and moved with his wife and son here to
his father's farmstead.

Sergei and I sat at one of the tables underneath the trees...

"My father rang me in Moscow, asked me to come. I came, looked
around, and brought my family," recounted Sergei. "And I started
working here with my dad. Such a joy it turned out to be, working
alongside him. And when he died, there was no way I could leave this
place.”

"No regrets moving here from Moscow?"

"No regrets, and my wife has no regrets either. I thank my father
every day for this. We feel a lot more at home here."

"Have you got some facilities in — running water for instance?"

"Facilities... well, you see the outhouse there — that's something
my father fixed up before he died. No, I'm talking about feeling at
home in a different way. You know, feeling better inside, more
satisfied.”

"And what about work?"

"We've got our fill of work. There's the new orchard to tend to,
and looking after the apiary. I'm still not a hundred percent
knowledgeable about working with bees. Too bad my father's skill
didn't rub off on me.

"More and more people are coming to the dolmen, and every day
we greet the touring coaches. The wife's always glad to help out. My
father asked me to keep on greeting people, and I greet them. I've set
up a little coach stop, I want to bring in running water. But they keep
harassing us over taxes. Right now we don't really have enough to get
by. At least we can be thankful that the head of the local
administration can give us a little help.”

I told Sergei about what Anastasia had said about land, about the
lots, and remembering parents, and he responded:

"You know, she's right! She's a hundred percent right! My father
died, and yet it seems as though I talk with him every day —
sometimes we argue, even. And he's becoming closer and closer to me
— it's as though he never died."

"What d'you mean? How can you talk with him? The way
mediums do — you hear voices?”

"Of course not. It's much simpler than that. You see that crater
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over there? He was searching for water and stumbled across a layer of
rock. I was going to fill in that crater and put another table with
benches in its place. And then I thought to myself: What have you
done here, dear old dad? You didn't think things through. Now I've got
extra work to do, and there's so much on my plate already. Only the
rains came, and water gushed down from the mountain and filled the
crater, and it stayed — the water level stayed up for several months. A
little pond formed. And I thought: jolly good, dad! That crater of yours
is good for something after alll And now I see there's so many other
things he thought of here, I'm still trying to figure them all out."

"Can you tell me how he managed to get you to come here, Sergei,
all the way from Moscow? What words did he use?”

"As far as I can recall, he used very simple words. Ordinary
words. I only remember that his words gave me some kind of feelings
and desires I'd never had before... and here I am. Thank you, dad!"

What words did old Bambakov learn when he communicated with
the dolmen? What wisdom did he learn to make his son come back to
him? And come back to him for good! Pity they buried him in the
cemetery, and not on his own land, like Anastasia said. And I began to
be even a bit envious of Sergei — his father found, or created for him,
his own piece of his Motherland. Will I ever have mine? Will others
have theirs? Bambakov has it good. It would be good for everyone to
be able to stand on their own piece of their Motherland!
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School, or the lessons of the gods

After my final visit to the dolmen on Stanislav Bambakov's property
and my meeting with his son I began recalling more distinctly my
conversation with Anastasia about one's Motherland, and about her
Tot' project. My head was floating in memories of the individual plots
comprising splendid communities of the future which she had
outlined with a stick in the moist earth. And how enthusiastically, with
unusual intonations in her voice, she had endeavoured to describe
them — it was as though I could hear the very leaves rustle in the
gardens now covering the former wasteland, and hear the pure water
gurgling in the brooks, and look and see the beautiful and happy men
and women living among them. And hear the children's laughter, and
the songs at the close of the day. Along with this, the extraordinary
nature of her description provoked a whole range of questions, such
as:

"The way you've drawn them, Anastasia, it looks as though the
lots are not right up against each other. Why?"

"This splendid community has to have walkways, roadways and
paths. There should be a passage no less than three metres wide on all
sides between the lots."

"And will there be a school in this community?"

"Of course — look, there it is, in the middle of all the squares.”

"I wonder what kind of teachers will be teaching in the new
school, and how they will structure the classes. Probably the way I saw
at Shchetinin's school. A lot of people are going there now. Everybody
likes the forest school at Tekos.' And a lot of people want to set up
similar schools in their own communities."

"Shchetinin's school is indeed marvellous. It is a step toward the
school where children in the new communities will study: The pupils

! Tekos — the name of the settlement near Gelendzhik where Mikhail Petrovich
Shchetinin's school is located. For a description of the school, see Book 3, Chapter
17: "Put your vision of happiness into practice" and Chapter 18: "Academician
Shchetinin”.
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who have gone through Shchetinin's school will help build them and
teach in them. But wise and educated teachers are not the only
principal component here. Parents will also be teaching their children
in these new schools, and at the same time they will learn from their
children.”

"But how can parents become teachers all of a sudden? Will all
the parents have a higher education, let alone specialised education?
There are a lot of different subjects — maths, physics, chemistry,
literature — who will teach the children these in the schools?"

"The level and specialisation will not be uniform, of course, for
everyone on the whole. But then, after all, the study of sciences and
other subjects should not be considered an end in itself, a primary
goal. It is much more important to learn how to be happy, and that is
something only the parents can show by their example — that is their
role.

"It is not at all necessary for the parents to teach classes in the
traditional sense. Parents, for example, can participate in joint
discussions or collectively administer an examination.™

"An exam? Whose exam could the parents administer?”

"Their children's, and the children could examine them, examine
their parents.”

"Parents administer their kids' exams?! You're talking about
school exams?! Now that has to be some kind of joke! Then all the
kids would end up with top marks! What parent is going to give his
own child a low mark? Any parent, of course, is automatically going to
mark their son or daughter near the top of the class.”

"Vladimir, do not jump to conclusions. Along with classes
resembling those in today's schools, the new school will have others
— more important ones."

"Others? What kind of others?"

And all at once a thought crossed my mind: if Anastasia could so
easily show scenes from millennial antiquity (whatever the process
involved — her ray, hypnosis, or something else besides — it still
worked), that means... that means, she must be able to show the near
future too. So I asked her:

"Could you show me, Anastasia, at least one class from that
school of the future, the kind of school that those new communities
will have? Could you show me a non-traditional class?”

"I could.”

2 administer an examination — It should be remembered that in Russian schools
examinations are usually oral, rather than written.
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"Then show me. I want to compare it with what I saw in
Shchetinin's school. And with the classes I had back in my own
schooldays."

"And you will not ask about or be frightened by the power that I
use to create scenes of the future?”

"I don't care how you do it. It'll simply be most interesting for me
to watch."

"Then lie down on the ground, relax, and doze off."

Anastasia quietly placed her hand on top of mine and...

I could see, as though from above, amidst a whole lot of plots,
one which had an internal configuration different from the rest. It
comprised several large wooden buildings linked by footpaths, lined
on either side by a variety of flowerbeds. Near the building complex
stood a natural amphitheatre: along the side of a hill rows of benches
descended in a semi-circular formation. On these were seated about
three hundred people of different ages, including both grey-haired
elders and some quite young. It looked as though they were sitting in
family groups, since adult men and women were interspersed with
children of various ages. Everyone was talking excitedly amongst
themselves, as though they were anticipating something out of the
ordinary — a concert performance by a superstar or a presidential
address.

In front of the audience on a wooden stage or platform stood two
small tables and two chairs, with a large chalkboard behind. Alongside
the platform there was a group of children, about fifteen in all,
ranging in age from five to twelve, engaged in an animated discussion.

"This is the beginning of something resembling a symposium on
astronomy," I heard Anastasia say.

"But what are the children doing here? Don't their parents have
anybody they can leave them with?" I asked Anastasia.

"One of the group of children arguing amongst themselves will
now give the keynote presentation,” she explained. "Right now they are
voting on who it shall be. There are two candidates, you see — a boy,
he is nine years old, and a girl, she is eight... Now the children are
voting... Ah, the majority has picked the boy."

A young boy approached one of the tables with a confident,
businesslike step. From a cardboard folder he took out some papers
containing designs and sketches and laid them out on the table. The
rest of the group of children — some slowly and solemnly, others with
a hop, skip and a jump — headed over to where their parents were
seated on the benches. A little red-headed, freckle-faced girl — the
other candidate, who was not chosen — walked past the table, her
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head held proudly in the air. The folder in her hands was a little
bigger and thicker than the boy's — no doubt it too contained
sketches and designs.

The boy at the table tried to say something to the girl as she went
by, but she didn't stop. She simply straightened her braid and walked
on past, deliberately looking the other way. For some time the boy
followed her distractedly with his gaze. Then he once more focused
his attention on rearranging the papers in front of him.

"Who on earth could have managed to teach these kids enough
astronomy so that they can make a presentation before a group of
adults?" I asked Anastasia.

And she replied:

"Nobody taught them. They were given the opportunity to work
out for themselves how the whole Universe is structured, to prepare
their arguments and present their conclusions. They have been
working on it for more than two weeks already, and the final moment
has come. They will now defend their views, and their conclusions
may be refuted by anyone who wishes to do so."

"So, it turns out this is some kind of game?"

"You can think of what is going on here as a 'game’. Only it is very
serious. Each person present will now have their thinking about the
planetary order accelerated, and may perhaps start contemplating
something even greater than that. After all, the children have been
thinking and pondering for two weeks now, and their thought is not
limited by anything — there are no dogmas or theories of planetary
order to weigh them down. We still do not know what they will come
up with."

"They'll be fantasising with their child mindsets, you mean to
say?"

"l mean to say, they shall present their own theories. After all,
even adults have not come up with any proven truths regarding
planetary order. The goal of this symposium is not to work out any
canons, but to accelerate thought, which afterward will determine
what is true, or at least come closer to the truth."

At this point a young man stepped up to the second table and
announced the presentation was about to begin. Whereupon the nine-
year-old started to speak.

He spoke confidently and enthusiastically for about twenty-five
or thirty minutes. What he said struck me as sheer childish fantasy —
a fantasy not grounded in any scientific theories or even an
elementary knowledge one would get from a high-school astronomy
course. He spoke in substance as follows:



SCHOOL, OR THE LESSONS OF GODS

"If you look up to the sky in the late evening, you see a whole lot
of stars shining there. There are different kinds of stars. Some stars
are little and others a little larger. But very small stars can be big, too.
Only we think at first that they are little. But they are very big. Because
when an aeroplane flies very high, it is small, but when it is on the
ground and we walk up to it, it turns out to be big, and it can hold a
whole lot of people. And each star could hold a whole lot of people.

"Only there are no people on the stars right now. But they shine
in the evening. The big ones shine, and the little ones too. They shine
so we can see them and think about them. The stars want us to make
the things we do on the Earth just as good on them too. They are a
little envious of the Earth. They really want berries and trees to grow
on them the way they do here, they want the same little streams and
fishes.

"The stars are waiting for us, and each of them is trying to shine
to make us pay attention to it. But we can't yet travel to them, 'cause
we've got a lot of things to take care of here at home. But when we do
take care of everything at home, and things are good everywhere on
the whole Earth, then we shall travel to the stars. Only we shan't travel
by plane or rocket ship, 'cause flying by plane would take too long and
the rocket ship would be long and boring. Besides, we won't all fit into
a plane or a rocket ship. And there won't be room for all sorts of
things we want to take with us. There won't be any room for trees, or a
stream. But once we make everything right all over the Earth, we'll fly
the whole Earth to the nearest star.

"Besides, some stars will want to come to Earth themselves and
snuggle up to it. They have already sent their fragments, and their
fragments have snuggled up to the Earth. People used to think that
these were comets, but they are fragments of stars which really, really
wanted to snuggle up to our beautiful Earth. They were sent by the
stars, which are waiting for us. We can fly the whole Earth to a far-off
star, and whoever wants to can remain on the star, to make it
beautiful, like on the Earth."

All this time the boy had been holding up his sheets of paper and
showing them to the audience. They contained drawings of a starry
sky and the Earth's trajectory as it headed toward the stars. The last
drawing portrayed two stars blossoming with gardens and the Earth
moving away from them on its intergalactic journey.

When the boy finished talking and showing the drawings, the
master of ceremonies announced that anyone who wished could
challenge him or put forth his own views on what had just been said.
But no one hastened to speak. Everybody remained silent — it looked



SCHOOL, OR THE LESSONS OF GODS

to me as though they were concerned about something.

"What are they hesitating for?" I asked Anastasia. "Don't any of
the adults here know about astronomy?"

"They are hesitating because they know whatever arguments they
put forth must be clear and well thought through. After all, their
children are present. If what they say is not understandable or
acceptable to the children's hearts, then the speaker will risk being
mistrusted or, even worse, treated unsympathetically. Adults cherish
their relationship with their children, and hesitate to risk any harm to
it. They are afraid of incurring the audience's disfavour — especially
their children's."

The heads of many in the audience began turning in the direction
of a grey-haired elderly man sitting in their midst. He had his arm
around the shoulders of the little red-haired girl sitting beside him,
the same one who had been one of the candidates to give the keynote
presentation. Sitting next to them was a young and very beautiful
woman. Anastasia commented:

"A lot of people now have their eyes on the elderly man in the
middle of the audience. He is a university professor, a scientist, now
retired. His personal life got mixed up rather early on, and he had no
children. Ten years ago he procured a lot of land, and began to
establish a home on it all by himself. A young woman fell in love with
him and the little red-headed girl was born to them. The young woman
next to him is his wife and the mother of his child. The retired
professor very much loves the child of his old age. And the girl, his
daughter, treats him with great respect and love. Many of those
present here today believe that the professor is entitled to take the
floor first."

But the elderly professor had trouble getting his first words out. I
could see him nervously rumpling the pages of some journal with his
hands. Finally he got up and started to speak. He said something
about the structure of the Universe, the comets and the mass of the
Earth, and finally summed up his remarks something like this:

"The planet Earth, of course, is moving through space and
rotating. But it is inextricably linked with the solar system, and cannot
move independently. It cannot leave the solar system and travel to
distant galaxies. The Sun gives life to everything living on the Earth.
Moving away from the Sun would involve a serious cooling of the
Earth, and we would end up with a dead planet. We can all observe
what happens even when we move just a fraction away from the Sun.
We get winter."

At this point the professor stopped abruptly. The boy who had
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presented the paper flipped distractedly through his sketches, then
gave a questioning glance to his peers in the group, the ones who had
helped him prepare the presentation. But it was apparent that
everybody had found the argument of winter and cooling very cogent
and plausible. This argument had the effect of crushing the children's
beautiful dream of a space-travelling Earth. And all at once in the
ensuing quiet, which had lasted a half-minute already, the voice of the
elderly professor once more sounded forth.

"Winter... Life can't help but slow down if the Earth doesn't get
enough solar energy. Simply can't help! You don't need any scientific
studies to see that, to be convinced... On the other hand... it is possible
that the Earth itself possesses energy, the same as the Sun. Only it
hasn't yet manifested itself. Nobody's discovered it yet. Perhaps you
yourselves will discover it at some point. Perhaps it is possible that
the Earth could be self-sufficient. This energy will be made manifest in
some way... The Sun's energy will show itself on the Earth, and, like
solar energy, it will be able to unfold the petals of the flowers. And
then we can travel on the Earth across the galaxy... Yes, then..."

The professor lost his train of thought and fell silent. A murmur
of dissatisfaction could be heard through the audience. And then it all
began...

The adults in the audience began getting up from their seats and
holding forth, denouncing the professor, especially the possibility of
living without the Sun. Some of them spoke of the photosynthesis of
plants, others about environmental temperature, still others about the
fixed nature of planetary trajectories. Through all this the professor
sat with an increasingly drooping head. His red-haired daughter
turned her head to look at each of the speakers — on occasion she
would try standing up, as though she were trying to protect her father
from his challengers.

An elderly woman who looked like the teacher type took the floor
and started holding forth on how it wasn't right to appease or flatter
children just to curry a favourable attitude toward you on their part.

"Any lie will be exposed with time, and then how will we all look
then? This isn't just a lie, it's cowardice!” said the woman.

The red-headed girl tugged on the lapels of her father's jacket.
She began shaking him, practically crying, her voice breaking as she
kept at him:

"Papochka,® you lied about the energy... Did you lie, Papochka?
Because we're children? The lady called you a coward. Is that bad?"

® Papochka (pronounced PAH-poch-ka) — an endearing form of Papa.
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A silence fell upon the large open-air amphitheatre. The
professor raised his head, looked his daughter in the eye, put his hand
on her shoulder and quietly said:

"I believed what I said, daughter.”

At first the girl remained silent. Then she quickly stood up on the
bench and cried out as loudly as her little child's voice could muster:

"My Papa's not a coward. Papa believed what he said. He believed
it!"

The little girl surveyed the now hushed audience. Nobody was
even glancing in their direction. She looked at her mother. But the
young woman turned away with her head lowered; she fiddled with
the buttons on the sleeve of her cardigan, undoing them and doing
them up again. The girl once more surveyed the hushed audience, and
looked at her father. As before, the professor seemed to be gazing
helplessly at his little daughter. Once more, this time in the absolute
quiet, the red-headed girl's voice sounded gently and tenderly.

"People don't believe you, Papochka. They don't believe you
‘cause the Sun's energy has not yet showed itself on the Earth — the
energy that is like the Sun and can open the petals of the flowers. But
once it appears, then everybody will believe you. They will believe you
later, when it appears. Later..."

And all at once the professor's daughter quickly straightened her
hair, then leapt out into the aisle and ran off. She ran to the edge of
the amphitheatre, and hurried toward one of the nearby houses. She
disappeared inside, only to reappear in the doorway a few seconds
later. This time the girl was holding in her hands an earthenware pot
with a plant in it. She ran with it over to the speaker's table, which was
now vacant. She put the potted plant down on the table. And her
child's voice, now loud and confident, resonated over the heads of the
audience:

"Look, here's a flower. Its petals are closed. All the flowers' petals
have closed. 'Cause there's no sun out today. But they will open,
because there is energy on the Earth... I shall... I shall transform myself
into the energy which can open the petals of flowers."

With that the little girl closed her hands into a fist and began
staring at the flower. She went on staring without blinking.

The people sitting in their seats refrained from conversation.
Everyone was looking at the little girl and the plant in the earthenware
pot on the table in front of her.

Slowly the professor rose from his seat and went over to his
daughter. He went up to her and put his hands on her shoulders,
trying to lead her away. But the little redhead shrugged him off and
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whispered:

"Why don't you help me instead, Papochka!”

The professor was no doubt utterly bewildered. He remained
standing at his daughter's side, his hands on her little shoulders, and
he too began staring at the flower.

But nothing was happening with the flower. And I began to feel
somehow sorry for the little girl and her professor-father. But he really
got himself into a fix with his declaration of faith in some kind of
undiscovered energy!

All at once a boy stood up in the front row — the same boy that
had given the presentation. He partially turned toward the silent
audience, sniffed his nose and headed over to the table on the stage.
Solemnly and confidently he approached the table and stood next to
the red-haired girl. Just like her, he fixed his gaze firmly on the plant
in the earthenware pot. But as far as the plant was concerned, of
course, nothing was happening.

And then I saw it! I saw how children of all ages began rising
from their seats and one by one came down to the stage. They silently
took up a position, staring intently at the flower. The last little girl,
about six years old, was carrying her very small brother in her arms.
She managed to squeeze in front of those standing and someone
helped her stand her younger brother up on the chair by the table. The
toddler, after taking a good look at everyone around, turned to the
flower and began blowing on it.

And all at once the potted plant began to gradually unfold the
petals of one of its flowers. Little by little. But it didn't escape the
notice of the hushed crowd in the amphitheatre. And several of them
rose silently from their seats. And now, on the table, a second flower
was already opening its petals, along with a third, and a fourth...

"Oooh..." cried the teacher-type in an excited, childlike voice, and
began clapping her hands. Then the whole amphitheatre broke into
applause. The beautiful young woman ran over to her professor-
husband, who by this time had stepped off to one side of the crowd of
delighted children surrounding the flower and was rubbing his
forehead. She leapt at him on the run, threw her arms around his neck
and began kissing his cheeks and lips...

The little redhead took a step in the direction of her embracing
parents, but the boy who had given the presentation stopped her. She
managed to wriggle her hand away, but after taking a few more steps,
she turned, went up close to him and buttoned up a button which had
become undone on his shirt. With that she gave him a smile, then
quickly turned and ran off to her still embracing parents.
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More and more people were now heading from their seats down
to the stage, some with babes in arms, others shaking the hand of the
young presenter. He just stood there, his arm outstretched for
handshaking, while his second hand was clasping the button the little
girl had just done up for him.

All at once someone struck up a tune on a bayan® — something
between a gypsy melody and a Russian folk dance. And when some
old fellow began stamping his feet on the stage, he was joined by a
plumpish lady who made her entrance like a swan. And two young
fellows had already launched into a boisterous prisiadka.” And the
flower with its unfolding petals watched as more and more people got
carried away by the tricky and boisterous rhythms of a Russian folk
dance.

Then, all of a sudden, the scene of the unusual school
disappeared, as though a screen had been turned off. I was sitting on
the ground. Taiga vegetation stretched all around, as far as the eye
could see, and there beside me was Anastasia. Inside me, however, a
kind of excitement lingered, and I could still hear the laughter of
happy people and the sounds of the cheery dance music, which I
didn't want to let go of. When the sounds within me gradually died
down, I said to Anastasia:

"What you showed me just now is nothing at all like any school
class I've ever seen. It's some kind of family gathering, of families
living in the community. And there wasn't a single teacher there —
everything happened all by itself.”

"There was a teacher, Vladimir, a very wise teacher. But he
purposely did not attract anyone's attention to himself."

"But why were the parents there? Their emotional reactions only
provoked stress."

"Emotions and feelings can accelerate thought by a factor of
many times. They have lessons like that every week in this school.

* bayan — in this case a Russian folk-instrument of the accordion family, using a
single reed and a chromatic scale, with rows of buttons on both the left and the
right sides (not to be confused with a similarly named bass drum in India). Derived
from another accordion-type instrument, the diatonic garmon’, it is often played
together with a stringed instrument (such as the domra or balalaika). It takes its
name from a legendary Russian singer- storyteller named Bayan or Boyan, whose
songs inspired ancient warriors to do their utmost in battle. By extension, the word
bayan (derived from an ancient Russian verb signifying 'to tell') could refer to any
wandering poet- storyteller — a counterpart of the Celtic bard.

* prisiadka (pronounced prees-YAT-ka) — one of the more famous Slavic dances,
usually performed by men, involving squatting on one knee while kicking out the
opposite leg in front, then alternating the leg positions in quick succession.
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Teachers and parents are united in their aspirations, and children
consider themselves to be equal with adults.”

"All the same, it seems weird to think of parents participating in
their children's education. After all, parents aren't trained to be
teachers."

"It is sad, Vladimir, that people have got into the habit of handing
over their children to others to be raised, regardless of who these
others are — a school, or some other institution. They simply hand
their children over, often not knowing what kind of world-view will be
inculcated in them, or what destiny awaits them as a result of
somebody's particular teaching. By giving their children over to an
uncertain future, they are actually depriving themselves of their own
children. That is why children whom mothers hand over to someone
else to be taught learning often forget their mothers in turn.”

GO,

The time came to leave. My mind was filled up full with all the
information I had acquired, so much so that I was scarcely aware of
my surroundings. I took my leave of Anastasia in some haste. I told
her:

"Don't bother seeing me off. When I'm walking alone, I can think
unhindered.”

"Yes, do not let anyone hinder your thinking," she responded.
"When you come to the river, my grandfather will be there, and he will
help ferry you across to the landing."

I walked alone through the taiga in the direction of the river and
thought about everything I had seen and heard, all at the same time.
But one question persisted above all others: how did we get into this
situation (‘'we' meaning the majority of people)? We think everyone has
their Motherland, and yet none of us has a little piece of Motherland
to call their own. And there isn't even any law in our country, no law
guaranteeing a Man or his family the opportunity to own in perpetuity
a single hectare of land. Political leaders and parties in their ever-
changing procession promise all sorts of benefits, but they all manage
to avoid the question concerning a piece of our Motherland. Why?

And yet our grand Motherland consists precisely of little pieces.
Native, small family homesteads, with little houses and gardens on
them. If nobody has anything like that, then what does our Motherland
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consist of? A law must be drawn up to guarantee everyone their piece
of Motherland. For every family that wants one. The deputies® can
pass such a law. The deputies are chosen by all of us. That means we
must vote people into office who agree to pass such a law.

A law! How should it be worded? Maybe this way?

The State is obliged to provide each family couple, upon request,
one hectare of land for use in perpetuity, with right of inheritance.
Agricultural yields on these family lands shall never be subject to
any kind of taxation. Family lands are not subject to sale.

Something like that would be okay. But what if somebody takes
the land and doesn't do anything with it? Then the law should also
state:

If over a period of three years the land is not cultivated, the State
may take it back.

But what if some people want to live and work in the city and use
their family domain like a dacha? Well, let them. Women will still come
to their kin's domain” to give birth. Those who do not will not be
forgiven later by their children.

And just who will push this law through to final adoption? A
political party? Which one? We need to set up a party for this
purpose.® And just who will take care of organising it? Where do we
find politicians like that? We must seek them out, somehow. As soon
as possible! Otherwise you could die, and not once come nigh to your
Motherland. And your grandchildren won't remember you. When will
an opportunity like this come again? When will it be possible to say,

® deputies —members of the Russian Duma, or national parliament.

7 The terms family domain and kin's domain are used here interchangeably to
translate the Russian term rodovoe pomestie. Pomestie is equivalent to domain, estate
or homestead. Rodovoe comes from the same root as Rod (signifying 'God the
Creator', 'origin', 'birth' or 'kin') and Rodina ('Motherland'); it literally means
'belonging to one's kin' and points to the unity of the past, present and future
generations of one's family. Both kin and family, as used henceforth in the Ringing
Cedars Series, include the whole range of one's ancestors and descendants and not
merely the present generation of a family. Interestingly enough, the concept of kin's
domain is not unlike the concept underlying the English word kingdom, since king
originally meant 'head of a kin or family clan', while dom stems from a root
signifying "home place’ or 'domain’. For more on Rodina see footnote 1 in Chapter 24
above: "Take back your Motherland, people!".

® a party — see footnote 3 in Chapter 26: "Even today everyone can build a home".
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"Greetings, my Motherland!"?

ES

Anastasia's grandfather was sitting on a log by the shore. Nearby a
small wooden boat was tied up, rocking ever so gently on the waves. I
knew it wasn't too hard to row to the nearest landing a few kilometres
downstream on the other side of the river,® but how would he fare
coming back against the current, I wondered as I greeted the old
fellow. I asked him about it.

"T'll make it by and by," answered Anastasia's grandfather. Always
cheery as a rule, on this occasion he seemed rather sombre and not
much inclined to conversation. I sat down beside him on the log.

"I can't understand,” I said, "how Anastasia can hold so much
information inside her — how she can recall things from the past and
know everything that is going on in our lives right now. And here she
lives way out in the taiga, and delights in the flowers, the Sun and all
the little creatures. It's as though she doesn't think about anything."

"What's there to think about?” her grandfather replied. "She feels
it, this information. When she needs it, she takes as much as she
wants. The answers to all questions are right here in space, right with
us. We need only know how to perceive them and make them
manifest.”

"How do we do that?"

"How... How... Say you're walking along the street of a city you
know very well, thinking about your own affairs, and a passer-by
suddenly comes up to you and asks how to get somewhere. Can you
give him an answer?"

"Sure."

"You see how simple it all is. You were thinking about something
completely different. The question put to you has absolutely no
connection with what you were thinking about, and yet you are still
able to give an answer. The answer 'lives' in you.”

"But that's just a request for directions. But if the same passer-by
were to ask me what happened in the city we're in — let's say, a
thousand years before we met, no Man could give an answer to that."

"He couldn't if he's lazy or neglectful. Everything, right from the
very moment of creation, is stored in and around each individual

° the river — the Ob, which flows from south to north.
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Man... Why don't you get into the boat? Time to push off."

The old fellow took the oars. When we had got about a kilometre
from our departure point on the shore, Anastasia's erstwhile taciturn
grandfather began to talk.

"Try not to wallow in all your information and contemplations,
Vladimir. Decide what's real by yourself. With your self, you should be
able to feel both matter and what you cannot see in equal measure."

"Why are you telling me this? I don't understand.”

"Because you've started digging around in all that information,
trying to define it with your mind. But you won't get it with your mind.
The mind can't possibly fathom the volume of information known to
my granddaughter. And you'll stop being aware of the creative process
taking place around you."

"I'm aware of everything — the river, the boat..."

"If you're aware of everything, then why weren't you able to say a
proper good-bye to my granddaughter and your son?”

"Well, maybe I wasn't able to after all. You see, I was thinking
more globally."

I had indeed left almost without saying good-bye to Anastasia,
and I got so immersed in thought during my whole journey back to
the river that I hardly noticed the time, but suddenly found myself on
the riverbank. I added:

"Anastasia also thinks about other things, she thinks globally, she
doesn't need a whole lot of sentimental gestures."

"Anastasia feels with her self all planes of being. She doesn't feel
one at the expense of another."

"So?"

"Take your field-glasses out of your bag and have a look back at
the tree on the bank where we pushed off."

I got out my field-glasses and had a look. Standing there by the
tree-trunk, holding our son in her arms, was Anastasia. On her bent
arm hung a little bundle. She stood there with our son and waved her
hand at our boat, which was moving further and further away
downstream. And I waved back.

"Looks as though my granddaughter and her son followed you.
She was waiting for you to finish your contemplating and start
thinking of your son, and of her too. And she gathered together that
bundle for you. But it seemed the information you had gathered from
her was more important to you.

"The spiritual and the material — you need to feel it all in equal
measure. Then you'll be able to take a solid stand in life, with both
feet planted firmly on the ground. When one predominates over the
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other, it's like a person going lame."

The old man spoke with no trace of anger as he handled the oars
with dexterity.

I tried to respond aloud, either to him or to myself:

"Most of all now I need to understand... To understand things for
myself! Who are we? Where are we?"



CHarTER THIRTY-FOUR

Anomalies at Gelendzhik

Dear readers, everything I have written in these books I either heard
from Anastasia, or saw and experienced myself. All the events I
describe are real events from my own life, and my descriptions,
especially in the first couple of books, included people's real names
and addresses — a decision I later had cause to regret. These people
came to be bothered more and more by curious busybodies.

Another thorny problem has been all the various rumours, events
and phenomena attached to both myself and Anastasia. The particular
interpretations of these events — and, consequently, the particular
conclusions drawn therefrom — have also been upsetting. Many of
them I cannot agree with at all. For example, I am dead set against
worshipping the dolmens. I believe that we can and must
communicate with the dolmens on the basis of respect, but not
worship them.

The readers of the Anastasia books comprise people of various
faith groups and religious confessions, with various levels of
education. I believe that anyone's interpretation of events is worth our
attention. Everyone has the right to their own opinion, but when
expressing it, they should say: "This is my opinion, my suggestion.”
And of course one should not mystify everything right off, and should
certainly not mystify either me or Anastasia. Otherwise one may
transform Anastasia from a Man — albeit not a very ordinary Man —
into some kind of extraordinary being. Might it not be that she in fact
is a supremely normal Man, and we are the ones who are abnormal? So
please excuse me for getting carried away here with my own opinions.
It's on account of my being disturbed by a particular set of
circumstances:

Rumours are circulating lightning fast at the moment about the
fiery sphere with which Anastasia communicates. I ask my readers to
recall my various descriptions of it in previous books — how this
sphere appeared next to Anastasia in emergency situations: how it
first appeared when little Anastasia was crying over her parents'
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grave, and then taught her to take her first little baby steps, and how
it defended her when she was attacked. To her grandfather's question,
"What is it?" she replied: "I would call it Good.™

Yes, she does communicate with it, but even she does not fully
comprehend what kind of natural phenomenon it is.

Now why have I all of a sudden brought up the fiery sphere which
appeared out of nowhere? Because according to a mass of witnesses, it
was this very sphere that appeared in the sky over Gelendzhik and
stirred up a good deal of turmoil. Now rumours are being spread by
detractors to the effect that Anastasia can practically bomb anyone
she doesn't like with the help of this sphere, and that she
communicates not only with the forces of light but also with the dark
forces. And here the readers themselves are adding fat to the fire. I
have already had a request from Tuapse to send this sphere to the
Sochi city hall so that they might see the light the way the Gelendzhik
council did.?

I shall now attempt, dear readers, to offer you a true account of
what really happened in Gelendzhik, and I would ask you to read it
calmly and understandingly.

A local non-profit organisation in Gelendzhik was preparing to
hold a readers' conference on the Anastasia books. The relationship of
the organisation's board with the city council was, to put it mildly,
tense. And in Book 2 I had already given a rather unflattering
portrayal of the old city leadership. Against a background like that,
you can just imagine what happened.

Some time after noon on 17 September 1999, on the eve of the
reader's conference, a wind blew up in the city, and a thunderstorm
began. All at once a fiery sphere appeared on the small square in front
of the city hall. Its subsequent behaviour, people now say, was very
much like that of Anasta- sia's sphere.

The sphere which appeared over Gelendzhik somehow evaded
the lightning-rods of the surrounding buildings, and made contact
with a tree standing in the middle of the square. Then the sphere
emitted several fiery spheres or rays of somewhat smaller
proportions. One of them flew into the Mayor's office, flew around the
room right in front of onlookers and then flew out.

A second sphere flew into the window of the Deputy Mayor,

' See Book 2, Chapter 27: "The anomaly"; also Book 3, Chapter 7: "Assault!".
2 Gelendzhik, Tuapse, Sochi — cities on the eastern shore of the Black Sea (see
footnote 2 in Book 1, Chapter 30: "Author's message to readers").
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Galina Nikolaevna,®* and hovered in the air for a while. Then it went
over to the window and etched on the window-pane a strange symbol
that nobody has yet been able to erase, and then flew off.

Subsequent rumours have it that the Gelendzhik administrative
council has become 'holy' or 'enlightened’. They say that right after the
incident with the fiery sphere, the council decided to adopt measures
for a more favourable reception of the readers of my books coming to
the city from out of town, to fix up the dolmens in the area, hold an
annual inspirational songwriters' festival, and a lot more besides,
which it was unwilling to do before.

Rumours of what had happened spread, together with the
affirmation that Anastasia's sphere had visited Gelendzhik. I tried
countering that it was only ball lightning, and that its resemblance in
behaviour to what I had described in the book was purely coincidental,
and the city council would have adopted some kind of resolution,
regardless. But they would have none of it. They immediately began
arguing that there are no coincidences, and besides, it wasn't just one
coincidence in this case, but a whole chain. And they further declared
that when coincidences follow one after another in a chain, it can be
termed a pattern.

Of course one could say that the coincidences had come together
in a chain. For now, at least, there was no logical explanation for the
sphere bypassing the lightning-rods. Why did it make contact with the
big tree standing in the square, flare up and make thundering sounds
over it, yet refrain from destroying it and fly over to the city council
windows? Why did it fly right into the offices of the very people
capable of taking decisions with respect to readers coming to the city?
Why did the city council render a favourable decision on a whole lot of
questions immediately afterward? Why did the chairman of the
municipal assembly take it upon herself to personally welcome the
conference delegates the next day? And so forth.

According to one recent rumour the Mayor of Gelendzhik and the
whole administrative apparatus has changed so much that now
Gelendzhik will start to flourish, and become, as Anastasia said,
"richer than Jerusalem or Rome".? Another rumour has it that the
sphere simply struck fear in everyone.

* Galina Nikolaevna — Note: Nikolaevna is a patronymic (i.e., a middle name derived
from one's father's first name), not a surname. The combination of first name and
patronymic is a common polite form of address in Russian, especially in business
relationships.

* See Book 2, last page of Chapter 32: "Title!".
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Upon my arrival at Gelendzhik I met with the Mayor and her
deputy. I saw the symbol the sphere had etched on the glass and I
touched it. I sensed an unusual aroma in the office, something similar
to incense or sulphur. But there was no sensation of fright. On the
contrary: Galina Nikolaevna, the Deputy Mayor, for example, even
seemed more cheery than on previous occasions. She also recounted
to me how everything had happened, and asked me whether I thought
this might be some kind of sign.

Altogether, the way things turned out, the theory about ordinary
ball lightning was quite unacceptable. And I got accused of simplifying
the situation.

I don't deny that I really did try to simplify things — and not only
this situation. Why? Because I have heard reports about how certain
religious leaders are frightening people with their speculations on
Anastasia's unusual powers — saying that these powers were not of
God, and that Anastasia was not a Man. They're writing articles about
this in their religious journals. I can only imagine the exaggerations
that will now come up with the appearance of the sphere at
Gelendzhik.

I am not about to try to either prove or refute the identification
of the fiery sphere at Gelendzhik with Anastasia's — there's no sense
in it now. Everybody's going to stick to their own opinion. All I want is
to try to reason a little together with you, dear readers, as to what
kind of forces the fiery sphere at Gelendzhik might have represented.

The Bible says: "By their fruits ye shall know them.™ Well then,
what are the fruits?

First, the fiery sphere caused no damage to the city hall. Even the
glass on which it etched its symbol wasn't broken. The lingering
aroma in the office was not an unpleasant one. Galina Nikolaevna (the
occupant of the office) spoke with me in the presence of four people,
and none of them detected any sense of fear in her.

The sphere made thundering noises over the tree in the square,
and there was a bright flare — people said it looked as though the tree
itself was flaring up. But there it is, still growing away in perfect
health.

The city council resolved to improve the level of service to
readers from out-of-town. It also made a decision to offer regular,
properly organised excursions to the dolmens Anastasia spoke about.

I myself cannot see a single negative consequence. Therefore, the
fruits must be judged positive.

> Matth. 7: 20.
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Anastasia says about the fiery sphere that it acts completely self-
sufficiently, that it cannot be ordered about — one can only make a
request of it.

In my books I am attempting to describe, as accurately as I can,
situations I have seen with my own eyes, experienced with my own
feelings or heard with my own ears. As for the incident with the fiery
sphere at Gelendzhik, well, everyone can put forth their own version
of events. But I certainly don't want anyone using this incident for the
purpose of frightening people.

Besides, if one were to continue along that line, then it is possible
to mystify the most mundane situations. Now people are even starting
to say that this fiery sphere assisted me in making my presentation at
Gelendzhik. But that's not true. I don't have any connection with it at
all. And the press has not been blameless in feeding these rumours.

The respected magazine Ogonyok® printed a long article in which
the author states that "an experiment is being conducted on this
country on a major scale". Specifically he notes about me that "he
talked on stage for eight hours straight — I haven't seen oratory like
that for a long time". And another paper adds: "through all this he
remained fresh as a cucumber”. All these descriptions, to put it mildly,
are exaggerated and inaccurate.

In the first place, at the conference I spoke not for eight hours
straight, but only six. Two hours were 'added’' from my presentation
on the following day.

As far as assistance goes, it really was there, but with no
mysticism.

On the eve of the Gelendzhik conference Anastasia came to see
me, telling me I should get a good night's sleep. She offered me a tea
extract that she had brought with her from the taiga, for me to drink
just before bedtime. I agreed, since lately I really hadn't been able to
sleep much at night. Then, when I lay down, she sat down beside me,
took my hand — as she used to do back in the taiga (I described this
in my chapter "Touching Paradise"”). And I fell asleep, as though
literally flying off somewhere. Whenever she did this in the taiga, a
sense of peace would always come over me.

I awoke the next morning to see a beautiful day out, I felt in top
shape, and my mood was cheerful.

For breakfast Anastasia offered me only cedar milk, saying it was

® Ogonyok (stress on last syllable) — one of the oldest weekly illustrated magazines
in Russia (published since 1899). The name literally means 'little flame'.
" "TouchingParadise” — Chapter 21 in Book 1.
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better not to eat any meat, since a lot of energy would be spent on
digesting it. And after the cedar milk I didn't even feel like having
meat. Whenever I have cedar milk, I never feel like having anything
else.

When I gave my talk to the readers at the conference, Anastasia
was not beside me. She stood quietly for a while in the auditorium
among the readers, then went off and disappeared altogether.

But after the publication of the articles and the rumours giving a
mystic interpretation to my presentation at the conference, I began to
wonder myself whether Anastasia had somehow been helping me, and
I said to her:

"Don't tell me, Anastasia, you quite forgot I was supposed to look
tired, at least toward the end of my presentation? Why did you let
these people indulge in mystical speculation?”

She laughed, and replied:

"What kind of mysticism can there be in someone well-rested
talking in a good mood with his friends? As for your speaking for so
long, this was because your thought is still confused, you tried to
grasp hold of a number of topics at once. It was possible to have
phrased it more clearly and concisely, but you were not able to do that
— also on account of the fact that your shoes were too tight and
squeezing your feet, so that the blood had trouble circulating through
your veins."

You see now how utterly simple in fact it all was. There was
absolutely no mysticism in my presentation.

ES

Dear readers! I'm receiving more and more letters from you asking
why neither I nor the Anastasia Foundation are responding to the
critical articles in the press, to the insults and accusations of bigotry
directed at me and my readers in general. What a waste of time that
would be! Anyway, what's the sense of responding to people who are
simply out to provoke a scandal?

In November one journalist (by the name of By... — I'm not going
to spell it out in full, no need to immortalise him) saw fit to publish
one and the same article under different titles in no less than five
publications at the same time. He changed the titles, transposed a few
sentences in the text and signed himself with different names. He
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naturally disparages me and then rants away with a diatribe on
morals, ethics and commercialism. His editors will deal with him
themselves before too long. I know how distasteful such a situation
can be for editors. And it's considered highly unethical in journalists'
circles. After all, each publication paid him an honorarium on the
understanding they were getting an 'exclusive'. What's the point of my
arguing with him? Maybe the poor fellow needs the money to buy
himself a decent meal. And as for the muck and lies he dishes out, I
don't think they'll ever stick to Anastasia — they'll all fall back on him.

Let's face it: Anastasia's a pretty hot topic right now, so I
wouldn't be surprised if a few more publications tried to capitalise on
her popularity. After all, you readers number more than a million
already. Let's say I start a polemic with a tabloid of maybe 50,000
subscribers. You are naturally going to want to read it, and that means
you'll be giving a huge boost to their circulation. There's absolutely no
sense in arguing with them. You know yourselves, after all, whether
you're bigots or not. If you really want to get back at a publication,
your best bet is simply to refuse to buy it, or cancel your subscription if
you have one.

As for me, the only way I can communicate with you is through
my books. So now I'm going to try and answer some of your questions.

First of all, at the present time I'm not engaged in any business
activities — I spend my whole time writing. I don't belong to any
religious group. I'm simply trying to come up with my own sense of
what life's all about. But the criticisms and fabrications directed at me
and Anastasia are likely to increase. Seems a lot of people see
Anastasia as an obstacle to their own pet plans.

You can bet they'll expose themselves sooner or later. But one
thing that seems pretty clear to me now is that this Siberian girl's
being seen as one hell of a threat to more than a few religious groups
and at the same time to some financial-industrial empires both here in
Russia and abroad.

They're the ones that are persistently blowing up the question in
the press: Does Anastasia exist or not? And just who is Megre? And
then they give their own answer: No, she doesn't. And Megre's a penny-
pinching entrepreneur. In actual fact, they are more aware than just
about anyone else of Anastasia's existence.

But they feel a need to go to any length to distract people from
the central message of what information is coming out, to cut off the
source of information at any cost, try to take control of it, and if that
doesn't work, to exterminate it.

It seems they have been better and quicker than we have at
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evaluating the information coming from Anastasia. They even laugh at
those who question Anastasia's existence. Think about it: would
anyone listening to information on the radio question the existence of
the station broadcasting it? But while some self-professed 'wise guys'
have got caught up in an endless round of asking Does she exist or
not?, in the meantime there has been an intense buying up and
exporting of cedar nuts in the Irkutsk, Tomsk and Novosibirsk regions
— for foreign currency, yet. According to reports out of Novosibirsk
and Tomsk, Chinese representatives have been involved.®

1999 was a banner year for cedar nut crops in many parts of
Siberia. But the Novosibirsk medical factory® is not increasing its
output of cedar oil. There is a shortage of cedar nuts — the same nuts
which are being made into expensive medicines in the West, where the
manufacturers are taking great pains to conceal the identity of the
main ingredient.

Remember I wrote back in Book 1 about how they were shipping
cedar nuts abroad? And when I tried searching for information about
cedar nut oil, I got a warning from Poland to back off.'® This year
they've managed again to hold their own. But as to the future, well, we
shall see. In the next book I shall tell about a certain surprise being
prepared by Anastasia.

I am an entrepreneur. My idea was to write the books I promised
and then get back to business. And I never hid my intentions from
anyone — in fact I wrote about them right in Book 2.'" But now my
plans have changed. Let other Siberian entrepreneurs compete for
trade with these Western smart alecs.

My plans changed because those behind critical publications
continue to insult and frighten readers, labelling as bigots anybody
who bothers to read my books, which they consider silly and devoid of
literary value. Granted, I don't have any higher education, or
experience in the literary field, and those who have these are irritated

8 Indeed, China's domestic consumption of pine nuts (‘cedar nuts' in Russia) is
estimated to be greater than its total domestic production. Yet, China is the largest
exporter of pine nuts to America (controlling over 90% of US imports, worth tens of
millions of dollars each year). The 'Chinese’ pine nuts found in North American
health food stores and supermarkets are predominantly Russian in origin — they
are, in fact, the nuts of Siberian cedar and Korean cedar trees 'exported’ across the
border to China, to be shelled and sent overseas, often without the necessary level of
refrigeration.

® Novosibirsk medical factory — see Ch. 24: "Take back your Motherland, people!".

'° See Book 1, toward the end of Chapter 1: "The ringing cedar".

1 See Book 2, at the very end of Chapter 31: "How to produce healing cedar oil".
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by the popularity of my books. They are especially upset by the fact
that, given my level of education, I still refuse to submit my work to
editors.

And they are simply furious over my publication of the five-
hundred-page collection of readers' letters and poems entitled The
soul of Russia sings in Anastasia's ray.'? Again, I didn't allow anyone to
edit this. I wrote the preface myself, saying that the collection was
quite an historic publication. I still say this. How else could one
characterise it, containing as it does letters and musings on life, on
the purpose of Man, on what people today cherish in life. The letters
and poems are sincere, and written by people of different ages,
different social situations and religious inclinations. And this book
has been pretty popular. In fact, its popularity has quite given the lie
to the myth that modern Man is interested only in crime novels and
books about sex. People are eager to read poetry — even if it's not
professionally written, but sincere nevertheless.

I've been told on a number of occasions that because I've thrown
out a challenge to the whole brotherhood of the pen and their
erudition, I'm going to be wiped off the face of the map — nobody will
ever recognise me as a writer.

But it wasn't my intention to challenge anyone as a writer. That
was never my intention, but now, when the press is going so far as to
attribute the popularity of my books to the fact that "Russia is a
stupid country”, and that all my readers are fools and bigots, I have no
choice but to respond to them. I shall be a writer! I'll do a little more
practising, study some more... I'll ask Anastasia for help... and I shall
be a writer! I shall write new books and reprint the ones already
published in the best printing houses in the world. I shall make the
books about Anastasia and about the people of Russia today the best
books of the millennium.

This is how I shall respond to my present and future critics, but
in the meantime I'll simply say this to them:

"To my critics, I bid you farewell. I'm going off with Anastasia —
maybe she's a bit naive, but she's beautiful, kind and sincere. We shall
set off into our new millennium with more than a million readers in
whose hearts a splendid and inspired image is alive and well. And
what is in your hearts, critics? Phooey on you! Don't come crawling

2 The soul of Russia sings in Anastasia's ray. A peoples book (Russian title: Viuche
Anastasii zvuchit dusha Rossii. Narodnaya kniga) — a 544-page volume of readers'
poetry, art and letters. Seven sample poems from this collection are reproduced in
English translation at the end of Book 1, Chapter 30: "Author's message to readers".
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into our new millennium. Get the... how can I put it? Get the hell on
back to your own! And even if you do come crawling into ours, you'll
only choke on your own anger and envy.

"In our millennium we're seeing the start of a new and splendid
co-creation, where the air will be pure and there will be living water
and fragrant gardens. And in that millennium I shall continue
publishing new collections with readers' poems and letters. I shall call
the series A people's book. You may say that "the poems therein are
horrendous” but I say they are resplendent.

"I shall also put out some audiocassettes with songs of the bards
— songs of Soul, of Russia, of Anastasia.”® You may say that anyone
can strum a guitar. But I say that these bards sing from the heart. And
I would add, in Anastasia's words: Not in any of the galaxies could
there be found a single string capable of producing a better sound than
that of the singing of the human soul.""*

Dear readers, I extend to all of you my heartfelt greetings on the
dawn of our millennium! On the dawn of your splendid co-creation on
the Earth!

Who are we? That is what I have decided to call my next book.

Respectfully, Vladimir Megre

To be continued...

¥ Over the past five vears, over a dozen albums — collections of bards' songs
inspired by Anastasia — have been released by the Anastasia Foundation alone, and
many more albums have been released independently. A 'Caravan of Love of Sun-
bards' (Karavan Liubvi Solnechnykh bardov) has also been set up as an itinerant
song festival, with large groups of bards travelling from city to city and giving free
song performances in Russia and beyond.

14 See Chapter 6: "Birth".
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Hope for the world
Translator’s and Fditor’s Afterword

Wow! Four books translated and counting. Not a bad record, when one
considers that just a year ago (as of this writing) not a single page of
this series had yet come off the Ringing Cedars presses in America.

The series was launched with the publication of Book 1,
Anastasia, in February 2005, followed by Book 2, The Ringing Cedars
of Russia, and Book 3, The Space of Love, later in the year. And now
Co-creation makes four, with at least five volumes still to come. And
for this swift progression we have you to thank, dear readers, for your
ongoing support and encouragement, without which the publication of
the new volumes would not have been possible. And needless to say,
our gratitude goes out to our original source of support, the One
whose inspiration inevitably underlies any legitimate act of 'co-
creation'.

Equally noteworthy is the co-creation evident in the evolution of
the original series itself, particularly the remarkable transformation of
a hard-nosed Siberian commercial trader into one of Russia's
bestselling authors. All the more amazing when one remembers that
because of Vladimir Megre's initially 'choppy' writing style, the original
Russian manuscript of Amnastasia was rejected by publisher after
publisher, leaving him no choice but to bring out the first edition on
his own.' However, after several print-runs of the self-published
Anastasia sold out simply by word of mouth, with no advertising
campaign or bookstore exposure, professional publishers were only
too eager to reconsider, and it was not long before the volumes in the
Ringing Cedars Series were selling in the millions.

And now in America, as elsewhere in the English-speaking world,
Anastasia and its sequels are once again running counter to the book-
industry's long-held axioms. Even though corporate wholesalers
declined to distribute the Ringing Cedars Series to major retailers on
the grounds that "no book sells by word of mouth alone, without a
budget sufficient for a large advertising campaign”, you the readers

! See Book 1, Chapter 30: "Author's message to readers”.
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have proved otherwise, and the books have already spread around the
globe without so much as a single advertisement or paid-for review in
the press. Many of you have taken it upon yourself to purchase
additional copies to give to the family and friends. Some have even
gone further and become independent distributors, devoting
considerable time and effort to making the books available in your
local regions. Thus, as with their original editions, the success of the
books in translation is once again the result of the resourcefulness of
their readers — readers who have let a new splendid image live in
their hearts — and the ideas these books set forth are already leaving
their mark on the world.

Indeed, there are signs that the world is beginning to grasp the
message that there is a better path to freedom, enlightenment and
happiness than the one along which it has been hurtling forward at
breakneck speed, and that the new millennium' on the Earth which
Vladimir Megre welcomes on the final pages of Co-creation is already
dawning with a most glorious radiance. Both in Russia and abroad,
Anastasia and the Ringing Cedars Movement are already the subject of
many day-to-day conversations and frequent reports in the press
(some pertinent examples are detailed below).

Many might find these developments surprising. However, there
have been numerous thinkers in both the distant and the recent past
who have attempted to send a similar message to humanity: that it is
on the wrong path. A few of these are worth noting here.

In the late 19th century the great Russian writer Leo Tolstoy took
special note of how "millions of people — men, women and children —
working ten, twelve or fifteen hours a day, are being transformed into
machines and perishing in factories that manufacture unnecessary
and harmful gadgets... while more and more villages become
deserted". He further observed that "in our time the human heart has
been crying out more strongly, more strongly than ever before, against
this false life, and calling people to the life demanded by revelation,
reason and conscience".?

At the same time, on the other side of the Atlantic, religious
thinker and Christian Science founder Mary Baker Eddy was calling for
a new approach to spiritual freedom from 'mental slavery' to long-held
beliefs. She summed up this approach in her major work, Science and
health (originally published in 1875) as follows: "The despotic
tendencies, inherent in mortal mind and always germinating in new

* Leo Tolstoy, An appeal (Vozzvanie), 25 May 1889.
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forms of tyranny, must be rooted out through the action of the divine
Mind".?

In 1931 the American prophet Edgar Cayce established his
Association for Research and Enlightenment to promote alternative
solutions to humanity's problems based on, among other things,
personal spirituality and holistic health. Interestingly enough, in one
of his many 'readings' he received an intimation that "on Russia's
religious development will come the greater hope of the world'.*

Three years later the world-renowned humanitarian, Dr Albert
Schweitzer, re-published the English translation of his book, On the
edge of the primeval forest. While decrying the injustices inflicted on
the indigenous peoples by European settlers,” he intimates that the
only path to successful colonialism is to turn the indigenous people
into more productive workers by removing them from their native
villages, families and plots of land. Surprisingly, in the same piece
Schweitzer even holds labour compulsion (forcing the African native
peoples to provide labour in return for material 'benefits' bestowed on
them) to be justifiable.®

Separating people from their own (or their family's) land is a
social trend that goes back centuries. Thomas More described it in
Book 1 of his Utopia (published in 1516), accusing greedy landowners
of talking land from their peasant farmers for their own enrichment.
Stalin's forced collectivisation of agriculture in the Soviet Union in the
1930s, the loss of family farms in the United States in the years
following World War II and the establishing of huge 'factory farms' in
present-day Canada (nearly always achieved by buying up small,
family operations at an 'irresistible' price) are further examples of
concerted efforts on the part of the 'dark forces' of this world to break
Man's ties to the land. This in turn has the effect of subduing his free

* Mary Baker Eddy, Science and health with key to the Scriptures (final edition, 1910),
p- 225. Not unlike Megre, Eddy frequently used 'divine Mind' (with a capital M) as a
synonym for God.

* From Cayce reading 3976-10 (February 1932). Edgar Cayce Readings are
copyrighted (© 1971, 1993-2005) by the Edgar Cayce Foundation. This quotation is
used by the kind permission of the copyright holder. Italics ours.

* He writes, for example: "Who can describe the injustice and cruelties that in the
course of centuries they [the coloured peoples] have suffered at the hands of
Europeans?... If a record could be compiled of all that has happened between the
white and the coloured races, it would make a book containing numbers of pages
which the reader would have to turn over unread because their contents would be
too horrible" — A. Schweitzer, On the edge of the primeval forest: experiences and
observations of a doctor in Equatorial Africa (London: A.&C. Black Ltd, 1934), p. 115.

® See A. Schweitzer, On the edge of the primeval forest, pp. 112-118.
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will and destroying his independence. All of which gives added weight
to Anastasia's proposal, so eloquently set forth by Vladimir Megre in
Co-creation, of bringing Man (more specifically, a Man's family) and his
land back together again in the form of what is called in Russian
rodovoe pomestie — translated in this book as 'family domain' or 'kin's
domain'.” This phrase is in turn linked, in terms of both meaning and
etymology, to the Russian concept of Rodina, which has been rendered
'Motherland' in the Ringing Cedars Series, though it is equally
translatable as native land'.®

A brief word on the translation is in order here: inasmuch as both
Rodina and rodovoe pomestie convey concepts that have deep roots in
the Russian historical context, unparalleled in Western cultures, a
good deal of thought — not to mention countless paragraphs of text
and e-mail correspondence — has gone into selecting the most
appropriate English equivalents.®

We were aided in this decision in part by two of our readers who
were asked to voice their thoughts on the selection of an equivalent
for Rodina. Here is a brief excerpt from each of their responses:

To me Motherland seems to invoke the most profound
connection one can have to the land. It is the land in which you
were likely born. But even more so, it is the land to which you
have bonded through work, toil, sweat and blood, laughter, joy
and sustenance.

I like motherland. It brings the "life giving" nature of the earth to
my heart, "my mother", evoking feelings of tenderness and
responsibility. There is much meaning to women in the idea of
being a mother and a common thread which relates to my
personal life's experience and has a place in the emotional file
cabinet of the brain for most people. The relationship between

" This proposal of Anastasia's — a 'family domain' comprising one hectare of land —
is presented throughout the latter part of Co-creation, beginning with Chapter 24:
"Take back your Motherland, people!". The origin of the Russian term rendered
family domain (or kin's domain) is discussed in footnote 7 in Chapter 33: "School, or
the lessons of the gods".

8 For further discussion of the original meaning of Rodina, please see footnote 1 in
Chapter 24: "Take back your Motherland, people!".

° Even then the final results were, shall we say, less than unanimous, and involved a
significant element of compromise on the part of both editor and translator. We can
only hope our readers will be able to glean at least a glimmer of understanding from
the choices we eventually decided upon.
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"life" and the earth is shattered in this country [Americal, as
people are so removed from the idea the earth gives us our life.

The linkage made by the latter reader between one's 'personal
life' and 'the Earth' is significant. Early in Chapter 24 (appropriately
entitled "Take back vyour Motherland, people!") Anastasia
acknowledges that "the whole Earth could be a Motherland [Rodinal
for each one of its inhabitants”, and she designates a family's personal
plot of land (subsequently identified as one's kin's domain) as a "piece
of the Motherland"® — thus linking the feelings associated with one's
personal family to the broader concept of the family of humanity as a
whole. Indeed, perspectives on the concept of the family as revealed in
Co-creation are by no means confined to the world of the early twenty-
first century we call home, but reach out in both time and distance to
look at family not only through the lenses of the past, the present and
the future but from beyond our usual sense of planetary space as well.

On this basis, then, it may be seen that the concepts of both
Motherland and family domain reach far beyond the borders of Russia
alone. In fact, as indicated above, there are signs that Anastasia's
appeal to "take back your Motherland" is already resonating in the
hearts of many people in many parts of the world.

In May 2005, for example, a massive power outage in Moscow
reminded many of Anastasia's words concerning the inevitable
collapse of artificial life-support systems.' This one accident
paralysed Russia's capital city for several days in a row and, among
other things, resulted in the sewage from millions of dwellings being
flushed into the Moskva River untreated. In a radio programme
devoted to possible solutions to this problem, one of Russia's most
prominent ecologists — and President of the Centre for Russia's
Environmental Policy — Academician Alexey Yablokov, made pointed
reference not only to E.F. Schumacher's book Small is Beautiful**but
also to the "hugely popular 'Anastasia’ movement of people building
their family domains"."

10 See Chapter 31: "But who is to blame?".

' See, for example, Book 2, Chapter 8: "The answer”, and Book 3, Chapter 19: "What
to agree with, what to believe?".

2 EF. Schumacher, Small is beautiful: economics as if people mattered (New York,
Harper & Row, 1973).

¥ From Dr Yablokov's interview on ecological threats to Moscow resulting from
electricity outages (Problemy ekologicheskoy bezopasnosti Moskvy v sluchae
otkliucheniya podachi elektroenergii), aired on Radio Svoboda on 25 May 2005. Italics
ours.
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In neighbouring Latvia, journalist Liudmila Stoma was curious
about what was behind a movement of hundreds of people in Latgal
Province — "all well-educated specialists in high demand in the labour
market" — relocating to a newly formed eco-village in a remote rural
area. Upon investigation, she was amazed by what she could only
describe as a "new revolution™:

Over the last few years Russia, Belarus and Ukraine have been
experiencing a real eco-village boom: thousands of families are
building 'family domains' on one hectare of land each, attaining
remarkable self-sufficiency with only sparing use of all the
technological achievements of the technocratic world. They are
all united by the same goal: to build a Paradise on the Earth.™

She ended her article by wondering if "the settlers following
Anastasia’'s advice" in building their own family domains might
actually succeed where government subsidies had so miserably failed.

In fact, thousands of new kin's domains are being established
each year — not only in Russia and Latvia, but in many other countries
as well. And Dachnik Day — an annual celebration of our
connectedness to Mother Earth on 23 July, the idea of which was
proposed in Book 2 (The Ringing Cedars of Russia) only eight years
ago — has now become an international holiday, and in 2005 it was
celebrated for the first time by readers of the series in both America
and Canada.

These are but a few examples of a growing, world-wide
phenomenon rounded out by international readers' conferences,
bards' festivals and multitudes of new poems, songs, paintings and
other forms of artistic expression. And already the reaction of readers
of the English translation of the series in America, Britain, Canada,
Australia, New Zealand and elsewhere is indicating a real
'‘globalisation’ of interest not only in reading the Ringing Cedars
books, but in acting on the ideas they present as well, revealing new
manifestations of a Motherland that completely transcends national
boundaries.

4 Tjudmila Stoma, Vozvrashchenie v Edem (Return to Eden). Ezhenedelnik "Vesti"
(Weekly News), n” 8 (601), 24 February 2005. Interestingly enough, Israeli writer and
poet Efim Kushner also used the term revolution (in the phrase "a global-scale moral
revolution") in reference to the Ringing Cedars Series in his book Beskrovnaya
revoliutsiya (A bloodless revolution), published in 2003.

> See Book 2, Chapter 9: "Dachnik Day and an All-Earth holiday!".



HOPE FOR THE WORLD
TRANSLATOR’S AND EDITOR’S AFTERWORD

And to think it all started from a single simple idea, which, multiplied
through its first faltering attempts at implementation, still keeps on
blossoming and helping people all over the world 'take back' their own
Motherland — even as Vladimir Megre's blossoming series of
publications started from a single simple proposal to write a book
implanted in the thought of an inveterate 'non-writer'. And this former
non-writer's initial 'choppy' attempts have now evolved into a
flourishing trademark style of poetic prose which characterises Books
3 and 4 of the series. (How well we have succeeded on conveying this
evolution of style in the English version, particularly the melodious
effect his resulting poetic mode of expression can have on the one
who reads it with a heart attuned to textual harmonies, will be up to
you the readers to judge.)'s

As translator and editor we have only to wish you as fascinating
an experience in discovering this book on your own as we ourselves
had in reading and 'co-translating' it (not to mention 'co-editing' the
translation). For now we shall leave you with Anastasia's appeal from
Chapter 26 ("Even today everyone can build a home"): "You must feel
everything that I outline, and mentally complete yourself the whole
design, and let everyone else draw it along with me. O, God! People, at
least give it a try, I beg of you!".

We look forward to meeting you again on the pages of the next
book — entitled Who are we? — which, like Co-creation, will offer ever
greater hope for the world.

Ottawa, Canada John Woodsworth
Ozark Mountains, USA Leonid Sharashkin

February 2006

'* We are reminded here of the words of British poet Robert Graves: "The reason why
the hairs stand on end, the eyes water, the throat is constricted, the skin crawls and
a shiver runs down the spine when one writes or reads a true poem is that a true
poem is necessarily an invocation of the White Goddess, or Muse, the Mother of All
Living...". We feel that this 'goddess’ — whom Anastasia calls Love — is invoked in
this volume with tremendous power. The quote is from Robert Graves, The White
Goddess: a historical grammar of poetic myth (London: Faber & Faber, 1946; now also
published in New York by Noonday Press), pp. 24-25.



ABOUT THE RINGING CEDARS SERIES

Anastasia, the first book of the Ringing Cedars Series, tells the story
of entrepreneur Vladimir Megre's trade trip to the Siberian taiga in
1995, where he witnessed incredible spiritual phenomena connected
with sacred 'ringing cedar' trees. He spent three days with a woman
named Anastasia who shared with him her unique outlook on subjects
as diverse as gardening, child-rearing, healing, Nature, sexuality,
religion and more. This wilderness experience transformed Vladimir
so deeply that he abandoned his commercial plans and, penniless,
went to Moscow to fulfil Anastasia's request and write a book about
the spiritual insights she so generously shared with him. True to her
promise this life-changing book, once written, has become an
international bestseller and has touched hearts of millions of people
world-wide.

The Ringing Cedars of Russia, the second book of the Series, in
addition to providing a fascinating behind-the-scenes look at the story
of how Anastasia came to be published, offers a deeper exploration of
the universal concepts so dramatically revealed in Book 1. It takes the
reader on an adventure through the vast expanses of space, time and
spirit — from the Paradise-like glade in the Siberian taiga to the rough
urban depths of Russia's capital city, from the ancient mysteries of
our forebears to a vision of humanity's radiant future.

The Space of Love, the third book of the Series, describes author's
second visit to Anastasia. Rich with new revelations on natural child-
rearing and alternative education, on the spiritual significance of
breast-feeding and the meaning of ancient megaliths, it shows how
each person's thoughts can influence the destiny of the entire Earth
and describes practical ways of putting Anastasia's vision of
happiness into practice. Megre shares his new outlook on education
and children's real creative potential after a visit to a school where
pupils build their own campus and cover the ten-year Russian school
programme in just two years. Complete with an account of an armed
intrusion into Anastasia's habitat, the book highlights the limitless
power of Love and non-violence.

Co-creation, the fourth book and centrepiece of the Series, paints a
dramatic living image of the creation of the Universe and humanity's



place in this creation, making this primordial mystery relevant to our
everyday living today. Deeply metaphysical yet at the same time down-
to-Earth practical, this poetic heart-felt volume helps us uncover
answers to the most significant questions about the essence and
meaning of the Universe and the nature and purpose of our existence.
It also shows how and why the knowledge of these answers, innate in
every human being, has become obscured and forgotten, and points
the way toward reclaiming this wisdom and — in partnership with
Nature — manifesting the energy of Love through our lives.

Who are we? — Book Five of the Series — describes the author's
search for real-life "proofs' of Anastasia's vision presented in the
previous volumes. Finding these proofs and taking stock of ongoing
global environmental destruction, Vladimir Megre describes further
practical steps for putting Anastasia's vision into practice. Full of
beautiful realistic images of a new way of living in co-operation with
the Earth and each other, this book also highlights the role of children
in making us aware of the precariousness of the present situation and
in leading the global transition toward a happy, violence-free society.

The book of kin, the sixth book of the Series, describes another visit
by the author to Anastasia's glade in the Siberian taiga and his
conversations with his growing son, which cause him to take a new
look at education, science, history, family and Nature. Through
parables and revelatory dialogues and stories Anastasia then leads
Vladimir Megre and the reader on a shocking re-discovery of the pages
of humanity's real history that have been distorted or kept secret for
thousands of years. This knowledge sheds light on the causes of war,
oppression and violence in the modern world and guides us in
preserving the wisdom of our ancestors and passing it over to future
generations.

The energy of life, Book Seven of the Series, re-asserts the power of
human thought and the influence of our thinking on our lives and the
destiny of the entire planet and the Universe. Is also brings forth a
practical understanding of ways to consciously control and build up
the power of our creative thought. The book sheds still further light
on the forgotten pages of humanity's history, on religion, on the roots
of inter-racial and inter-religious conflict, on ideal nutrition, and
shows how a new way of thinking and a lifestyle in true harmony with
Nature can lead to happiness and solve the personal and societal
problems of crime, corruption, misery, conflict, war and violence.



The new civilisation, the eighth book of the Series, is not yet
complete. The first part of the book, already published as a separate
volume, describes yet another visit by Vladimir Megre to Anastasia
and their son, and offers new insights into practical co-operation with
Nature, showing in ever greater detail how Anastasia's lifestyle applies
to our lives. Describing how the visions presented in previous volumes
have already taken beautiful form in real life and produced massive
changes in Russia and beyond, the author discerns the birth of a new
civilisation. The book also paints a vivid image of America's radiant
future, in which the conflict between the powerful and the helpless,
the rich and the poor, the city and the country, can be transcended
and thereby lead to transformations in both the individual and
society.

Rites of Love — Book 8, Part 2 (published as a separate volume) —
contrasts today's mainstream attitudes to sex, family, childbirth and
education with our forebears' lifestyle, which reflected their deep
spiritual understanding of the significance of conception, pregnancy,
home- birth and upbringing of the young in an atmosphere of love. In
powerful poetic prose Megre describes their ancient way of life,
grounded in love and non-violence, and shows the practicability of
this same approach today. Through the life-story of one family, he
portrays the radiant world of the ancient Russian Vedic civilisation,
the drama of its destruction and its re-birth millennia later — in our
present time.

To be continued...



THE AUTHOR, Vladimir Megre, born in 1950, was a well-known
entrepreneur from a Siberian city of Novosibirsk. In 1995 — after
hearing a fascinating account about the power of 'ringing cedars' from
a Siberian elder — he organised a trade expedition into the Siberian
taiga to rediscover the lost technique of pressing virgin cedar nut oil
containing high curative powers, as well as to find the ringing cedar
tree. However, his encounter on this trip with a Siberian woman
named Anastasia transformed him so deeply that he abandoned his
business and went to Moscow to write a book about the spiritual
insights she shared with him. Vladimir Megre now lives near the city
of Vladimir, Russia, 240 km (150 miles) east of Moscow, devoting
himself to writing. Following the runaway success of his Series, he has
spoken at readers' conferences throughout Russia and Europe, as well
as established the Anastasia Foundation, a non-profit organisation
aimed at promoting the ideas contained in the books and providing
support to Russia's nascent eco-village movement.

THE TRANSLATOR, John Woodsworth, originally from
Vancouver (British Columbia), has forty years of experience in
Russian-English translation, from classical poetry to modern short
stories. For the past twenty-three years he has been associated with
the University of Ottawa in Canada as a Russian-language teacher,
translator and editor, most recently as a Research Associate and
Administrative Assistant with the University's Slavic Research Group.
A published Russian-language poet himself, he and his wife — poet
and amateur artist Susan K. Woodsworth — are directors of the
Sasquatch Literary Arts Performance Series in Ottawa. Now a Certified
Russian-English Translator, John Woodsworth is in the process of
translating the remaining volumes in Vladimir Megre's Ringing Cedars
Series.

THE EDITOR, Leonid Sharashkin, is writing his doctoral
dissertation on the spiritual, cultural and economic significance of the
Russian dacha gardening movement, at the University of Missouri at
Columbia. He also travels across America and internationally,
speaking about The Ringing Cedars Series and its global impact. After
receiving a Master's degree in Natural Resources Management from
Indiana University at Bloomington, he worked for two years as
Programme Manager at the World Wide Fund for Nature (WWF Russia)
in Moscow, where he also served as editor of Russia's largest
environmental magazine, The Panda Times. Together with his wife,
Irina Sharashkina, he has translated into Russian Small is beautiful



and A guide for the perplexed by E.F. Schumacher, The secret life of
plants by Peter Tompkins and Christopher Bird, The continuum

concept by Jean Liedloff and Birth without violence by Frederick
Leboyer.



Co-ercalion f_))’ V[adlmu M(fgl(‘ Spiricualicy/
Book 4 of The Ring mo Ccdars Serics

Co-creation paints a dramatic IIVII‘I&, image of the creation of the Universe and
humanity’s place in this creation, making this primordial mystery relevant to
our t,verydav living today. Deeply metaphysical yet at the same time down-to-
Earth practical, this poetic heartfelt volume helps us uncover answers to the
most significant questions about the essence of the Universe and the purpose
of our existence. It also shows how and why the knowledge of these answers,

innate in every human being, has become obscured and forgotten, and points
the way toward reclaiming this wisdom in partnership with Nature.
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